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CORRECTED: Saturday 25 July 2020 

UPDATED WITH COMMENTS: Wednesday 29 July 2020

Present: 
Jonathan Atkinson
Veronica Carolan
Adele Duffield
Ian Clark
Lesley Pemberton

Welcome to a new virtual meeting of the Whitby Writers Group!

Please send your comments on each contribution to me, by Monday night, 27 July
It will help me not to misplace your email if you choose a subject line containing:

• WWG (for virtual WWG) or VPG (for virtual poetry group)
• the date of the moot
• your name.

If for technical reasons you can’t see the attachment, there’s a list of past (commented) PDFs here:
www.whitbywriters.com/proceedings-of-virtual-meetings 


Click an item on the list, and the chosen PDF will be downloaded to your computer.

When I get your comments back I will append them to the appropriate contribution in an update to 
these proceedings, which I will email to you again.

–––––––––––––––––––––––– 

Matters Arising: 
IAN

Helen from La Rosa has replied to my email. The hotel is open again, but for guests only at present. She asks 
me to send her a reminder near the end of  August to look into opening the tea room for us in September on the 
usual basis. In the pre-covid world that would have been Thursday September 3rd. No promises as-yet. 

JENNY
Thanks everyone for your kind comments. 
Veronica – hadn’t heard of  “The Hunter and the Whale,” so that sounds just what I need, that personal 

experience of  whaling. I’ve now ordered it from Amazon. 
Lesley – not managed to appear in the Georgian dress yet but watch this space. If  we ever get back to La 

Rosa, it could be my outfit of  choice as nothing would look too weird there. My grandson is living with me for 
the two years of  Sixth Form so haven’t been cheating!! 

Adele – thanks for the really useful information on owls. As must be obvious, I’m not much of  a naturalist, 
but I was so interested to know that there must have been two of  them as they definitely twitted and twood 
(quite a lot). 

JONATHAN
I would hesitate to criticise Maya Angelou, who is obviously a far more accomplished poet than I will ever be, 

but it seems to me that her poem 'Caged Bird' could be far more simply expressed: 
...and of  all broken hearted things 
the brokenest are caged wings. 

Members’ Contributions: 
Read on… 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Jonathan Atkinson

Summer Night

NOW sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font:
The firefly wakens: waken thou with me.

Now droops the milk-white peacock like a ghost,
And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.

Now lies the Earth all Danaë to the stars,
And all thy heart lies open unto me.

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves
A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me.

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,
And slips into the bosom of the lake:
So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip
Into my bosom and be lost in me.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

––––––––––––––––––––––––

ADELE
I didn’t know this poem. Beautifully sad - I assume, about the loss of  a loved one (but I may be wrong!) 

Thank you for sharing. 

LESLEY
Tennyson’s romantic sonnet is full of  visual imagery of  the summer night. Perhaps a daring poem for the 

Victorian era as he says “waken thou with me” and “be lost in me”? 
I had to look up the reference to Danae. 

VERONICA
Great to have you back, Jonathan.  I first came across this poem set to music in one of  the popular 

anthologies of  the early 20th Century (The News Chronical Songbook, I think).  I don't feel qualified to offer a 
critique, but found this link informative: https://www.poetrybyheart.org.uk/poems/now-sleeps-the-crimson-
petal/ . I also find inspiration on the website www.poetry-chaikhana.com . 

JENNY
Jonathan- How lovely to read this poem. I saw the television series “The Crimson Petal and the White,” and 

struggled with the novel, but did not know the poem. But what is especially nice for me is that when I was a very 
little girl my nana used to frequently quote the middle stanza and I never knew where it came from, so, a door 
from the past has been unlocked. 
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IAN
Before I read Jonathan’s choice of  poem, I would have lumped Tennyson with Wordsworth and Kipling: 

remembered for a rag-bag of  dated worn-out cliches anchored firmly in the Victorian era. Now I shall go delving 
into collections of  poems by Tennyson, in a hunt for more of  the aching beauty and deft piercing imagery of  
this wonderful poem. 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Veronica Carolan

Chapter 5  Living with a liver
from Audrey’s World 

The next chapter of  our lives began with a mixture of  apprehension and excitement 
for me.  Audrey was too young to know what was happening, although she knew she 
was going to Mountbatten ward again.  Although Eddie and I had both chosen to take 
the opportunity to go down the living-related transplant route, I had a deep peace and 
the trust that everything would go well.  Eddie didn’t.  When all was said and done, I 
would know nothing about the operations until I came round but Eddie would havehad 
to endure many hours of  uncertainty and fear.  He couldn’t put the death of  the mother 
in Germany out of  his mind, and although we had the utmost trust in the skills of  KC 
Tan, Nigel Heaton and the teams that would assist in the operating theatres, there was 
still the fear of  the unknown. 

No breakfast today, of  course.  I was admitted to the adult liver ward on the second 
floor of  the hospital, and Audrey to the children’s liver unit on the third floor.  I can 
remember Eddie accompanying me to the theatre entrance, and then he had to go back 
and wait with Audrey until the teams were ready for her.   The operating theatres were 
side by side.  The plan was for Nigel Heaton and his team to begin my operation first, as 
this was a deeper procedure, then when it was certain that I was safely out of  theatre, my 
segment of  liver having been removed, KC Tan would work next door to do the actual 
transplant, together with Nigel Heaton.  Audrey’s little body was opened up again, 
through her Kasai scar, ready to receive the small lump of  life-giving tissue.  This would 
minimise the risk of  the liver degrading between being removed, flushed with 
preservative and packed in ice before being transplanted into me.  The left-hand lobe of  
my liver, being about the size of  a person’s hand, was just the right size for Audrey.  
Now the painstaking work began, not only of  sewing me up again, but of  the graft 
being sewn securely into its cavity using lengths of  vein cut from my left leg, rather 
similar to the stripping out of  a varicose vein.  Thankfully, I had healthy circulation, and 
my body would soon bypass the vein that had been removed.  I was expecting a large 
scar – an inverted Y shape like a ban-the-bomb sign – but I hadn’t been told about this 
bit, so when I eventually discovered a long scar along my calf, and another small one 
above the knee, I was rather surprised.  However, such was the care that the team had 
for me as well as Audrey, they had used a glueing technique rather than stitches or 
staples, so that there would be virtually no scarring.  Indeed, it is hardly visible now. 

The operations took ten hours.  In that time, Eddie had nothing to do except kill time.  
Feeling totally helpless and without any control of  what was happening in theatre, he 
walked around the John Ruskin Park next door to the hospital, but otherwise spent time 
resting in Mountbatten Ward.  It didn’t help matters when a man approached him and 
said, “I hear things aren’t going too well.”  When Eddie asked him what he meant, the 
man said that he’d heard that I was haemorrhaging and that the surgeons couldn’t stop 
the bleeding.  Inwardly, Eddie was absolutely petrified, but he said, calmly enough, that 
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no one had told him, and as far as he knew, everything was going to plan.  When 
Francesca came back to the ward, Eddie asked for news and whether this was true.  She 
was quick to reassure Eddie that things were going well and that KC was singing to 
himself, which was always a good sign.  Some people are just insensitive!   

It was about half-past six when the theatre doors opened.  KC, as he was known, was 
beaming as he told Eddie the good news that Audrey’s new bile duct was working.  
Reassured, Eddie could make his way to the adult liver unit, where I was awake but 
groggy, and he broke the good news that the new liver and bile duct were working well.  
I just smiled and fell asleep. 

In the meantime, Audrey was out of  theatre and in paediatric intensive care.  All 
Eddie wanted to do was cuddle her but she was tied up to so many monitors and drips 
that it was impossible.  He could only hold her hand and talk to her, even if  she couldn’t 
hear him. This would be a lonely and tiring time for him.  Eddie finally made his way 
back to the empty flat to make something to eat and to try to sleep, with thoughts and 
fears still whirling round his head. 

Very soon, Audrey was strong enough to breathe on her own and to return to 
Mountbatten.  Four days later, Eddie arived to find her toddling up the ward, attached to 
her drip, pushing a toy shopping trolley.  I, however, was suffering rather dreadfully with 
constipation from the drugs and lack of  exercise.  Everything is relative, but the agony 
of  this particular complaint and the efforts to relieve it, were not easy to manage.  Eddie 
tells me that I was as nice as pie to everyone except him!  Once out of  intensive care, I 
was put into a room on my own.  Soon the room was being filled with cards and flowers 
from well-wishers, not a few from the press.  Eddie felt he couldn’t compete with all this 
flora, and brought me a single red rose, which was a very special gesture of  love.  

Francesca was soon under pressure from KC to get me to do an interview.  I was 
feeling so rough that Eddie revealed the tough side of  his character and resisted all 
attempts at an interview until I was feeling better.  I remember a huge bunch of  flowers 
sent very generously from one of  Anne Diamond’s breakfast tv team, but Eddie 
steadfastly refused entry to them.  A couple of  days later I was a lot better so, wearing a 
bright pink tracksuit, which was all I could wear in my swollen state, I was taken by 
wheelchair to face the press with KC Tan.  This was a UK first, and he was keen to 
spread the good news and to publicise the hospital.  We still have the videos and press 
cuttings. 

Out of  the single room, I received a visit from a friend.  I remember him gently 
reproving me at one point.  My catheter was causing me pain, and I began calling for a 
nurse to come.  The curtains were drawn round a bed on the other side of  the six-bed 
ward, and there were a number of  medical staff  were attending to the patient.  Someone 
was fighting for his life, but somehow I couldn’t process this information.  All I could 
focus on was my own pain.  I remember being chastened and ashamed of  thinking 
selfishly that my pain was just as acute and still wanting help, which wasn’t available.  
Illness reveals the best and the worst in people at times.   

I left hospital to live with Eddie in the flat, known as the half-way house, after ten 
days, and Audrey made such good progress that a week later Audrey was discharged, 
though still needing daily visits to the ward at first.  Three weeks after the transplant, on 
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November 4th, we were able to go home, and start the process of  frequent blood tests, 
biopsies, scans and visits to Outpatients once again. 

Something must be said about blood tests.  Poor Audrey’s veins were so small that 
they often collapsed.  As a baby, she was unable to express how she felt, apart from 
tears.  Blood tests were a part of  life, and for a long time, there was nothing to take away 
the pain of  having needles poking around as a phlebotomist or nurse tried to find a 
good vein.  The foot was the most painful site to be used, and as a last resort.  Eddie 
remembers everyone being in tears one day, when after several unsuccessful attempts 
Audrey was crying “I’m sorry, daddy, I’m sorry”, as though this was a punishment and 
that it was her fault.  That was heart-rending.  As she reached about four or five, it would 
often take three or even four of  us to hold her flailing arms and legs.  Only when she 
learned to relax did the whole process become much easier, not only for her but for 
everyone concerned.  We are thankful that Audrey never developed a phobia for either 
hospitals or needles.  Later on, Audrey was to train as a phlebotomist to augment her 
student income, only to find that her certificate was no use in a hospital setting, because 
she had not trained on human beings, only the substitute pig skin.   

After Christmas with the whole family, I had to return to work.  It had been decided 
that it was better all round for me to leave my job as Departmental Secretary at Ware, to 
a new Documentation department being formed in Stevenage.  This was nearer home, 
which made a big difference, although I missed the people and the work I had been used 
to.  Everyone who worked at Process Research at Ware was thoroughly spoilt by our 
three cleaning ladies, who made our coffee and would always bake a cake for birthdays 
and other special occasions.  The new Research Centre in Stevenage was huge – it was 
easy to get lost at first – and although the facilities were much grander, I wasn’t as happy 
there.  Again, I have to emphasise how we appreciated the support given by Glaxo as 
Audrey journeyed to recovery.  This was tested soon after starting the job, as Audrey 
developed symptoms of  infection and had to be taken into Mountbatten for a five-day 
course of  IV antibiotics.  This was to happen occasionally.   

Whilst at Stevenage,  I remember responding to an invitation in the company 
newsletter, which had featured an article about the transplant earlier on, about people 
who had stories to tell about Zantac, one of  the company’s leading drugs at the time, to 
take part in a promotional video for the company.  I was chosen as one of  these people, 
as I had had post-operative ulcers and found relief  from this drug (there are other 
effective brands on the market!), and I found my way to Greenford to make this video.  
When I was shown the tape afterwards, I was mortified to see that every time I paused 
to consider an answer, my eyes swivelled up to the left.  Perhaps I was too sensitive, as 
no one said anything at the time, and the video was still released. 

In July 1994, Audrey had to attend King’s for a biopsy, as she had swollen lymph 
nodes.  She had, and still has, to take anti-rejection medication, which suppressed the 
immune system, so she is vulnerable to complications.  The following day she was 
admitted for nine days for removal of  a lymph node and further tests, including a 
Mantoux, as it was suspected that Audrey might have latent TB.  Such a test involves 
having a small amount of  what’s called PPD tuberculin injected into the forearm.  If  the 
test is positive, a hard, red lump will appear after a few days.  True to form, Audrey’s 
results were not clear, but it was decided that she would be treated as though she had it, 
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which meant a nine month course of  a red medicine called rifampicin, which was 
administered orally by syringe, as were the rest of  the drugs Audrey had to take. 

Audrey reached her second birthday in the August of  1994 and had her first birthday 
party.  She was very much into Postman Pat, so I made my first attempt at icing a cake 
with Jess, his black and white cat and a Postman Pat van, also another spherical cake 
made to look like a clown.  They went down a treat, but I never made another party cake 
again! 

By October, there had been six living-related transplants, all involving parents, both 
male and female.  The publicity team at King’s arranged for the Sunday Express to send 
a reporter and journalist for a photo-shoot.  The children were sat round in a semicircle 
whilst the parents stood behind or sat with them.  Being small, I was seated in front, on 
the floor, with one of  the other parents and the children.  We had a full centre spread in 
the magazine, which was rather nice.  Last year, twenty-five years on, someone had the 
idea of  recreating that picture.  By now, all the children were adults, at least one with a 
child of  their own, and through liaison with them, a date was arranged.  Sadly, one 
family couldn’t be there, but we all duly assembled for the photographer, as did Nigel 
Heaton and a transplant co-ordinator whom I didn’t know.  That was the one weekend I 
had treated myself  to a visit to Bristol for their first Early Music Festival – a weekend of  
concerts for the special price of  £25. Too good to miss.  The time wasn’t confirmed 
until the Thursday for the following day.   I had travelled down on the train that day, so I 
booked an early coach straight to Victoria, took a train to the hospital and arrived in 
time for the photoshoot.  It was lovely to meet everyone again, as we had got to know 
each other at outpatient appointments.  We were all assembled in due course in exactly 
the same arrangement as far as possible with the five couples, together with the medical 
staff  who were able to be there.  It was obvious that the young publicity officer didn’t 
really relate to the parents, whom she was too young to have met on the first occasion 
(she may not even have been born by then), but talked almost exclusively to the 
transplanted offspring and sent copies of  the resulting photograph on-line to them.  I 
was able to stay for a coffee, but needed to hot-foot it back to Victoria to catch my 
coach back to Bristol.  Having texted the organiser to say I would be late, I arrived just 
after the start of  the first concert, and crept in at an opportune moment,  

The next few years were relatively trouble free, with various family milestones.  
Audrey was old enough at three to appreciate what was happening around her.  We took 
her to Barton Broad in July, where Eddie was one of  the assistant instructors to the 
young people learning to sail.  This was the first time we had accompanied him.  We 
stayed in a large family tent.  The young people loved having a child amongst them.  
While they were out sailing, Audrey played in her paddling pool, and sometimes Eddie 
took her out in a dinghy, complete with a child’s life jacket which almost swamped her.  
But the highlight of  Audrey’s time there was “driving” the rescue launch on the Broad 
after classes.  We took it to a pub at the other end of  the Broad and enjoyed a quiet 
meal, only to be embarrassed when I discovered I had left my purse behind.  The 
landlord was very trusting and simply said that we could pay the next time we visited.  
We did go back and return that same evening, though. 

My father had reached his 80th birthday in April 1995 but died in the August.  My 
mother remembers sitting on the stairs with Audrey talking about what had happened.  
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“Don’t cry, Gran,” said our three-year-old.  “Grandad has died and we’re sad but it’s all 
right.”  The following month, we were interviewed by Fleur Brennan from Readers 
Digest, who was writing an article on the first living-related transplant in the UK.  That 
was us!  There was obviously still interest enough to occasion this.  But medical research 
doesn’t stand still.  Soon it would become possible to utilise the liver’s ability to 
regenerate to take cells called hepatocytes and transplant these instead of  having to use 
larger pieces of  the organ.  This would be safer and cheaper, although there would still 
be the need for transplants.  Just a few days after meeting Ms Brennan, Glaxo Group 
Research, now Glaxo Smith Kline, were restructuring following the merger, axed our 
department.  My position was redundant, so I was faced with finding a new job.  GSK 
did support us throughout that process and we received valuable financial advice.  With 
part of  my redundancy money, I invested in a starter pack for Dorling Kindersley books 
and did quite well, including setting up a stall in the Glaxo Sports and Social Club, but 
the income was nowhere enough to make a living, so I looked elsewhere.  Round about 
this time, we took Audrey to see Riverdance in London.  She was besotted so we bought 
the video.  The next time we visited gran, I was astounded to see her managing a good 
approximation of  the dances.  She had started ballet lessons by then and was excited to 
be in her very first show in Hatfield Forum just before Christmas.   

I eventually got a job as Head’s secretary and clerk to the governors at Cheshunt 
School, which was a 45 minute drive from Stevenage along the A10.  In my second week 
our old Renault died with a dramatic clunking and loss of  fluid.  That didn’t go down 
very well with the Headmaster, as I missed that day finding a replacement and getting 
the car towed away.   

Eddie had left the bus garage to be a Park Ranger in order to have more flexibility for 
attending hospital and other appointments with Audrey.  He had been learning to sail in 
his spare time, and during this time qualified as an RYA instructor.  That made his job 
more fulfilling.  He tried to teach me, but abandoned the effort when I blamed the 
dinghy for going round in circles! 

Audrey was due to start Nursery School in September 1996.  The previous month we 
had gone over to Dundalk to celebrate Ed’s brother’s sixtieth birthday and had a 
memorable holiday over on the west coast of  Ireland, finishing in Donegal.  When we 
got back Audrey became ill with a blockage, which meant another stay in Kings.  All 
went well and she moved up to Reception in the April of  1997.  Parents were invited to 
school during the day for a demonstration and introduction to the reading scheme and I 
asked for time off.  The headteacher was loath to let me go, as he was interviewing that 
day (everything was ready prepared) but rather grudgingly gave me the choice.  I didn’t 
attend and regretted it, and when I was asked whether or not I had gone to Audrey’s 
school, I  realised I hadn’t even been missed  This led to the decision to resign, for it did 
not bode well for future requests.  

1998 saw the start of  a new job for me, as a Personnel Assistant in Welwyn Garden 
City. Eddie reached his 50th birthday, which we celebrated as a whole family by taking 
Eddie and his friend Pascal, who is a month younger, white water rafting in Nottingham.  
We later had a wonderful holiday in County Mayo after attending my brother’s wedding.  
Eddie borrowed a dinghy from a friend, so with that on the roof  rack, Eddie, Audrey, 
my mum and I set off  in a rather cramped car filled with luggage, presents and Audrey’s 
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medical paraphernalia.  The cottage was beside Loch Mask, and Eddie and Audrey went 
fishing, coming back with a huge pike (donated by the young man of  the house!), which 
I attempted to cook. Never again. It was all bones.  Eddie took Audrey out several times 
in the dinghy and they were fortunate enough to see a stag swimming across the lake to 
the small island.  A sight to remember. 

Audrey was six in the August.  We had torrential rain the day before.  We had bought 
Audrey her first grown-up bike but it needed putting together.  The night before, after 
she had gone to bed, Eddie managed to put it together.  After Church the next day, 
family and friends were assembled from various places.  Audrey seemed happy with the 
bike and accoutrements.  Her friends played really well together - checkers, fish game, 
kitchen, computer.   Thankfully the weather was kind.  Ed had done the lawn so that the 
kids could play in the back garden.  The food went down well – there wasn’t much left. 
left.  Molly from next door came for a second play and together they demolished Aud’s 
room – clothes everywhere! 

Easter Monday the following year was ‘wobbly tooth day’ – her first - which I believe 
meant a lot to her.  She was no longer ‘the baby’ – small and young but a real sign that 
she is sharing her friends’ growing up.  We were at MacDonalds after swimming, and 
that’s when we found out about the tooth.  Aud phoned gran and told her (Cathy was 
out). Heidi rang and was told, too.  Heidi gave me £1 for the tooth fairy. A real 
milestone.  It being the Easter holidays, we tried to find different things for Audrey to 
do.  She helped me make a salad, which must have inspired her, as she decided she 
wanted to do a collage.  She went to find leaves, stones and flowers and together we sat 
down and she painstakingly put them together.  She made some lovely Easter cards – 
one for dad (from both of  us, at Audrey’s insistence) and two for Heidi, one of  which 
she insisted on finishing this evening and taking it down with the Easter eggs for the 
boys.  A lovely end to the birthday weekend. 

To be continued. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

ADELE
This chapter you have packed a lot of  information in. It is a fascinating account of  your experiences. I do 

however feel that there is a lot of  tell and not enough show. This depends of  course on how you want this work 
to be produced and received. It currently comes across as an account of  what happened. I would really enjoy it if  
we were given more of  how you felt at each point in this and perhaps even a little dialogue to bring the reader 
into the moment with you. This chapter seems much more like you are trying to get to the end of  it than 
previous chapters.   I know it is reality, not fiction, but I would like more story around each little experience and I 
would then be completely absorbed.  From an editorial perspective I noticed a couple of  little errors as follows 
in case you’re interested at this stage (this can be checked later of  course). 

I  assume you mean the liver would be ‘packed in ice before being transplanted into her’ (not ‘me’). Typo 
‘somehow’ not ‘someone I couldn’t process this information’ . I wasn’t sure what your job prospect was with the 
Dorling Kindersley books - were you a sales agent for them? Perhaps a little more detail needed for clarity. 

I would love you to keep going with this. Thank you again for sharing. 

LESLEY
Some comments about the structure: 
The second paragraph starts “No breakfast today, of  course.” Your account is written in the past tense so 

perhaps this should be “No breakfast that day...”? 
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Also in this para you explain about the liver being “...packed in ice before being transplanted into me.” Should 
this be “...packed in ice before being transplanted into her”? 

Third para: the explanation about the vein graft isn’t very clear. Was the vein transplanted to your liver or 
Audrey’s liver? Was it used to create the bile duct? Although I have a nursing background, liver transplantation is 
a very specialised area in which I have had no experience. 

I think the use of  ‘tied up’ in the sentence “...she was tied up to so many monitors and drips...” would read 
better as ‘...connected to...’. 

Eddie was talking to Audrey “...even if  she couldn’t hear him.” Perhaps a minor point that you may not want 
to change, but in someone who is unconscious it is believed that hearing is maintained. There is much evidence 
for this in accounts by people, who have recovered consciousness, who can recall things that people said to 
them. 

In your conversation with a visitor, where you called out for a nurse, you say “... there were a number of  
medical staff  were attending to the patient...” - repetition of  ‘were’ not required. 

I assume this is a typo: “The food went down well – there wasn’t much left. left.” 
Use of  present tense “...she is sharing her friends’ growing up.” Keeping to past tense, should be “...she 

was...”. 
Cathy and Heidi make an ‘appearance’ near the end. I don’t recall you mentioning them before so a quick 

explanation of  who they are would be helpful. 
Use of  present tense again with the word ‘this’: “... she insisted on finishing this evening...”. 
I’m sure you would be able to see some of  the discrepancies on rereading/editing but sometimes we (I) tend 

to miss things we have written ourselves.After all that, which I mean to be constructive, I am finding the ‘story’ 
compelling to read and look forward to more. 

JENNY
Veronica- You are just so brave electing to undergo such a ghastly ten hour operation, with an uncomfortable 

recovery period, but, of  course how could any mother choose otherwise? As always, this passage is beautifully 
written, keeping the reader’s interest throughout. The contrast between ground-breaking surgery of  National 
importance and the charming and touching descriptions of  birthday parties and family holidays, works very well 
for me. I would love to be able to turn the page into the next chapter! 

IAN
The story moves on from the eerie landscape of  leading-edge medicine, in which the patient is deployed like a 

powerless footsoldier across some ghastly battlefield on a strange island, in a war against a hideous monster once 
thought invincible, but which far-sighted surgeon-wizards are convinced they can vanquish. But not, of  course, 
without enormous suffering. 

We are now in the victorious aftermath of  normality, where however wounds and battle-scars have not gone 
away, but indeed acquire new powers to inflict suffering on all concerned. In this respect it bears an uncanny 
resemblance to Tolkien’s tales of  agonising quests in which occasionally the sole hope radiates from a vial of  
captured starlight. 

VERONICA
Penultimate paragraph, P4 - "someone" should be "somehow".  Sorry.  
(Ed. I’ve fixed it, for the record.) 

Page �10



Adele Duffield

Extracts from Coronavirus Diary 2020

Friday 12th June
Deaths today 202 – total 41,481.  Cases today 1541 of  292,950. 
Slightly up again.  Will need to watch this daily before knowing the significance, 

particularly going into the next phase of  release from Monday when shops can re-open. 
I heard today that the R value has now reduced to between 0.7 and 0.9, so at less than 

1, this has improved further.  The worry was that when Boris decided to release the lock-
down a little over recent weeks, we might see it tip back above 1 (if  I remember 
correctly, it was at 4 at the early stages of  the peak).  There may still be scary little 
pockets here and there where this is inaccurate so, caution must still be maintained, while 
we ease into relaxing the lock-down measures.  Perhaps the bad weather has come at a 
good time, not only for the land that has desperately needed it, but it may just slow 
down the pace of  people desperate to get out and party on the beach, in the parks and in 
the streets.  Many may choose to stay indoors rather than face socially distanced get-
togethers in the rain, and may dampen the spirits of  the over excitable to mingle too 
keenly. 

At the libraries, we are making moves now to prepare for a return to opening.  Our 
date cannot be before the 4th July as they are public buildings, but it is likely they will be 
closed until mid-July anyway.  Staff  have to have two weeks back in the workplace first 
and that’s only after a property inspection by Property/Health & safety and Area 
Librarian etc., to produce a Risk Assessment.  Looks like we will firstly be offering a 
Click-and-Collect service, maybe a Home Library Service delivery system for books, and 
perhaps a limited access, for those in need, to the public computers.  Book returns will 
have to be quarantined for three days, there will be no events and no browsing in the 
library.  Some of  our volunteers may not wish to return.  Some are eager to get back at 
it.  The truth of  the matter is that the ‘new normal’ in our working environment will be 
a strange thing to comprehend for a while, and will be a very changeable beast, which is 
likely to wear down many people and test the patience of  others.  Personal wellbeing is 
going to be important to monitor.  Watching out for the signs will be of  paramount 
importance for managers. Longer term, some changes that may need to made, will not 
be good for some, I have no doubt. 

From Monday 15th it has been announced that masks must be worn in England on 
any public transport.  I suppose it is fair enough to say this now as they will expect more 
people to be on public transport, but surely this should have been the case before, 
although the debate continues about the use of  masks and whether are a good or bad 
idea. 

All businesses have to have Risk Assessments done in order to open from Monday.  
Random checks will take place and people could go to prison if  they do not adhere to 
regulation and have safety measures in place.  A whole government guidance package 
has been put together to help businesses take all the necessary measures for the safety of  
staff  and customers. 
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Sat 13th June 
181 new deaths of  41,662. 1425 new cases of  294,375.   
We were invited to a surprise 50th garden party in town today and, although we had 

reservations, we decided to go.  It was apparently only a few people between 1-3pm, a 
few others 3-5pm, and then a few others in the evening (keeping numbers low, though 
not for the host!).  Everyone was to be socially distanced so we felt all should be ok.  We 
took masks, our own drink and glasses to play it safe, as well as a few snacks.  However, 
as soon as we arrived, we were greeted by many more people than I felt comfortable 
with, but we kept a safe distance in chairs provided.  Drinks were brought to us, a 
barbecue provided and social distancing went largely out of  the window with the 
maximum allowed groups of  6 never having been adhered to from the off, although at 
this point no hugging had occurred.  Cake and poppers, Prosecco, beers and spirits 
flowed.  Our 3pm departure did not take place until 7.30 pm, at which point each of  us 
ended up hugging our two hosts.  Each person at the party who left did this, and we 
ended up being driven home, four of  us in a car, no masks worn and all feeling very 
guilty at letting down the whole of  the last three-month lock-down and our sensibilities 
overthrown by alcohol in the blink of  an eye.  What will become of  everything once 
pubs can re-open?  I was really worried about the rules we had broken and feel I cannot 
say a word about anyone else’s rule-breaking during this pandemic when we have so 
unashamedly ignored all the advice.  I can only hope and pray that the next seven days 
brings no symptoms to any of  us and I will be staying at least 2 metres away from both 
our shielding parents who we look after.  Adele, shame on you for being so weak! 

Fri 19th June
173 new deaths of  42.461.  1346 new cases of  301,815. 
We are now in risk category 3 from today.  And the government is to bring forward 

discussion on the 2 metre social distancing rules being changed to 1 metre.  This has 
been a countrywide focus but mainly by people in businesses affected by the current rule 
such as pubs, restaurants cafes etc.  They say that the rule should be relaxed.   

Alec and Tierney came to ours to stay overnight (his birthday yesterday) and also 
Laura came to stay too.  Technically this is now allowed.  You are only supposed to 
choose one child to have a bubble with if  you are going to do this, and now we have 
two.  Although you are only supposed to have a bubble if  you live alone and we are a 
couple so, actually, I’m not sure we’re meant to have a bubble at all. Confused? I think 
I’ve lost the plot!  However, bubble rules allow hugging, and we have not hugged any of  
them.  We all stayed safely 2 metres apart in our respective pairings and it was lovely to 
see everyone in the flesh rather than over a screen via Zoom. 

Sun 21st June
43 new deaths of  42,632.  1221 new cases of  304,331. 
Worldwide there are apparently 8,954,746 cases and 467,468 deaths. 
Well, a week has passed since our partying and none of  us have symptoms.  I think we 

may have been lucky. Looking at when pubs are allowed to open (assuming all goes to 
plan for the 4th July), people may have to register before going into a pub.  This will be 
unusual if  it is to be believed.  Signing a register to go and have a drink.  Presumably 
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signing back out again when leaving.  That will make a pub crawl a strange and 
protracted experience.  I really don’t relish the thought of  pubs re-opening.  Drink-
fuelled, those who have not mixed socially, with the angst that many have felt during 
lock-down, could be a recipe for disaster.  How social distancing will remain in place is 
beyond me.  (Look what happened to us last weekend, and we had had the … 

Friday 3rd July
New deaths 137 of  44,131.  New cases 544 of  284,276. (The cases reporting has 

changed as of  2nd July to eliminate the duplication of  pillars 1 and 2 for testing – so, in 
other words, they have been spinning us a yarn for some time on how many tests they 
have been doing – probably to meet target figures which they set themselves, couldn’t 
meet, then miraculously did!, grrr). 

Sunday 5th July 
22 new deaths of  44,220.  516 new cases of  285,416 
Today we celebrated the 72nd birthday of  the NHS and there was a public clapping 

event outside houses at 5pm to mark the occasion.  Sadly, I had completely forgotten.  
Busy in the garden all day, I started to hear distant clapping and wondered what it might 
be for.  Inquisitive to find out more when it did not stop, I wandered up to the road, saw 
no-one but could still hear clapping, opposite and down a few houses.  It then suddenly 
dawned on me, and I was hit with a pang of  guilt.  However, when I had first heard of  
this suggestion to celebrate the occasion, I thought it was unnecessary and would 
probably be unappreciated by those to whom it relates.  72 is not, after all, a celebrated 
year, and it would have gone unnoticed at any other time but for Covid-19.  The weekly 
celebrations of  our NHS and care staff  around the country was a triumph in the 
lockdown period. Something to be happy about once a week for those unable to get out, 
and to show a sign of  appreciation to others who were helping on the front line.  But 
now, when so many people have returned to work, socializing in clusters and, as of  
yesterday, able to even visit pubs and cafes, go on holiday and stay in hotels/guest 
houses, it seemed to have lost its necessity, or maybe people simply have other things on 
their minds now.  The solidarity of  a nation in lockdown was suddenly history and not in 
the ‘now’.  Perhaps this is a sign that other lessons, learnt during lockdown, will also be 
slowly (or quickly) forgotten.  The pace of  life starts to quicken and take over the short-
lived gentleness of  no traffic noise, no cars on the road, no materialistically unnecessary 
shopping.  No longer is it the birds and the tranquil silence of  nature that dominate our 
atmosphere. 

Tuesday 7th July
155 new deaths of  44,391.  581 new cases of  286.349. 
The number of  new deaths is disappointing.  I hope, after every weekend where 

numbers are low, that the miracle of  no rise in numbers might occur.  Sadly, yet again, 
this did not happen.  Apparently though, as a pandemic paradox, national statistics state 
(week ending 26th June 2020), there have been fewer deaths in the first four months of  
2020 than in any of  the previous 5 years.  Early measures of  social distancing 
recommendations, more vigilance in washing hands, and lack of  submissions to 
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hospitals where infections could be transferred, could be part of  the reason.  However, I 
am skeptical of  statistics.  Just like the daily figures I am reporting here, without notice, 
they just change them at the drop of  a ‘lame excuse’ hat. Also, statisticians can extract 
figures from data to paint almost any picture they want painting so, depending on what 
medium, article or political persuasion, the source you read, will determine the twist of  
facts that we are all spun. 

Monday 13th July 
11 new deaths of  44,830.  530 new cases of  290,133. 
Today was the first day at the library that we allowed booked customers to use the 

public computers.  Only 3 in at any time and only for 45 minutes, then a thorough clean 
down of  the area before the next booked slot.  Not so many know about it yet, so we 
weren’t inundated.  However, one guy was difficult to control; getting up and down and 
wandering about like we were open as usual, touching books etc., (I think he has some 
learning difficulties).  It was a little unnerving and makes me wonder what it is going to 
feel like when we open the doors to many more, towards the end of  this month.  It’s not 
so much that I am worried for my own safety, but it is just that people are difficult to 
control.  We set up an ideal route, a plan to keep things limited, and the minute every 
other human being enters that ‘ideal world’ we’ve created, it immediately goes to pot.  I 
feel it could worry the volunteers more particularly, and we don’t want to lose any more 
of  them.  We don’t have enough already. There is more talk today of  Boris making it 
compulsory to wear masks in shops and public buildings.  They do change the goalposts 
to suit them.  Right at the beginning the medics and experts said publicly that using 
masks could be more dangerous than not wearing them.  The point being that if  they 
were ill-fitting, the particles would still get in and then they were more trapped than free.  
Constant touching of  the mask would contaminate it by your hands touching other 
infected things.  Skeptics, at the time, said it was a conspiracy because they wouldn’t have 
enough masks for the NHS if  the public went out and bought them too.  If  the toilet 
roll saga was anything to go on, there would certainly be a stampede to buy them!  Boris 
has been seen himself  in one now, and for the first time in public that twerp Trump 
wore one too.  Maybe we should all have been wearing them right from the word go, but 
scarcity would have been an issue.  Maybe we wouldn’t have so many cases, or have lost 
so many people, had we worn them sooner.  Who knows? 

Thursday 16th July
66 new deaths of  45,119. 
A lady came by the library today who runs the local magazine ‘Filey Bay Today’.  This 

has been running digitally since lockdown, but it used to be distributed to newsagents 
and to doors previously.  She was telling us that her husband had died of  Covid-19.  He 
had been living with dementia in recent months and so they had moved to Scarborough 
to be nearer the hospice for respite.  Just before the move, he had been taken into Cross 
Lane, and while in there he contracted Covid-19 and never came out again.  Poor 
woman had to proceed with the move to a small flat with no garden or balcony right on 
lockdown.  She knew no neighbours and could not go out as per the earlier rules.  She 
hadn’t been able to see him and, not being particularly IT-literate, she was not really in 
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touch with many friends and acquaintances that she would normally see in the street 
back in Filey.  This meant that now, coming back out into public, it was like he had just 
passed away as hardly anyone knew about it.  It seemed strange that, without the 
chatting on the street, seeing friends in cafes, hearing local news in the hairdressers etc., 
local news was not spreading as previously did for their generation.  Howe very sad it 
was to hear all this.  It also made me think that, as one who uses Facebook, and having 
connections via email and video chats, I have been very lucky to catch up on news from 
my friends, even though I haven’t seen them.  That poor lady must have been so lonely 
and devastated by the events and changes that surrounded her life in such a short period 
of  time. Yet, for her, time must have seemed never-ending. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

LESLEY
Something to look back on, to recall events that may so easily be forgotten as the months progress. It has 

been a confusing time...do this, don’t do that, now it’s changed to do that you were advised not to do. Social 
bubbles...people seem to be doing whatever they want or feel safe doing. I grudgingly stayed away from my 
apartment in Whitby (except for a one day visit early in lockdown when I had to go and sort some things out). I 
know people have been staying in second homes and holiday accommodation during lockdown - and not just the 
‘eminent’ figures we hear of  in the news! Don’t get me going on statistics; anyone with any sense knows how 
they can be manipulated to suit. Thanks Adele. 

VERONICA
A detailed account will pay dividends if  and when you decide to do anything with your Diary, Adele.  You 

cover a wide spread of  issues which will have long-lasting effects which will be experienced in many ways.  It is 
sad and salutary to hear of  individual experiences. As a reader, I find the pace easy and not turgid.  It is a good 
idea to put the statistics at the beginning of  each paragraph, so that they do not intrude for those that can't take 
them in.  I find it quite strange to be reading of  day to day events of  six weeks ago. 

JENNY
Adele- A good record of  the rapidly changing times we’ve all just lived through. As before, each extract starts 

with an ominous steady rise in total deaths, even though the daily figure is now dropping. How difficult are social 
situations, when you seem to be the only one who has remembered we’re in a pandemic? Myself, I felt a 
complete wuss, when in a similar social situation recently. Bubbling is well described, similar to a Venn diagram? 
Can the bubbles overlap if  you don’t touch each other? Well, we’re all confused now, it was much easier at the 
beginning of  Lockdown when it was a case of  “stay at home, don’t do anything and don’t go out.”                                                
Hope you won’t go back and make corrections on this diary Adele, at some time in the future, as I think it would 
lose its fresh and vital quality. 

IAN
As I walk round the town and see Whitby crowded out, like it is on a typical summer’s day, I ask myself  

whether it all really happened. A glance through Adele’s diary reminds me that indeed it did. As time goes by the 
Diary will become more and more valuable as an inoculation against complacency. 

I had a maiden-aunt, a retired matron of  a nursing home, who was full of  the pithy sayings of  lowland 
Scotland. She used to say “the gratitude comes out with the stitches”. And that aptly expressed what I see in the 
country today. 
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Ian Clark

How they used to cope
My father was a sergeant-major in the Coldstream Guards. He signed on for 7 years in 

1932, aged 19. He was due for demob in 1939, but Hitler put the kibosh on that idea. 
Pop killed a lot of  enemy soldiers in his time. His pet weapon was the Mills bomb, for 

which he was an instructor. But he was also trained as a sniper, and indeed ran the 
Guards Sniper School after he came back wounded from Dunkirk. But one thing used to 
bubble up in his mind and stop him getting to sleep, if  he hadn’t had enough to drink 
that evening. 

Now don’t run away with the idea I’m a deprived child, whose family life was blighted 
by the demon drink. Pop could do no wrong for me, and I enjoyed his company. Even 
more when he’d had his dose of  Reid’s Stout, because he’d loosen up. I wasn’t afraid of  
him, nor was Mum (they were a devoted couple – “besotted” you could say). I could 
never understand why a lot of  people were afraid of  him. People who deserved to be, I 
might add, but I was too young at the time to realise. He always counted his drinks, and 
referred to them as “medicine”, joking it was to keep him regular. Being young, and 
totally trusting my parents, I accepted that as gospel. 

But Pop needed his medicine to sleep at night. 
It wasn’t anything to do with killing enemy soldiers. Enemy=dead. Friends=alive. 

That’s what you signed up for. But things can happen to spoil that simple equation. He 
never talked to me about the Germans he’d killed, and he’d laughingly dissimulate 
whenever I probed. But one incident he did tell me about – more than once, and in 
some detail. Not because he was proud of  it (he wasn’t). I guess he hoped that in my 
lifetime I might come up with the answer (I haven’t). 

At the outbreak of  war in 1939 the government set up the Guards Armoured 
Division, to which Pop was promptly transferred. He went over to defend France as part 
of  the British Expeditionary Force. He was one of  the “greyhound troops” – always on 
the run before the advancing Germans. One day he found himself, along with the 
platoon he commanded, in slit-trenches on the French border. The defensive line 
continued into Belgium, where – as you’d expect – the slit-trenches were manned by 
Belgians.  

Now these men didn’t have his training, much less his motivation. Invaders were 
forever on the way. After a year or two they’d go away and a new lot would come. You 
simply got on with your life. No doubt the Belgians were sitting in their trenches in the 
drizzle, reckoning that if  they beetled-off  soon they could be home in time for tea.  

By late afternoon Pop noticed that Belgian soldiers were creeping out of  their 
trenches and hiding behind the cows, steering them to the edge of  the field where they 
could slip away unseen. He ordered his bren gunner to rake the field with fire, killing all 
the cows and anyone standing behind them. Nobody ever thought to prosecute him for 
a war-crime. That was how you dealt with deserters in battle – he’d have been court-
martialled if  he hadn’t done something to stop the rot. 

But he was never able to get the scene out of  his mind: dead cows and dead Belgians 
lying all over the field. But for all his brave efforts, the Germans invaded France by 
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going round the long-prepared defensive Maginot Line via Belgium, and Dad came off  
the beach at Dunkirk on a stretcher, busted by a Jerry spud-masher.  

Years later, in the 1980s, medical staff  were very iffy with him when they x-rayed him 
and saw shrapnel in his back. They thought he must have been a gangster or something. 
Before they’d treat him as a normal decent person again, he had to tell them where and 
when he’d collected the shrapnel.  

Dunkirk, 1940. “Heard of  it?” 
Some of  the younger staff  hadn’t. And what had happened in 1940 to make shrapnel 

fly about? “Haven’t the foggiest – we didn’t ‘do’ that at school.” The older staff  quietly 
took the younger ones aside and gave them a 30-second history lesson. 

But it wasn’t a German stick-grenade that gave Pop his most persistent wound. It was 
witnessing the deaths of  friends. Or, to be brutally precise: folk he’d considered friends. 

After 12 years service in the British Army, having seen plenty of  action during that 
time, Pop took on a pub. People tend to, I’ve noticed, who’ve killed a lot of  their fellow 
human beings. Albert Pierrepoint, the last public hangman, ran a pub. So did an SAS guy 
whose book I read once – I forget his name. It allows you to have a good chinwag and a 
belly laugh with your croneys every single night, not to mention going to bed well-oiled, 
which helps with the bad dreams. It also enables you to bribe and corrupt every honest 
citizen in town: policemen, JPs, chemists… to get the best healthcare you know of.  

He never needed to humiliate himself  by sitting in a doctor’s waiting room (“…and 
then who’d open the pub?”), letting the whole world see that the hard-man hero who’d 
withstood so much in the army now needed help with getting to sleep at nights. He 
simply bought the chemist a double Scotch and was told what worked. And what did the 
chemist tell him? – that he had the most effective medicine of  all on the shelves behind 
his bar. 

Pop died of  emphysema at the age of  70 from smoking 40 a day. The tobacco killed 
him before the alcohol did. Though he wouldn’t have admitted that anything killed him 
except old age – hadn’t he lived out his three-score-and-ten?  

“Counselling?” he’d say. “Real men don’t go in for counselling.”  
Nowadays we recognise the harmful effects of  alcohol and tobacco, and prescribe 

safer alternatives like prozac and diazepam, temazepam, lorazepam… drugs with lots of  
zzz’s in them to get you to sleep. But we seem to be no further on with helping ex-
servicemen live out the fag-ends of  their lives, having seen things no one should see.  

So I’m passing on Pop’s war story like a rusty old unexploded shell, brought home in 
the kitbag for a souvenir. Do you know how to make it safe? – I don’t. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

ADELE
This is a really interesting little tale with some powerful and disturbing content, although you treat it very light 

heartedly as a story teller.  I think this works very well and if  definitely leaves the reader provoked into thought.  
We have a lot of  post war issues left untended and it seems the British stiff  upper lip or habit of  sweeping things 
under the proverbial carpet will not go away for some time yet.  I enjoyed reading it. 
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LESLEY
Simple answer to your question at the end: ‘NO’. 
This is a ‘story’ worth re-telling and remembering. I suppose we’ll never know how many people suffered 

from the psychological effects of  war - men and women, at home and abroad. There is more awareness now yet 
we still hear of  those who’ve served in recent/ongoing conflicts and are not getting the help they need. Perhaps 
one can never be rid of  the mental anguish unless it can be totally blotted out. 

I like your use of  the phrase “...drugs with lots of  zzz’s in them...” but maybe I wouldn’t consider them ‘safer 
alternatives’. The teddy bear you take to bed to help you sleep has fangs and claws. 

VERONICA
An interesting link between the trauma of  lockdown and that experienced by a war veteran. This is a personal 

story, movingly told.  Subtle use of  the word "besotted".  The same could probably be said of  my parents. My 
father never would speak of  his experiences in Italy but needed his medicine every night.  The incident with the 
Belgians and their cows is a unique tale which highlights both the ingenuity and the weakness of  humanity and 
the futility of  war and what was demanded.  I was very surprised at the "iffy" reaction to the shrapnel by the 
medical staff.  It just shows the influence of  the media and the narrowness of  some history teaching.  I don't 
know which ex-SAS soldier you mean, but Andy McNab runs an Ann Summers franchise in Brighton!  Your 
ironic ending is sadly no longer shocking; the final metaphor is powerful and very revealing. 

JENNY
Ian- A compelling piece, about a man who simply did what he had to do as best he could. Afterwards, coping 

with the tumultuous aftermath in his head in a practical and socially acceptable way. This has quite stuck in my 
mind, with its implied questions. 

IAN
Adele thinks I treat it all very light-heartedly. I feel old when she says that, because I was unconsciously falling 

into my father’s way of  speaking (and indeed the way of  all his generation). They had a laconic flippancy about 
matters grave and grim. It was part of  the “stiff  upper lip” which is as hard to evoke nowadays as the bloody-
minded jingoism of  the Edwardian era – though you can still detect the latter’s dull glower in the Daily Express.  

Yes, it hadn’t occurred to me before, but it might well be mistaken for light-heartedness. The sort we 
nowadays associate with mirth, thanks to the antics of  John Cleese in Monty Python, not to say Fawlty Towers, who 
parodied it to perfection. 

It wasn’t light-hearted. If  there was any humour in it at all, it was black humour: pitch black. Two RAF fighter 
pilots would forge bonds of  the deepest friendship by saying to each other: “if  you don’t come back, can I have 
your egg for breakfast tomorrow?” – and this would be reciprocally agreed, and communicated to the catering 
staff. And if  the worst happened, carried out to the letter. No joke was involved nor understood by anyone: not 
even the twitch of  a smirk. That was the Stiff  Upper Lip, as I recall it. 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Lesley Pemberton

SWEET REVENGE
‘What the hell was that!’ 
Brian slammed on the car brakes causing the car to stall and his wife to jolt forward in 

the passenger seat. 
‘Did you see that, Alison?’ 
‘See what? I was trying to have a nap.’ Alison stretched her arms and glowered at 

Brian. ‘Why did you stop so suddenly?’  
She looked around and could see nothing outside the car except the country lane lined 

by a low hedgerow on the right and the large hollow of  the Hole of  Horcum to the left. 
‘Did you hit something, Brian? An animal, a bird… is it under the car?’ 
 ‘It was an animal but it can’t be under the car,’ Brian’s voice quavered. ‘It was a horse 

– a big grey horse with a man astride it. Where are they?’ 
Brian got out of  the car and Alison followed suit. They looked in front of  the car at 

the road ahead. They looked behind and under the car, even though Brian had said there 
couldn’t be anything underneath. They peered over the hedge to their right into the 
fields beyond. They scanned the edge and steep side of  the Devil’s Punch Bowl. 
Daylight was fading but there was light enough to see some distance. There was no sign 
of  a horse or a man nor of  any other traffic. 

‘Are you sure you didn’t imagine it?’ Alison tried to placate her husband. ‘You must be 
tired after all that driving.’ 

Brian assured her he was certain that the large grey horse and its rider had been right 
in front of  them.  

‘They were in the middle of  the road. The horse was standing still, facing towards the 
car, and the man was staring straight at us. He was wearing a long dark coat and a funny 
sort of  hat.’ 

‘Must have been a very fast horse, love, if  they disappeared so quickly,’ Alison shook 
her head. ‘What did you mean – about the man’s hat?’ 

‘It was old-fashioned…tricorn hat I think they’re called. He looked just like a 
highwayman in an old film or painting.’ 

Alison giggled. ‘Maybe it was a ghost. There are many tales of  ghostly sightings on 
these wild Yorkshire moors, you know.’ 

‘No such things as ghosts,’ Brian said sulkily. ‘Come on, let’s go. We should make it to 
Goathland before it gets dark.’ 

Alison and Brian arrived at the hotel, tired and puzzled about what had happened on 
their journey. Whilst they were checking in at Reception, Alison looked around and 
brought Brian’s attention to a large picture hanging on the wall opposite the reception 
desk. 

‘Look,’ she said, pointing towards the painting, ‘it’s a man on a grey horse.’ 
Brian’s eyes widened. ‘It’s just like the man and the horse I saw on the road near here.’  
The hotel porter overheard as he was picking up their bags. 
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‘That’s supposed to be Nick Nevison, or Swift Nick as he was known,’ he said. 
‘Infamous highwayman in North Yorkshire. Some people claim to have seen his ghost, 
astride his grey horse, on the roads around here… but that’s nonsense if  you ask me.’ 

Alison and Brian looked knowingly at each other. Was it nonsense or did Swift Nick 
Nevison’s ghost truly haunt North Yorkshire? 

Swift Nick Nevison rematerialised in the trough of  the Hole of  Horcum.  
The Hole of  Horcum, or Devil’s Punch Bowl, always had been, and still was, one of  

Nick Nevison’s favourite places to hide out.  
Legend had it that the crater in the earth was scooped out by the Devil, and evil 

remained in its nooks and crannies. 
Nick and his grey mare Lady Jane moved silently through the large hollow in the 

moors. Leaning forward in his saddle he patted his trusty steed on the neck and laughed. 
He spoke in words only she could hear.  

‘Done it again, haven’t we, Lady Jane?’ 
The large grey mare threw up her head and whinnied, joining Nick’s laughter. 
 ‘Well,’ he said, ‘we can still hold up the travellers, even though they have these strange 

wheeled vehicles with no horses pulling them. Pity we can’t get any money or valuables 
off  them. Not that it’s any use to us now.’ 

Lady Jane tossed her long mane from side to side, sympathetic to her master’s words. 
 ‘Even now, we can put the fear of  God in people. Stop them in their tracks and then 

just disappear. Sweet revenge, my lady, sweet revenge… and without you I wouldn’t be 
Swift, just plain old Nick Nevison.’ 

Nick dismounted, leading Lady Jane into a copse of  trees. 
‘They may have shot you so they could catch and hang me all those years ago but now 

we are together again forever.’ 
The horse and the highwayman faded into the gathering darkness of  night. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

ADELE
Ooh this a bewitching little ghost story for sitting around the camp fire with a group of  friends on a dark 

evening on the moors.  Great stuff.  Just enough mystery I think although it didn’t make my spine tingle.  The 
change of  a few words here and there might evoke that if  you wanted to.  I like the way you move POV to Nick 
in the last section.  Leaves it more real and mysterious.  Well done. 

LESLEY
Swift Nick Nevison did exist. He was John, aka William or James, Nevison, said to have been born in South 

Yorkshire in the late 1630s or early 1640s. He was hanged at Knavesmire and buried in an unmarked grave at St 
Mary’s Church, Castlegate, York in 1684. Probably he ‘worked’ as a highwayman only as far north as York but I 
wanted to set a story about a ghostly highwayman in North Yorkshire and took some artistic license, thinking the 
Hole of  Horcum was a good place for a hideout. The part about his horse ‘Lady Jane’ being shot and thus 
enabling his capture is purely fictional. 

VERONICA
A local ghost story, effectively told.  You identify the rider halfway through your short story.  Many writers 

might have left it there, but you surprise the reader by suddenly switching to the ghostly protagonist, and there is 
an originality in crediting the grey mare. 
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JENNY
Lesley- Another great story. I always love it when a person who “doesn’t believe in ghosts” has an 

unexplained experience. Unusual to have the ghost’s point of  view as well. As to the setting, the Hole of  
Horcum at dusk, is simply perfect. What is the future for this story? Is it going to be published? 

IAN
Before I write something bland and insincere, let me admit straight out that there are two genres I can’t get 

on with: time-travel stories and ghost stories. And for much the same reason. I suspect Lesley has a similar 
difficulty with genres I work with. This challenges me to be flexible enough to engage with Lesley’s story on the 
genre’s own terms. 

Is it well-written? Yes – and in an economical way. Not a word is wasted. 
Does it merely crank the handle of  the genre? No. It manipulates it in an unfamiliar way: perhaps even an 

original way. 
It might have got away with omitting the final paragraph, relying on the powerful reputation of  the Hole of  

Horcum (I once overnighted on its rim, in a motor caravan in the lay-by), and perhaps also the hotel in 
Goathland – if  that’s the Mallyan Spout Hotel – to engineer a tolerable mood-piece. But to invoke the plot-
device of  the Omniscient Observer to observe the ghost is creative. 

It is to stress the genre to breaking point, as Stephen King did with time-travel in 11/22/63, which explored 
the idea of  going back in time (repeatedly!) to prevent JFK’s assassination. It gets to the heart of  my problem 
with ghost stories: is the ghost “real” or does it only exist in Brian’s head – or perhaps all our heads, as a Jungian 
race-memory? Since we’re talking about a piece of  fiction, there is something Escher-like in just posing that 
question. 

Let me illustrate with this tale. A man dozes off  in his chair and dreams he is about to be guillotined. A friend 
rouses him with a gentle tap on his neck. The man has a heart attack and dies instantly. 

Such a tale is inherently unsatisfying to me because not only is it unverifiable (because it is declared to be a 
work of  fiction) but cannot possibly be verified even if  declared to be factual. If  the man dies in his sleep, how 
can we ever know about his dream?

Page �21


