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Language: British English including British spelling has been used throughout.

Italics: Italics have been used to convey my thoughts and emotions of the time.

Accuracy: This is a factual account. The conversations took place although after so many years I may not have remembered each word or phrase exactly as they were spoken.

Disclaimer: In order to protect those still living, the descendants of those referred to and my own family, names of people and places have either been changed or omitted.

Reason for this edition: In response to a variety of comments and observations I decided to write this abridged dialogue based version of my life. This is the third and final book in the series.

Narration: Though, as with the first two books in the series, this is primarily a dialogue based account I, for the reader’s ease, found it preferable, for this book, to convey a greater portion of information by means of narration. I hope this will not detract from the reader’s enjoyment.

T. R. Robinson 2016
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1 Life Changes
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Now what? Will I ever find success and peace? Wish I’d known what sort of people Social Security would send as ‘guests’ before I’d agreed. I’d been running my home as a bed and breakfast enterprise. Why do people have to be so unpleasant? Though I’d persevered there’d been problems with each and every one. Unfortunately, except for the occasional actor or ballet dancer from the local theatre, I’d neither been getting many ‘ordinary’ guests. Anyway the stress of constantly feeling vulnerable is wearing me out. Nor am I really making any money. So I might as well stop. My needs are meagre, with what Peter sends when he can, the little Anna encloses in her letters, and my savings, I should be able to cope. Peter is my son, who at the time was in the Royal Marine commandoes. Anna was one of my sisters, both of whom still lived in our homeland. So I’d given up my little bed and breakfast business. Never know I may have peace at last with no strangers in the house. Anyway Peter’s going to finish with the commandoes soon. I’ve really missed him. Be great to have him home again.

“It’s nice to hear from you darling.”

“Sorry it’s been so long. I’ve decided to stay here in the West Country when I leave the Marines.”

“Oh! Are you sure?” Hadn’t expected that.

“Yes, I am. I’ve already found a job and a flat so everything’s organised.”

“Well done dear.” This is so disappointing. I was hoping he’d come back home.

I don’t feel I can really cope on my own anymore. I’d like to be close to him. Some months later.

“Peter would you see if you can find a house for me down there please?”

“Are you certain?”

“Yes. I’ve thought about it for a while.”

“All right. I know what you like.”

“Hello darling. Anything?”

“Not yet. I’ve been going in my lunch breaks and after work but so far haven’t found anything suitable.”

“Oh dear. It’s been a year now.”

“I know. I’m very surprised. I’ve looked at so many but there’s always something not right. I think the estate agents are getting fed up but there’s no point in unnecessarily compromising.”

“Someone’s made an offer on the house. I think I’ll go through with the sale and come down there to look with you.”

“All right. I’ll find somewhere for you to stay in the meantime.”

“Thank you dear.” I’m disappointed we’re not going to live together. But he’s made his own life and he’s made clear he wants to remain independent.

“Let me know when you’ve the completion date. I’ll come up and help with the packing and the move.”

This is so hard. I love my house. Never thought I’d ever part with it. Thought I’d end my days here. But I can’t continue on my own anymore. I want to be with Peter. Neither of us really has anyone else in this world. With considerable sadness I’d sold my lovely home. I must confess to having been in tears when we’d left it for the last time. It really was heartbreaking. If only he’d come back here to live as I’d hoped. I’d done my best not to allow my distress to result in any bitterness toward my son who I love dearly.

“I’ve managed to get you an apartment in the same building as mine.”

“That’s nice. Thank you.”

“It’ll make it easier for when we go to look at houses.”

“Yes. I hope I’ll find one soon.”

“So far it’s not been easy. Be good if we can find one not too far from me. I’m quite busy these days, both during the day and in the evenings, so be good if I don’t have too far to go to visit you.”

“And, as I’ll be on my own, ...” Disappointing as it is. “... I’ll need to feel safe. I never really felt secure at home, with or without guests; I’d never been sure what they’d get up to or if anyone would try to break in again.” I’d previously been subjected to a couple of attempted burglaries.

“What do you think Peter?” After having searched every day for a further couple of months we’d finally seen one that seemed to meet my requirements.

“Well it’s near the hospital, which is good.”

“Yes. But it doesn’t appear to have been looked after; it’s rather musty and dirty. I think I better have a private survey, just in case there’re any structural problems.”

“That’ll probably be wise.”

“Hello. I need a survey of a house I’m thinking of buying.”

“Okay madam. I’ll meet you there this afternoon.”

“I need the result as soon as possible please.”

“Yes of course.”

“It’s been three days now! Where’s your report?”

“It’s on the way.”

“I’m sorry madam. The vendor has accepted another offer.”

“Oh, I’ve just been waiting for a surveyor’s report. I like the house but just wanted to make sure of things.”

“Sorry, but the vendor wasn’t prepared to wait longer. The offer is immediate and so they’ve accepted.”

“Oh Peter, I’m so disappointed.” I’d telephoned my son at work. “Because it’s taken the surveyor so long I’ve lost the house. The agent has just telephoned to say the vendor has accepted another offer. Considering the large fee, I’d expected a better service.”

“I’m sorry. I’d expected the result the same day or at latest the next morning. Do you want me to lodge a formal complaint?”

“It won’t do any good now; the agent made clear the vendor wouldn’t consider any further offers. And I’d rather not become embroiled in a complaint’s procedure. I suppose I’ll have to let it go this time. We’ll definitely not use him again. I’m so cross especially as overall I liked the house.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s so annoying. Now we’ll have to start looking all over again.”

“Yes. But at least the agents have an idea of what we’re looking for.”

“It’s very small. But it is neat.” A couple of weeks later. Smaller than I’d expected but it’s the advantage of being central. And the twelve foot wall round the garden should make it fairly secure.

“You like it then madam?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“The only thing madam is the local authority declared it unfit for human habitation until certain works have been carried out.”

“But it looks like it’s just been redecorated.”

“Yes, it has. The vendor, a relative of the deceased owner, has had the work done. However, they haven’t obtained a release from the notice.”

“Surely that’ll be easy for them to get now.”

“I’ll ask.”

“Peter, this is taking too long. I don’t want to have to look for another house.”

“Why don’t we go to the council offices and see if we can get the release ourselves.”

“Do you think that’d be all right?”

“I think so. Anyway it doesn’t look like the vendor’s going to put themselves out. And the agent doesn’t seem to be helping.” Can nothing ever go smoothly?

“Not another floor! I’m getting tired.”

“I’m sorry but you’ve now to go to that department.” Not again! In the end Peter, who’d taken a day off from his work, and I’d traipsed up and down the ten storey office block for the best part of a day, chasing the form from one department to another and sometimes back again. Both of us had been exhausted by the end but we’d successfully obtained the release.

“If we turn it sideways and angle it a bit we should get it in.” I’ve never thought my furniture unduly large until today.

“That’s all of it. The rooms are a bit overcrowded. Will you be all right?”

“Yes I think so. I can rearrange it when I’ve settled in.” I had. I’m glad I’ve the high wall but I still feel vulnerable.

~~~~~~~~
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“I think it’s about time I went home again.”

“Okay, it’ll be nice for you to see aunts Anna and Helen.”

“Yes it will. But more than that I still think about mama and all she did for people. I’d like to erect some sort of memorial.”

“That’s a nice idea.”

“You know I still dream about her. I miss her so much. I suppose it’s because I was so young when she died.”

“I know.”

“I’d like to have a chapel built to honour my mother. She was such a loving and caring saint. And many people still appear to remember her.” I’d been discussing my proposal with the diocesan bishop for my home village.

“Um.” He’d been less than forthcoming.

“I’ll pay for everything. It’s not as if I’m asking you to have her beatified or canonized. It’s just so many still recall her kindness and express how grateful they are for the care she showed them. It’d be nice for them to have somewhere to honour her.”

“Um.” He really isn’t interested. I’m going to pay for everything so what’s the problem? However, the idea had continued to fall on deaf ears.

“Well Helen, ...” My eldest sister had still lived in the village. “... as the bishop won’t support the idea of a chapel I think I’d like to restore our old home.” I’d been aware my ancestral home had been damaged by fire some years before. “I could then have a memorial to mama erected in the grounds. Have you been up there recently?”

“No dear. My legs and feet give me such pain I can’t walk far. And it’s all up hill.”

“I’ll have to go up on my own then.”

“Do you remember the way? Whenever you and Peter have visited you’ve never gone to see it.”

“Yes I think I do. Silly of us not to have gone up but I suppose I never thought about this before.”

“As lovely as it is to see you I’m always surprised you like to come here. It’s so different to what you’re used to.”

“My fondest memories are here. Anyway Peter loves your old antiquated home. It’s one of his favourite places.”

“Really dear. Even though we don’t have an inside toilet or any modern amenities?”

“Yes. He’d be very disappointed if we didn’t come and see you whenever we’re over. Anyhow we’ve always been in summer so never had to go to the top of the garden in winter weather.”

I remember this road. And the people who used to live in those houses. Such a shame they’ve been left to go to ruin.

“Hello. The swings and seesaw used to be here.” I’d met some villagers on my way up the mountain path.

“I’d forgotten.”

“So had I.”

“Who’re you?”

“I’m Helen’s younger sister.”

“Oh my, you left when you were but a child.”

“Yes.”

“We’d forgotten all about you.”

“Do you remember how Amanda and I used to play in her house there?”

“Now you mention it, I do.”

“That’s where the teacher used to live. Isn’t it?”

“What a memory you have. We’ve lived here all our lives and yet you remember far more than we do.” Throughout my life people, and to some degree myself, have been impressed and surprised by my accurate and detailed memories, which go back to my earliest days.

Oh look! There’s our old house! It’s so good to see it again. Such wonderful memories of mama and those first years with her. But who’s that?

“Excuse me but what are you doing in this house?”

“Who’s asking?!” In a bitter, vengeful and violent tone. How rude.

“This is my ancestral home. Why’re you in it?”

“It’s ours!”

“No. It belongs to my family. I was brought up here.”

“It’s ours now! Who’re you to question our ownership?! Now get away from here!” Are they going to hit me?! There’s no need to be so aggressive. It’d transpired these uncouth people had taken adverse possession of the house and surrounding lands.

“Helen, what’s going on?! There’re people in our house.”

“None of us have been up there for years. I’d no idea.”

“I was going to restore it. I knew there’d been a fire but this is too much. They’re not allowed to take it are they?”

“I’m sorry dear. I’d my own worries and difficulties. The house was the least thing on my mind.”

“I’m really very disappointed in you and all the others. Someone should’ve kept an eye on the family estates.” Besides my sister there’d been a number of cousins who’d still lived in the village and surrounding districts. But I know she’d a difficult time when first married. I mustn’t hold it against her. I wonder if anything can be done.

“Is there anything I can do?” I’d consulted a local lawyer.

“Well because you’ve been living outside the country the law does authorise you to reclaim your property.”

“Good. How does it work?”

“You may apply to the courts to have the present occupier evicted. Then, if you wish, you may have the property bulldozed flat. Or do whatever you wish with it.”

“What would happen to the people?”

“They’d be thrown out.”

“You mean they’d be homeless?”

“Yes.” Would serve them right! But I can’t do that. I’d hate to be responsible for them ending up on the streets.

“Thank you for explaining.”

“Do you wish me to take action?”

“No. I’ll leave it for now.”

“You know I could have you thrown out?” I’d returned to our house, having first taken time to consider the matter further.

“Try it!”

“Come on, let’s be civilised about this. As much as you’ve no right to the house, I’ve no wish to see you on the streets.”

“What do you want then?!”

“A portion of ‘our’ land to build a house on. That piece where our clay oven and wood pile used to be will do.” It’s much smaller than I’d have liked. But at least it’s somewhere mama used to walk and work and where we’d been together.

“Why should I?

“I’m trying to be reasonable. It’s your choice. But I WILL have something.” My anger at their ingratitude had started to rise.

“I suppose I don’t have much choice.”

“Considering all you’ve taken it’s little to ask.”

“Okay!” An unwarranted cruel, vicious, resentful look in his eyes. I’ll not be deterred!

~~~~~~~~
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“I understand you’re the only one who can approve the building of a new house in the village.”

“Yes. I’m an architect in my own right but the council also employ me for such matters. Your village falls within my jurisdiction.”

“I see. So what do I need to do?”

“First you’ll need to have an architect draw up plans for your proposed property. Then they’ll have to be submitted to the council for approval.”

“Your approval you mean?”

“In essence yes. Of course they’ll need to fit in with the council’s policies for new properties.” Um... I don’t know any other architects. Could look for one I suppose but as he’s already here and qualified, might as well use him.

“Would you please undertake the drawing up of the necessary plans?”

“I’d be happy to. But you understand, though I’m the primary authority for approval, they’ll still have to be formally submitted and the appropriate fee paid?”

“Very well. I’ll explain what I’d like and leave the rest to you.”

“Okay.”

“The plans have been approved.” This’d been a week or two later.

“Good. Would you build the house please?” Might as well use him. As he’s a qualified architect and works for the council he should be trustworthy. Yet again my historic naivety was to let me down.

“I’d be pleased to. I’ll need the first payment now.” Unlike the UK developers, well businessmen in general, required their clients to pay upfront at each stage of the work rather than present a final invoice at the end.

“Oh... All right. Here it is.” In anticipation of having a chapel built I’d taken a substantial amount with me. “I’m going to have to return to England for a short while but you’ll get on with the construction while I’m away?”

“Yes, of course. But I’ll require the second instalment quite soon.”

“I’ll bring it back with me.” I’d returned to England.

~~~~~~~~
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“It’s not as far along as I expected.” This’d been a month later. What’ve they been up to all this time?

“I’ve been waiting for the money.”

“Right, .... well, here it is. I hope the work will proceed much faster now.”

“I’ll still need more. In cash!” It’d never crossed my mind to question this at the time.

“I’ll have to go back to get it.” This’d been before transferring money became a fairly simple and straightforward matter. “Please make sure you carry on in the meantime. You know very well I won’t let you down.” It’s a nuisance having to bring money out from England all the time. I wonder how much more he’s going to want.

“I’ve got some time off due, so I’ll come over with you. I could do with a holiday and it’d be nice to see my aunts again.”

“I’d like that and they’d love to see you, it’s been a while.”

“Mother, you go and get something for us to eat and drink while I look after the cases.”

“All right. It may take me a while; there’s quite a crowd on the platform today. I’ll be as quick as I can.” We’d been at the mainline railway station in the metropolis waiting for our train to the village.

“What’s wrong mother?!”

“Someone’s stolen the money from my handbag. They’ve also taken our passports.”

“Are you all right. They didn’t hurt you did they?”

“No. I didn’t see them. They must’ve reached into my bag when I was leaning over the counter to pay.”

“Are you sure you’re okay, you’re not looking too good?”

“Yes, a bit shaken but otherwise all right.”

“We better get the police.”

“Several thousands of pounds and our passports have been stolen from my handbag.” I’d been explaining to the police.

“Why’d you have so much with you?”

“I’m building a house. The architect insists upon cash.”

“You’ll have to go to the police station in the other district.”

“But our train’s due to leave any moment.” The police had delayed departure so they could search through the carriages for any sign of the thief. Of course there’d been none. It’d later become apparent, though unprovable, some of the station staff knew who the thief had been but had said nothing. Presumably they’d shared in his ill-gotten gains. It’d also become increasingly clear this’d been a regular occupation for the culprits. I still don’t understand why people have to be so mean.

“No! We can’t do anything! You’ll have to go to the other police station. They deal with these sort of situations.” Peter and I had been sent from one police station to another but no one seemed to want to bother. It hadn’t helped that they’d been at divergent sides of the city.

“They’re so unhelpful Peter. And so rude.”

“I know. Now don’t cry. There’s no point.” I’d difficulty controlling first, my fear of what would happen without our passports and second, the stress arising from the loss of so much money. And that’s not to mention the senesce of violation it’d all left me with. “We better go to the British Embassy, Consulate or whatever it is.”

“You shouldn’t have been carrying so much money? Very stupid. We can’t do anything about it.” This’d been the response of the local staff at the British Embassy/Consulate.

“How rude.” I’ve had enough! I’d stormed off in a rage and in tears.

“Madam come back! Come back!” Now you realise! Too late!

~~~~~~~~
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“We’ll go to the café in that nice hotel again. You can give me the money there.” This’d been on a subsequent occasion. Though it hadn’t registered at the time, I, with hindsight, came to realise he’d been attempting to avoid anyone ever seeing me pass money over.

“All right.” He’s asking for a lot more than I expected. Although we’d agreed a price at the start the architect had kept asking for more. Surely building costs aren’t so high here. And I’m sure they can’t have gone up so much since we started. But it’s nearing completion. Better not challenge him. I know how ruthless these people can be in their reprisals if you upset them.

“Are you building a hotel?” One of the hotel staff had noted how I’d seemed to be forever giving the architect money. He’d usually chosen this prestigious, out of the way, hotel for our transactions, of course with me paying for our refreshments. She’d obviously been very observant.

“No. Just a very small house.”

“Oh! You know you should always watch when our people build. If you don’t they’ll cheat wherever they can.”

“No I didn’t know. Thank you for telling me.” How right she is. I’m not very happy with the house. It’s badly built and all the trimmings shown in the drawings are missing. But I don’t want to get involved in the courts here and I don’t want to provoke any reprisals. It’s not what I expected. But I must remember why I’m doing this; to honour and preserve the memory of my beloved mama. That’s the most important thing. The primary saving grace for me had been twofold, it was somewhere I’d spent with my beloved mama and the location. Our village nestles into a mountain overlooking a large fertile valley. The plot is in the higher regions and the consequent views are magnificent. Just to think, mama and I used to enjoy this view from our balconies. How I wish she were still here. But that’s a dream I’ll never see fulfilled. I hadn’t been able to control my tears at the mere thought; I’ve never really got over the loss of my beloved mama.
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2 Woops!
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“That’s it then, it’s finished?”

“Yes it is.”

“Good. Now, I need to return to England for a while but you’ll ensure the house is fully plastered and painted inside and out while I’m away? I’ve already given you the money for that.”

“Yes of course.” He’d looked a bit shifty but I’d naively taken his words at face value.

“So that’s everything taken care of? You don’t need any more money?” You dare try and say otherwise. By now I’d had enough of incessantly handing money over so had fixed him with, what I’d hoped had been, an uncompromising glare. Though it hadn’t really crossed my mind at the time I’d subsequently concluded he’d actually been pocketing most of what I’d been giving him. I’d heard later he’d built a hotel in the city and a very substantial property for himself. He’d also replaced his wreck of a car with a brand new one. Some had expressed surprise and wonder at where he’d found the means to do all this. Guess where!

“Hum.” You dare! “No ... that’s everything.” Good, you understand.

“Okay. I look forward to seeing the finished product when I return. I shouldn’t be too long.”

~~~~~~~~
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“Peter. I don’t really enjoy living here. It’s nice to see you when you can come over but that’s not often and, despite the high wall, I don’t really feel safe. I think I’ll go and live in the new house.” A week or two after my return.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I’ll miss being close to you. But you’ll come and visit when you can, won’t you?”

“Yes, of course I will.”

“Anyway it’s also a lot safer there. I’ve seen people leave whole bunches of keys hanging in the lock of their front doors. Sometimes they’re not even in. And nothing ever happens. Some still don’t even lock their doors. Can you imagine if people did that in this country?”

“I know what you mean. It used to be like that here, but no more. When do you plan on going?”

“Well I’ve made this house into a comfortable and reasonably attractive central property so there shouldn’t be any problem selling it.” Thankfully there hadn’t been. “I’ll go as soon as I can after that.” I’d sincerely hoped, after all the hardships and difficulties I’d encountered in my life up to this moment, my new home would provide me a healthy, peaceful, trouble free, non-violent existence. Please God. I’d dreamt of being among kind people, enjoying outings to childhood haunts and never being abused again. How wrong I was to be. It appears all my dreams and hopes, simple or complicated, are to be forever lost no matter what I do.

Though I’d felt sad and a little dejected at the thought of leaving my son, I’ve to admit I’d also been a little excited at the prospect of living in my new home. Nevertheless, after all we’d been through together I’d not been able to fully prevent my anxiety for his safety. Not surprisingly, after his father’s brutality and the subsequent difficulties we’d encountered, I’d always felt, and as ridiculous as it may sound, still feel, the need to protect him. Nonetheless, I’d also had to accept he’d now been a grown man and could take care of himself.

~~~~~~~~
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If they’ve done as I asked it should be ready for me to move straight in. I’d been making my way up the steep hill toward my new home. Ah, good they’ve painted the outside as I requested. The fresh white stuccoed exterior had been glimmering in the brilliant sunshine. It’d been a real joy to see. Having first, and yet again, taken in the delightful view across the valley, I’d entered. Oh! Looks as it must’ve when the plasterer finished.

“Helen they’ve not painted inside. And it’s filthy.”

“They never do things properly unless you watch them every minute dear.”

“So it seems. It’s so annoying. I’d already paid them.”

“It makes no difference if you aren’t around at the time.” Why must they always cheat?!

“Should I get them to finish it properly? After all, as I said, I’ve already paid for the work to be done.”

“You could try but I think it’ll be better if you just accept it as it is. They can get a little nasty if you challenge them.” This is so unfair. But I suppose she’s right, I don’t want any trouble.

“All right I suppose I’ll just have to put up with it. I’ll have to clean from top to bottom before I can even think of painting.” I’d then commenced a regime of cleaning the house from top to bottom and, when feeling in need of a break, sorting the wild overgrown garden. Oh, look! I remember mama planting those. Up to this point the tall dry grasses had hidden a mass of brilliant red germaniums from sight. Thankfully these varieties survive on their own without the need for any care. I’ve discovered since, when digging the hard dry ground over, that their roots go deep and far, seeking out water supplies. Very successfully it appears.

One day when walking through the village a man I’d not recognised had suddenly rushed up and grasped me in a bear hug. Oh! Who’s this? Our industrialised culture does not nurture acceptance of emotional outbursts and having lived in England for so long I’d found the situation disconcerting. Please stop, I can hardly breath! He’d held me so tight I’d been able to feel the intense emotion that’d been reverberating throughout his frame. At last, and much to my relief, he’d released his grip and stepped back. Who is he? He obviously knows me but I don’t recognise him.

“When a boy I used to live just above your home.” He’d obviously seen the query in my eyes. I’d then noticed his limp.

“Oh! Yes, I remember.” In those long off days, especially in rural and parochial societies as ours had been, where superstition and folklore abounded, any form of disability had been viewed as a punishment from God or a curse for some wrong doing. To the local’s understanding, any association with such a person, even a relative, had been viewed as being numbered along with them. Consequently, those who suffered such conditions had been ostracised by all. Not being permitted to remain in the family home this poor boy had been forced to live in a small shack on the edge of the forest. It’d been no better than those used to house goats or pigs.

“If it hadn’t been for you beloved mother I’d have died back then. She fed me, de-flead me, clothed me, cared for me when I’d been ill and taught me how to look after myself. She was truly a wonderful woman; a saint.” How lovely to hear. I was worried, after all these years, people, with the exception of one or two, may’ve forgotten her and her goodness. I thought they’d think me biased if I tried to say anything. Now no one can accuse me of that.

“Thank you for remembering. I’ve been worried people may’ve forgotten.”

“How could they?! Thanks to her I’ve been able to live a full life and even married.” Due to the general ostracism, men in his position had rarely been able to gain decent employment let alone find a partner.

“I’m so glad.”

“I’m now in my fifties, which in itself is a miracle. And I really have had a successful life. Not only did I find decent employment when young but my dear wife came into an inheritance that enabled me to set up a tree growing business.” Bear in mind these were still the days when a wife’s possessions, however obtained, were automatically considered their husband’s property. “I’d like to give you an olive tree in memory of your dear mother.”

“That’s very kind of you.”

“I’ll bring it up tomorrow.” Good to his word he’d brought me a lovely good quality tree which I’d immediately planted in pride of place. Regrettably, because I’d not been there all the time to give it the nurture required, the tree doesn’t produce a large quantity of olives but those it does are truly rich and tasty. It’s nice to have such a memorial to mama; with her love of nature she would’ve loved it. This’d been a pleasant respite in the midst of all the hard work of cleaning the house and straightening the garden.

Goodness, it’s turned rather cold. Never thought to have heating put in. In the back of my mind I’d really only intended to use the house for summer/autumn visits. The thought of living in it long term hadn’t ever entered my head. What’s that? A brilliant white sheen had caught my eye. Oh goodness, this can’t be real! I’d looked out the window to see that it’d snowed heavily which had been, and is, a very unusual phenomenon for the region.

“Hello Tom. What’re you doing here?” Tom had been my brother-in-law, Helen’s husband.

“Helen’s worried about you in this cold weather. So she’s sent me up with some hot food and a carafe of my wine.” He’d been balancing a cloth covered aluminium dish in one aged hand while clutching a bag containing the carafe in the other. Oh dear, he looks exhausted.

“Thank you. But it must’ve been difficult for you clambering up here in this snow.” He’s so frail. I hope he’s going to be all right.

“I’m fine. I just need to sit for a couple of minutes before I make my way back down. Are you sure you’re okay? You’re trembling terribly.” I’d only had summer clothes with me so, even though I’d put on a couple of layers, the intense cold had still penetrated.

“Yes. Thankfully I’m reasonably fit these days. But I’ve to admit the cold has been getting to me a little. This warm food and your wonderful wine are just what I needed. Thank you.” I do sometimes wonder, especially with the lack of any heating, if, without this timely provision, I would’ve survived that cold snap without harm. But thankfully I did.

Thank goodness! It’s warmed up at last. Now I can get on. I’d gone on to paint the whole of the interior. The ceilings had proved particularly challenging and to this day I’m surprised my neck hadn’t incurred permanent damage. I’d then gone on to display and arrange such ornaments and paintings as I had. A very large painting of wild horses, I’d been given when visiting Southern Ireland with a friend, had pride of place.

I wish they’d taken more care to secure the house against wildlife. Small lizards, which are rife in the area had set up home within my home. Thank goodness it’s only them and not snakes or scorpions. Nevertheless, I don’t like them in here. Ah, I saw you! You can’t hide behind there. I’d seen four or five scamper behind the large painting. They’d obviously been breading as two were full size whereas the others had been considerably smaller. I’d stood on a trunk and lifted the painting away from the wall, intent on catching the little b’s. Unfortunately, it’d come away all together and I’d fallen, rather heavily, hip first, onto the solid floor. A blankness had followed for a moment or so it’d seemed. Why’s everything so fuzzy? Have I been unconscious? Ow! That’s sore. I’d struggled to get up. At least my hip seems to be all right. Amazingly I hadn’t broken anything though I’d been quite badly bruised.

Despite the shock to my system and my uncomfortable bruises, I’d continued working round the house and garden making the place as pleasant as I could. After a planting session I’d gone into the very small, fully tiled, bathroom to clean up. Water must’ve spilt on the floor because I’d suddenly found myself in mid-air. It’s not a large room so I’d ended up bouncing from one piece of bathroom furniture to the other. First I’d hit the side of the bath after which I’d gone down, mouth first, upon the toilet basin. I’d then struck the sink subsequently ricocheting on to the hard floor. This time there’d been a definite blankness; no question I’d been unconscious for a while. When I’d come round I’d been in a lot of pain and had great difficulty getting onto my knees let alone my feet. My back, mouth and arm hurt terribly. Having used the toilet and side of the bath to lever myself up I’d instinctively looked in the mirror. Goodness! The image staring back had been all colours: green, yellow, blue, red, pink, white etc. I’d tried to straighten and sort myself out but it’d been clear something was seriously wrong.

“I’m sorry to trouble you but I’ve just had a nasty fall.” I’d gone to the village doctor’s home.

“Okay, let me have a look.”

“Ouch!”

“You’ve done a bit of damage by the looks of it. I’ll fix you up as best as I can but you need to get to the hospital.” As directed by him, I’d taken a taxi to the nearest town, which’d been a half hour’s drive away.

“We’re only a small local hospital. We don’t have the expertise to deal with your injuries. You’ll have to go to the district one.”

“But that’s a two or more hour’s train journey away.”

“Sorry, there’s no choice.” There’d been no question of an ambulance or other transportation despite the fact I’d been in severe pain.

“You realise you’ve to pay for this treatment?” I, with considerable difficulty, had made my way to the nearest city.

“Yes. I understand.” There’d been no national health system. Every consultation, examination and treatment had to be paid for.

“First thing to do is x-ray your arm. Come back here afterwards.”

“Where’s the x-ray department?”

“On the floor below. Ask someone in the corridor for directions.” Very helpful! No one seems to care I’m in pain. Regrettably, this was and to large extent still is the attitude of medical personnel in my homeland. No humanity. No real concern except to grab what money they’re able to get their hands on.

“Hav a seat!” A little courtesy and understanding would’ve been welcome! What’s that dog doing here? I’m sure it’s just come out of the x-ray room.

“Excuse me. Have you just x-rayed that dog? Surly that’s not allowed. We could catch all sorts of diseases.”

“No we haven’t!”

“But I just saw it brought out.”

“No you didn’t!” There’d been a distinct warning light in his eyes. I better not say anything more; he’s getting rather hostile and I’m a stranger here on my own.

“As I suspected. You’ve damaged some bones and dislocated your shoulder.” I’d returned to the consultant with the x-ray images.

“Oh. Can you do anything?”

“Wait there a moment.” Pointing at me as if I’d been a child. How condescending! He’d then gone into the waiting area while I’d remained where I sat. “You four. Come in here.” He’d summoned four male patients who’d been waiting their turn. Then coming back into the room, “I’m going to have to realign your arm.”

“All right.” Don’t think I’m going to like this.

“You four hold her down.” No! This is like being in the hands of the Gestapo again! All the horrendous memories of when I’d been tortured by the Gestapo during World War II had come flooding back. To say I’d felt traumatised would’ve been an understatement.

“Aaaaa!!!” He’d suddenly and without warning yanked my shoulder back into place. The pain had been excruciating. I’d fought not to faint or allow the awful memories of my wartime experiences to overcome me. I’ve never been able to completely block them from my mind but this rough treatment had brought them back in full technicolour.

“Now pay each of these men.” What, for traumatising me! But I’d dutifully given each something.

“Is that it?”

“No. Your arm will have to be set in plaster. And you’ll need a supportive bandage.”

“Very well. Where do I go for that to be done?”

“You’ll have to buy the necessary materials from a chemist.”

“Pardon?”

“You’ll have to buy what we need.”

“But surely you’ve everything here?”

“No. You’ll have to buy them.” This is ridiculous!
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