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Dedication

In loving memory of my dear brother Trevor - who passed away on the 18th September 2022 - and a much missed Mum, together with my very much alive granddaughters, Molly and Nel. To any other children lost or lonely – the ghosts are waiting!
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Family Tree

Nanna Grace, nee Godman, (husband, Gilbert Gladstone) baptismal name for the son of Godmund. Adam Goddam, 1358, was a Franciscan. 

Ruth and Gerald Brereton (wealthy Cheshire gentry surname and a knight). Kate’s mum and dad.

Clara’s parents, June and Jonathon Holdcroft (surname a historical baddie!).

		
	


Historical Fact

The ancient Anglo-Saxon surname ‘Godman’ came from the baptismal name for son of God-mund. Adam Goddam (1358) was a Franciscan, born towards the end of the 13th century where he was a member of the Franciscan convent. 

The surname ‘Godman’ was first found in the Domesday Book of 1086 listed in the Hundredorum Rolls for Cheshire in 1275. The Hundred Rolls is a census of England taken in the late 13th century and include surveys of royal privileges and land ownership. The two main enquiries were commissioned by Edward 1 of England to record the adult population for judicial and taxation purposes. 



		
	



 

 

 

 

This book is for children of all ages who love reading, especially grown-ups.

		
	


Part 1

Ida and the King’s Scrolls



		
	


‘Time stays – we go’


Chapter 1
  Setting… 

It had been 12 months since the first Cloverdaisy adventure, due to a mystery virus and serious water pollution. All the local villages had endured a peculiar but disturbing lockdown and were isolated from other areas. Cloverton physics labs had been looking for the causes but no remedy had been found. Fortunately, no human beings had actually died. However Cloverdaisy’s generic amphibian population, aka “The Army”, had been hit and were missing from their retirement and breeding pond at Frogstock Hall; neither was there any sign of their leader, Tad-pole.

The entire area had been in a peculiar time warp. Stilled by strange events and ghostly apparitions, weird but spectacular happenings were emanating from Vale Royal Abbey and the mysterious Cloverdaisy Cottage.

The town and surrounds, including schools, churches and work places had managed to function but with constraints.

The school governors and parents had taken the  bold decision to maintain the status quo as far as the children’s education was concerned. All pupils would remain in their existing class levels and environments until Advent when it was hoped things might improve. Easter came and went and Whitsuntide was looming. The whole school began to make plans for the next holiday break regardless.

Children, being children, simply got on with life. It was much the same with their adventures and secrets. Few were aware that the looming summer solstice would be a huge turning point…

		
	


Expectations

Holidays – a year on. 

It was time to leave Cornwall and prepare for the rest of the school’s summer break.

‘Boo-hoo,’ sobbed the girls, albeit crocodile tears. There was something else. Something that had niggled Kate and Clara’s curiosity during the entire holiday from an old history book which Arthur, the baker – Miss Butterfield’s dad – had lent them.

He had also left them with new words to learn; ‘topography’, ‘carpe diem’ and ‘huzza’. Saying ‘huzza’ was always how he found them – expressing approval and delight! ‘When you eventually return home, I’ll treat you to my best cakes and my action puppets and dummies,’ he had told them.

‘Aye, Arthur? Puppets, dummies? Seize the moment, carpe diem?’

‘Thought you’d know that one. Yes, we will, and the day.’

They then recalled something that Miss Butterfield had joked about before they went. Dad Arthur was a man of many talents and also a mimic and ventriloquist…

‘A what, miss?’

‘Don’t you remember? The demo I gave after borrowing Dad’s “mutants” – the scary “wood and muppet tops” that can talk and move. Not the wooden tops I watched as a child!’ She had tried to explain using the small Simple Simon lad from their class, sat one day on her knee like a creepy “puppet”. As a born comedian he had played along and had them all in hysterics.

‘See, I “throw my voice” but don’t ask me to say “Gottle o’ geer”!’

‘Throw it where, miss? The waste bin?’ 

They eventually got the “voice-throwing” bit but the mimic explanation was much easier to explain especially when she took off the irrepressible Lulu and the English Queen of soul, Dusty Springfield and played their music! Appetites well and truly whetted, the girls had reservations about puppets and scary dolls until they remembered Nanna’s loft.

Arthur was also the local historian, a member of the Salvation Army and a man of many talents. A great bloke who had kept spirits alive during the last 12 months.

‘An Army?’ giggled the girls. 

However, the tomb of the old abbey of Vale Royal and the Benedictine nun again, had grabbed their curiosity even more. Inquisitively, the dreams and haunting premonitions had curdled their sleep somewhat while away. Something or somebody was tailing them even on vacation and it was not Tad.

The gift of magic Tad had bestowed on them for entertainment purposes while away had been fun. The crock of a rainbow for his power and direction had always charged them whenever it appeared. However, the abbey literature had absorbed most of their bedtime reading such that they could not put it down. Excited wasn’t the word and the anticipation to watch Arthur entertain the class with his other talents couldn’t come quicker.


Homeward bound, they glossed over the myth and folklore about the nun “Ida” Marian Godman, aka “Daisy”, her pseudonym. The posh word they remembered for nicknames that had reached out  from the covers. Not just the book covers but the bed sheets – as was the “olde” king’s ghost, Edward  I “Longshanks”, the “Hammer of the Scots” – the historical noble knight.

They were awash with a variety of ghostly goodies from other lesser-known books. Voices of nuns, children laughing and playing, some hurt, others missing or drowned, soldiers and monks, romance and even the Arthurian legend and Tintagel. Then there was Chester Cathedral, and the building of the largest and greatest abbey England had ever seen – Vale Royal – and the Henry VIII Tudor reformation and Cromwell’s destruction of the monasteries.

Kate and Clara had wondered where “pops” fitted in with all this and Cloverdaisy loft, the bureau, the abbey vaults, and the tunnels beyond.

‘Wow! We’re being “called” they both said together. 

‘Can’t wait to get back for this,’ added Kate. ‘Something feels different this time now that we’ve dealt with that wonderful Steiff teddy bear. However, I keep dreaming about one of those other toys in the loft and those black and white photographs in the abbey corridors.’

Pretending to be upset at the goodbyes to all the new friends they’d met, they put on a different persona for the parents. Tad’s magical streaks and tricks they’d presented had been the highlight of the holiday. Although the tempered excitement of going home was palpable, both mums were confused when kids always wanted to stay on holiday!

Baffled, they wondered if the wrong kids were going home or was it a subterfuge. However vibes from Tad and Jack’s family at the farmhouse told  them all was not well. Grace was poorly after a farm accident and getting confused. Both Cloverdaisy farmhouse and Frogstock Hall pond were closed – a shock and mystery in itself. The ghost of a nun had also been spotted circling the cottage again at night amidst quiet Benedictine chanting like a funeral wake. Gentle, mournful croaking had accompanied it which made it even more sombre.

‘Children wanting to go home from holiday?’ they laughed. Unless… ‘The outstanding homework was bothering them,’ they said, and that, ‘They missed everyone at the farm.’ Especially Nanna Grace, Tad and the pond. Then there was the new school trip planned for Vale Royal Abbey in the autumn. One they had been waiting for with relish.

‘Consciences now, aye?’ uttered mums Ruth and June.

‘Bet there’s an ulterior motive,’ prompted Jonathon Holdcroft, June’s husband. ‘I reckon the same,’ chuckled Gerald Brereton, Kate’s dad. ‘That or homesick.’ The girls were wrestling with mediaeval surnames following Ruth’s comments about their historical family tree.

After all the excitement there was something else; something that had niggled their curiosity for the entire holiday after reading Arthur’s book.

Baker Arthur was also the local historian and played trumpet in the Sally Army band. 


Ida and Father John – later known as Lord Abbot Peter – was “reaching out” as was old Longshanks – Edward I. The vibes were strong especially during sleepless nights and premonitions that had them sleepwalking frequently. The tatty and worn curtain in their holiday chalet reminded them of Cloverdaisy’s loft. It swished and swayed even when there was no breeze; strange and eerie. They felt like they were in a peculiar time warp.

The enchantments whispered, ‘Nanna Clara and Tad beckon you home, girls, to its legend.’ Even the abbey and the monks are calling divinely.

‘What’s happened? We’ve had dreams, premonitions about Tad, the abbey and Ida and now summoned by royalty?’ Spiritual messages, strange aromas and the smell of knights, armour and lush banquets swamped their minds! The need to rescue things trapped including lost people and ancient times.

During a relaxing interlude, Kate and Clara had looked up genealogy and Nanna Grace’s family tree after what Tad had told them – haunting flashes of the past. They knew her married name was “Gladstone” but said aloud, ‘What was her maiden name?’

‘Godman, girls,’ shouted Ruth. ‘It’s very old-fashioned and has links to Chester Cathedral and the abbey across to Cloverdaisy rise and Rev Dodgson’s church!’

‘Vale Royal Abbey?’ Both shot up excitedly! ‘Godman?’

‘Yes, why?’

Clara nudged Kate discriminately before Kate parried the question. ‘Rev Dodgson from the vicarage. The minister who also does morning assembly at our school?’

‘I’m not falling for that. He’s not 16th century clergy or an abbot! What are you pair fishing at? Come on get packing and say your goodbyes properly.’

Shooting back to their own bedroom, the girls’ brains was doing overtime after delving into Arthur’s book for the umpteenth time. Echoes of a monastic past together with a nunnery alongside Edwardian kings and queens and the Knights of the Round Table came hurtling back from their bedtime readings. None more so than Ida’s haunted grave – Ida Marian Godman! The Benedictine nun, the Franciscans and their Saint Francis. The man who talks to animals especially the birds…
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‘Him again. Can’t be? Ida? “Hide her”, get that, Kate – hide her? Keep secret, don’t let on. Haunted, hiding her ghost, a spirit? Wow! But the link to Nanna Grace’s maiden name? What a connection if it does actually go back to 1270 – astonishing! Nanna related to a nun and its ghost? Impossible Kate?’

‘Shush, keep yer voice down. Remember the olde loft at Cloverdaisy Cottage and that curtain and desk? Even the artefacts, tea chest and other toys we actually left behind- then. Can’t wait to see ‘ewd Arthur again. What a minefield of antiquity and a character!’

‘Me neither and read that book properly. This is very exciting and we have the right leads with Miss Butterfield and our new history teacher “in wait”.’

‘Hope Tad gets back from his “not seen” disappearing act,’ sighed Kate.

‘Same for me,’ puffed Clara, remembering the other special books in the loft and the Olde Cheshire words they’d heard when the voices called. 

Kate was now getting similar vibes and rumblings from beyond and a small voice calling from Nanna’s with a lost frog. They started to sob until Ruth stepped in to console them.

‘There, there, girls, no need for upsets. We’ll be coming back to Cornwall one day.’

The tears quickly dried from either side of Ruth’s shoulder as they looked behind her neck and gave a crafty wink having played the sympathy card to perfection! Surprisingly, June herself then stood up and wept, giving even more credence to the girls’ ploy. 

‘Big softy!’ shouted Ruth. ‘There, there, all you weepies! What on earth’s the matter?’


Both girls chuckled later at the passing off… 

‘Yes, telling our parents we can’t wait to get home from holiday? Thought we were mad but possibly knew we were feigning tears although we carried it off quite well in the end, Clara?’ 

‘Not bad, Kate, for amateur thesps!’

‘I’ll say! Only time will tell.’

‘Ha-ha but did you feel some nights it wasn’t just us sharing dreams?’

		
	


Cloverdaisy Village

The scenario…

The enchantments whispered, Nanna Grace beckons. Tad croaks and sighs through their echoes…trouble is brewing. The legend must be revealed. Teleport beyond. The abbey and the monks roam and call; none more so than the ghost of Ida the nun since circling Cloverdaisy cottage at night, hauntedly whispering, ‘Kate and Clara, you must return.’

She’s been summoned by King Edwards’s spirit and lady Eleanor must have the scrolls back. The charter is within them. Cannot rest until the enemy is destroyed and Christ’s reputation is restored! The shipwreck and vow must be honoured. The Holy Land and Palatine are pulling us in like we’re trapped in a time-warp. Lord Abbott Peter says you must get into the abbey but not alone. Use whatever means you can.

All the farm hands had noticed after Nanna’s accident that the cottage curtains remained closed. Windows and doors would not open even using the key. It was as if an invisible “Keep Out” sign had enveloped the whole premises like a ring of Saturn.

Frogstock Hall’s pond had been circled off with high post and rail fencing and smothered in bracken betwixt an eerie silence. There was no sign of aquatic life, only rodents accompanied by forest birds warbling madly.

Apart from two glorious and majestic swans gliding in a trance, Cloverdaisy pond looked rancid. The misty odour swirling from it had an acrid smell about it.  Of the two swans, Sophie, the main one, had cackled and stared at people as if trying to warn them off from the stench or…

Returning to Cloverdaisy farm after returning from holiday, Kate and Clara were given parental orders as the cars parked up…

‘Girls, you must unpack before charging off.’ Ruth briefly explained Nanna’s predicament having spoken to Jack on the way home. ‘Grace has also had to move out of her cottage.’

‘Unfortunately, she’s now holed up in the main farmhouse as the cottage has been closed temporarily. Needless to say, the loss of independence has made her grumpy, irritable and melancholic, especially for Gilbert (pop). However, she’s giving everyone the run-around for her every whim and need. She will be glad to see you pair again despite a broken leg and not being mobile. Even calling for Tad hasn’t worked. It’s most bizarre and especially these visions of that nun, creeping round, frogs croaking loudly and smoke coming out of the chimney… even when there’s no fire!’

‘A nun? Smoke? Frogs croaking loud? Crikey.’

June relented with their home chores.

‘Go on, you felines, last treat. I’ll see to your unpacking and make sandwiches and pots of tea but don’t be late back! We all have other things to do and the dads will want to whizz off to their local later.’

Like greyhounds out of the traps, Kate and Clara scooted off to Cloverdaisy Cottage until they crawled to a snail’s pace. 

Appearing from nowhere but “walking” gingerly in front of them were two other smaller children. The boy was in a wheelchair wearing leg callipers, and the girl seemed dazzled by the light. She was asking him to describe the individual colours as her head tilted in time with the tempo and timbre of his voice.

‘There he is, Emily, the huge golden frog staring at Frogstock Hall and pond’ before he disappears behind that famous abbey.’

Their curiousity ground them to a halt and a surprise. 

‘Who are they, Kate, and where from? Tad? The Abbey?’

‘Sheesh, Clara, this is strange.’ They held their hands out for an introduction. No one recognised the other.

‘Hello and welcome. Are you hurt?’

‘I’m Kate and this is my best friend, Clara. We live close by.’ They declined shaking hands but greeted them pleasantly…

‘Hello, nice to see you but we’re not from here, but from the orphanage behind the church. We are kept secret as folks are frightened of what we know and can do.’ 

‘Oooh,’ they both uttered. Jumping back a stride, the girls were startled but not frightened. There felt a natural empathy between all four, muted at times but psychic.

I’m Enoch and this is Emily, my sister, abandoned from birth and raised as orphans by the “Sisters of the Poor” and church people. We are from a different time zone – a paranormal realm – amphibians, half-spirit, and half-animal. As spirits, we belong to the eternal world but as animals we inhabit time.’

Both girls were stunned at their philosophy.

‘A new word, Clara? Psychic, clearly, but what perhaps is Tad’s part in this?’

With tears trickling both twitchy noses and head-scratching, Kate and Clara moved closer to hug them but quickly shot back as if touching an electric fence.

‘Good heavens!’ they shrieked. ‘Are you connected to invisible wires?’

Having got closer they noticed that Enoch wore leg callipers that were buzzing and twitching and Emily had thick glasses with clear glass in one lens and a rainbow tint in the other. With imaginations running riot they asked in unison, ‘You wouldn’t be looking for our friend, Tad, by any chance?’ 

Their gallant but precocious reply was, ‘Not really, but a large ghostly golden Tommy-frog hops past the church every morning.’

‘Really, where has he gone now?’

‘He mentions in human English St. Francis, Ida, and a king, releasing spirits and sacred scrolls, then disappears. We hear Benedictine chanting though it seems he’s trying to return with messages for people still alive. He croaks like a dying, dead thing with gargling sounds and cryptic codes. It’s most weird – a saviour that can mend Enoch legs, we pray. He’s crippled with polio and this “creature” gurgles that he can also cure my colour blindness,’ stomped Emily.

Kate and Clara remonstrated with their extraordinary comments. They concluded with arm signals where they were heading and that the golden frog would be back, they said. Cheered up and buoyed by their comments, Kate and Clara held out their hands again to shake but hesitant, they blew kisses instead. 

Just then, labourer Len from the farm cycled passed for his baggin’ and tea break and enthused, ‘Good morning, girls. Nice to have you back. Great holiday? Quoi de neuf? Rehearsing for the school play?’


‘Hello Len. Yes, thanks, it was smashing.’

‘You OK?’

‘We’re heading for Nanna’s to comfort her in the tale of woe we heard about; the accident. Still thinks she’s a young chicken, eh?’

‘Ha-ha, dead right but don’t let her hear you say that. This has got ‘er down but she still does things like she’s 25, not 85!’ Wait till you see the cottage – tis not right.’

‘What d’ya mean rehearsals Len? And “quoi de neuf” – what’s new? The cottage?’

‘Ah parlez vous Françoise?’

‘Oui un peu.’

‘Cycling I was, but you pair looked like you’re were talking to invisible people or up to the sky?’

‘You mean you could only see Clara and me?’

‘Yes, why? Are you doing mime or summut? Like that little French bloke, Marcel Marceau!’ 

‘Ah, oui oui,’ nodded the girls who knew elementary French and sensed t’was a good time albeit a strange moment to practice.

‘He copied the great Charlie Chaplin, Len. Bet you didn’t know that.’

‘Oh yes I did, clever clogs. I know you pair are brainy and I’m just a humble farm labourer. In the war, however, I assisted the British Forces through the French Resistance and underground and was fluent in frog lingo. So Bonjour, salut!’

‘Un hero incroyable, sir!’ 

‘Sorry, Len. You’re not just a farm hand to us and we didn’t know your other gifts let alone languages. You’re one of the family and we couldn’t do what you do! Frog lingo, eh? And Francophile. Don’t get that though.’


‘Si.’ Len explained briefly about the war years and the liberation of France by the Brits and their Allies.

‘Frogs legs… Urrghh!’ 

‘Thanks, much appreciated. Come over for teatime milking; we’re late today. We could do with extra pairs of hands and keep practicing the mime – you’ll go far – if you run fast enough! Ha-ha. Oui oui, Mesdames.’

Len suddenly got off his bike again and turned to face them. ‘By the way, can’t figure it out… When you pair speak Françoise it sounds adult? As if someone  has transplanted another “native” tongue down your windpipes? Not had a voiceover implant have ya? Scuse the pun!’

The girls winked and thought of Tad’s magic.

‘If you want more Frenchie fun look up Joseph Pujol – Le-Petomane. A very amusing mime artist, naughty and rude! The “French Fartiste” he was called and  great entertainer. He was famous for the remarkable control of his abdominal muscles, which enabled him  to fart at will. His stage name combines the French verb, péter, “to fart” with the “-maniac”, translating to “fartomaniac”.’

‘Avour.’ 

Laughing loudly and now doubly curious, they both looked behind to where Emily and Enoch had originally stopped but there was no one there.

Clara quickly improvised, remembering the thespian lessons and stage drama with Miss Butterfield and the amateur dramatics. Kate was equally as quick and adept at the uptake, pretending there were four people in the play which amused Len.

‘You were right, Lenny boy.’


‘Lenny boy, now, eh? Ha-ha. See you later, girlies. Can teach more French if you wish?’

‘Be nice. See you later. Hope Boris the bull has been behaving.’

‘He has when he’s with his girlfriends – all those heifers and cows! Good luck with Grace and that silent play.’

‘Thanks, Len,’ they moo-ed, laughing, and left him with a C.S. Lewis quote. ‘Someday you will be old enough to start reading fairy tales again, Len – watch for ours.’

‘I will. Be careful when you enter the abbey properly – down the vaults. You might not come out! Ha-ha!’

‘Je suis désolé mais je dois y aller!’

‘A plus, Len.’ With that he mounted his bike and let out the loudest, longest fart the girls had ever heard which left them rolling around in hysterics. Smothering and crying in the long rye grass, their bellies burst in a bed of daisies! 

‘Daisy, daisy,’ they muttered. Ida Marian Godman’s nickname! ‘Bet she didn’t pass wind like that though!’

‘Len departs with a farmyard fart, Kate! Ha-trumpety-ha,’ they squealed like the “Nellie the Elephant” song.

Once out of sight they sat down still clutching split tummies and scratching even more puzzled heads

‘You thinking what I am, Kate? The abbey or more?’

‘Who told Len we were going to the abbey? And there’s his French? Immaculate…’

‘Those two children must have been invisible to  the naked eye except ours and then mentioning Tad’s name? The abbey is a huge clue, like an omen? Remember those other books that our mums read on holiday?’

‘Which ones?’ 

‘The Innocents and Green Knowe. Spooky.’

‘Good gracious, yes. How uncanny and now here? Fiction or history repeating itself.’

‘A replay or re-enactment perhaps?’

Passing the pond near to Tommy’s resting place in the adjoining graveyard, they noticed that his memorial plinth no longer carried the frog motif while Pops’ next door had white hawthorn around his head piece.

As they drew near to Nanna’s G’s cottage they were dazzled by the sight. Forlorn and sad, they wondered what would happen next. Standing by the lawn  gate, they managed to decipher amongst the clinging ivy on the east wall, hosts of wood nymphs and demonic tree spirits. Closer up they realised they were the shapes of small children, a dog, a housekeeper, a cleric woman and a statue of St. Christopher. Above was a bold-looking knight and a creature they knew as a griffon.

Freaked out by the sight, a spooky voice uttered in olde English, like the one that had always “spoken” to Clara, ‘Come back at midnight to my grave or the loft if I don’t appear there. Ask and pray for Ida Marian Godman the nun and my apparition will present itself. It will eventually lead you to King Edward’s chamber and the abbey vaults. My “husband”, Peter the Lord Abbot will accompany us for the revelation and “call” with the monks’ history and the crown. My closest “sisters”, Hilda and Joan, at peace in death will accompany us… You must at some point return to the loft and find the child’s toy… Veritas vincit! The King’s Scroll will recite everything about the consecration of the abbey and its life, including the Arthurian legend. The key is needed to access King Edward’s Scroll but is not there. The legend is that the code must be “married” to a broken number on the hilt of a sword and possibly a centuries old toy soldier.
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‘The bureau cannot be moved by human hands, neither can it be destroyed by the elements or beasts. The coded secret leads to Edward’s remains. There is also a powerful tincture to discover from the past and an antidote for all things evil or poisonous.’

‘And Edward’s remains? The tincture,’ they shrieked. ‘This is crazy.’


Screaming witless they dropped their holiday bags and presents before darting up to the farmhouse door to fall in a heap!

Cloverdaisy’s windows were either shuttered, or curtains drawn and doors bolted. Bizarrely, smoke was coming out of the loft bedroom chimney but the lone curtain remained open and a light was on.

From its external appearance the cottage did not welcome their return without Tad but Jack did when he spotted their anguish and despair. Stepping outside the farmhouse kitchen, he greeted their return but was subdued. 

‘Welcome back, girls. Why are you trembling? Try not to be too sad and don’t tell Nanna about all this. Either a weird prank or something do with Frogstock Hall or the abbey; there’s no sign of Tad either.’

‘Hey up, Jack and thanks. Smashing hols but…’ Having started to laugh they quickly broke into tears before Jack comforted them.

‘She’s going to mend but hasn’t been out properly since the accident. That maiden heifer took a real kick and clouted her knee full on. She’s in good spirits but trussed up like a Cheshire chicken and cussing all and sundry! You’ll find her in th’ ground floor bedroom – TV on and gramophone music at the same time! One minute it’s Matt Munroe “Portrait of my Love”, then ancient film clips of Old Mother Riley! Quite a contrast but amusing nevertheless. Get yer bags dropped at gate – go on in. She’s already waiting; heard your voices.’

Gawping behind at the tangled, patterned ivy over the walls, they hardly heard him.


‘Can you see a small boy and a girl in the climber, Jack, or spot the other characters? There’s even a dog, a ballerina and a tree frog?’

‘No! Fairy tales and day dreams again. What next?’

‘Who’s hollering?’

‘Ha-ha, better get in. You’re being summoned.’

		
	


Convalesce and company

Whizzing through the farmhouse kitchen shouting ‘Hello’s and hey-ups’, they were excited to be back. That was until they saw Nanna Grace propped up in the far corner with her left leg in a sling and a trolley either side her bed! Laughing at first they started to cry.
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