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In memory of my wonderful sisters who are represented as Helen and Anna in my books. 

As with my beloved mother I had too little time with them.
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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 first of what I anticipate will be a three book series of my abridged autobiography.

T. R. Robinson 2016
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1 Really?
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I can hardly believe it! Are we really free? Are we really safe? Can we really live life the way we want? The courts had granted the divorce from my violent and abusive husband who’d consistently beaten me and tried to kill our son. I’d also been granted custody of my child. However, the custody turned out to have strings attached that I’d originally been unaware of.

“The divorce and my fears regarding my son’s custody have left me feeling rather drained. I could do with a break.” I’d been talking to my new landlady. We’d had to leave our previous residence because my ex-husband had found us and had been causing trouble.

“I’m sure you could. It must’ve all been very worrying.”

“Yes it was. My family back home have never seen my son. I think it’s time they did. And I’ve missed them very much. It’d be nice to see them again.”

“I’d forgotten you weren’t born in this country. Sounds a good idea.”

“If things go as I plan we’ll be away for some time. Would you keep our room and take care of our belongings while we’re away please? Of course I’ll pay you.”

“Yea okay. Shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Thank you. I’ll let you know the dates when I’ve made the arrangements.”

“Good afternoon. Would you explain the different travel options open to me please?” I may’ve saved a little but I still need to be careful.

“Your two main choices are sea or rail.” Sea would’ve been nice but it’s so expensive.

“I think it’ll have to be rail.” I’m so looking forward to seeing everyone again. I’ve really missed them. And now we’ve somewhere to come back to. Everything seems to be working out for a change.

“Hello darling!” My sister and I had run into each other’s arms with tears of joy in our eyes.

“Oh Anna! I thought I might never see you again.”

“I’m so glad you’ve come!”

“Hello Christopher.”

“Hi. Good to see you again.” I hope he’s got over his infatuation with me.

“This is Peter, my son.”

“Hello. It’s nice to meet you at last.”

“Hello.”

“You remember May. And this is Vince, our son.”

“Goodness May you’ve grown. You were only a baby when I last saw you. Hello Vince. I’m very pleased to meet you.”

“Come on let’s go home. Are these all your cases?”

“Yes. I wasn’t sure how long we’d be staying.” Besides our own clothes I’d taken several presents for the family.

“Stay as long as you like. We’re so pleased you’re here.”

“Thank you. I’m looking forward to catching up with everyone.”

“Come on then.”

“You both look tired.”

“Yes we are and rather dirty as well I’m afraid. We only had seats for the five day five night journey. I hadn’t reserved sleeping berths.”

“Well you both have a bath while I get the meal ready. You can rest after we’ve eaten.”

“Thank you. A bath would really be lovely.”

“Feeling better?”

“Oh yes. So nice to be clean again.”

“Come and tell us all about your journey.”

“It was tiring but also fun in some ways. The train passed through several countries so people going to the same destination joined together. Peter and I were invited by some of those coming here to join with them. They kindly shared their food and wine and we enjoyed dancing and singing to our traditional tunes. It was such light hearted fun and certainly helped the time pass. It would’ve been rather tedious just sitting and looking out of the window for five days.”

“I’m glad our people were so friendly.”

“They really did make us feel quite at home.”

“You’re both looking like you need your beds.”

“Yes we really could do with some sleep. That was a lovely meal thank you Anna.”

“Off you go then.”

“Goodnight and thank you again.”

“Goodnight darling. Goodnight Peter. Sleep well.”

That was a nice sleep. I wonder what time it is, the sun seems very bright. Goodness I’ve slept for twelve hours. Better get up. Before I do though I must decide what I’m going to tell them about Terrance. No point going into details about his brutality. It’d only upset them and achieve nothing.

“Good afternoon darling. Sleep well?”

“Yes thank you. I’m sorry we’re so late getting up.”

“No trouble. You were both very tired.”

“Yes we were.”

“Now come on, we’ve been patient enough. We want to hear all your news.”

“I’m not sure where to begin. Perhaps I should first tell you about English culture.”

“All right. But after that I want to know all about the divorce.” I knew she would. I feel so ashamed.

“At first I thought English people very cold. They hardly ever kiss each other and insist on only shaking hands. However, after a short while I came to realise it’s just their way. Underneath many of them are very kind and sincere. My mother, father and sisters in-law certainly were.”

“Good.”

“The food’s also very different. I was nearly sick when I first saw the dark gravy and meat. But I’ve got used to it now and in fact like some of it very much.”

“It’s a lot colder there isn’t it?”

“Yes. That did take a while to adjust to. We had to get some warmer clothes. The shops are so different to ours. They’re large, open and bright and have such a huge range. My first shopping trip was quite an adventure.”

“Now you know I’m dying to hear about your divorce. What happened to bring you to such a point?”

“I’m very sad about it. But things weren’t really working between us.” That sounds feeble but I’m not going to tell her more. I’d sincerely felt miserable about it, which had come through in the tone of my voice.

“I’m sorry you had to experience such a thing.”

“Thank you Anna. I know divorce is hardly ever heard of here but truly there was no choice in the end.”

“Tell me about the English courts.”

“The judge was so kind and told me ‘I wish you and your son all the luck in the world. I’m sure I’ll never see you in a court again. Good luck.’”

“How kind.”

“Yes, he was a nice man. He also gave me custody of Peter, which is unusual in England. The father is usually given custody.”

“Good. A child belongs with its mother.”

“Yes, I agree.” Thankfully Anna had accepted my brief explanations and hadn’t pursued the matter further. Years later she told me she’d realised I’d been very unhappy. She’d decided not to ask knowing it would only upset me and there was nothing she could do to help.

“Are you sure it’s all right for us to stay longer? We’ve been here for several months already.”

“Of course darling. I love having you here. You must stay for as long as you want.”

“Thank you so much. I don’t want to be any trouble but must admit it has done me no end of good being here with you. I’ve missed you dreadfully. And I needed the break.”

“Good. You do look a lot better than when you arrived.”

“I wish I could contribute more. You’ve both been so generous.”

“Don’t be silly dear. As I said I’m just glad to have you here.”

“Thank you.” I wish I could give them more. Simply helping round the house seems little compensation for all they’ve done for us.

“Will you help me serve some refreshments to the men?”

“Of course I will. Who’s that with Christopher?”

“Andrew. He’s one of Christopher’s wealthier customers. He often calls in to discuss an order for his factory.” Through his frequent visits Andrew and I had got to know each other a little.

“Why don’t you come and work for me?” Though nothing had ever been said Andrew had realised I’d been at a bit of a loose end.

“Oh!”

“You’d be paid a full salary.” That’d be useful. I’m worried what little I have is steadily going. I’d also be able to give some to Anna and Christopher.

“What would I do?”

“Quality control. We produce a lot of different goods and I could do with someone reliable checking they’re all up to standard. After all my business reputation relies on the quality of our products.”

“May I think about it please?”

“Of course. Let me know next time I visit, which should be in a few days.”

“Thank you, I will.”

“What do you think Anna, Christopher?” Andrew had left.

“We’ve known him for a while. I’m sure he can be trusted. Don’t you agree Christopher?”

“Yes. I’d certainly trust him. It sounds like a good position he’s offering you.”

“So it’d be all right with you both if I accept?”

“Yes.”

“Good afternoon Andrew. Yes, I’d like to take up your offer. However, I’d want regular time off to spend with my son.”

“I’m pleased. I can’t see any problem about time off.”

“Thank you. I could start tomorrow if you like.”

“Okay. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Why don’t you come to tea? Mother would love to meet you.”

“Are you sure Andrew? From what you’ve told me I’d certainly like to meet her.”

“Yes I am.”

“All right. I’d love to come.”

“Good afternoon. My son has told me so much about you that I just had to see for myself. He wasn’t exaggerating about how lovely you are.”

“Oh dear, how embarrassing.”

“Not at all.” Such a nice lady.

“I think you realise I’ve become very attached to you. Would you marry me?”

“Oh!”

“Mother approves. Since father’s death she has the say about such things. So what do you say?”

“Andrew, you’re very nice and I like you very much. But I’ve only recently divorced and don’t really feel I’m ready for another relationship.” I’m also frightened. What if he turns out to be like Terrance? And his wealth attracts so much attention. It’d worry me.

“I understand.” I didn’t want to hurt him. But I really am too frightened.

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s all right. I do understand. We can still be friends I hope.”

“Oh yes, I’d like that.”

“Okay then.”

“Anna, Andrew proposed.”

“It’ll be such a good match. I’m pleased for you.”

“I refused.”

“Why?! Besides his wealth he’s such a nice man.”

“I know but I’m not ready for another marriage.”

“You’ll probably never get another offer like it.”

“Maybe but it doesn’t matter. I just want Peter and me to be able to enjoy our lives on our own terms.”

“I’ll not pretend I’m not disappointed. But as you say it’s your life.” It so happened that a shipping magnet client of Christopher’s had also come to the house to discuss an order for his ships. He too had taken more than a passing interest in me eventually also proposing. To Anna’s and Christopher’s consternation I’d also declined him. This time it hadn’t only been his wealth but also his evident tendency to jealousy. I’d certainly had more than my fair share of that.

~~~~~~~~
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“There’s a letter for you darling.”

“For me! I’ve not told anyone where I am. Who could be writing to me here?”

“I thought it was strange but here’s your name as clear as day.”

“It’s from the British embassy, consulate or whatever it is they are!”

“What do they want?”

“Oh no! Have we been here so long?”

“What is it dear?!” 

“If I don’t take Peter back to England straight away the authorities are going to take him from me.”

“Why?”

“I don’t really understand but apparently he’s not allowed to stay away from the country for more than a year. I can only guess this has something to do with my divorce. No one told me anything about such an arrangement.” It appeared something like a residency order had been made against Peter as part of the divorce proceedings.

“They can’t take him surely?”

“Looks like they can. Oh! The letter must’ve been delayed. Tomorrow’s the last day for us to leave. What am I going to do?!!”

“Christopher! Come here quickly!”

“What is it?”

“The authorities are threatening to take Peter away unless they leave the country tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“Here, read this.”

“Okay. I’ll see what I can do.”

“Please Christopher! I won’t let them take my son!”

“Don’t worry. I’ll sort something.” Of course I’m worried! What am I going to do?!

“Hello Andrew. We’ve got a problem. Christopher will tell you all about it.”

“Andrew and I are going to see what we can do.”

“Oh Anna, do you think there’s anything they can do?”

“I’m sure something will turn up. Ah here they are.”

“We’ve found a liner that sails for England this afternoon.” The men had spoken to a number of their business contacts.

“Oh thank you!”

“Pack your things quickly. We’ve not got much time.”

“Where are we? I can’t see any port.”

“This is it.”

“But it’s just a beach with a wooden platform.”

“The sea’s deep here so the ships are able to get in close.”

“How odd. Where’s the liner?”

“It should be here. Bother it’s sailed. Look.” We’d all looked up to see the liner steaming off toward the horizon.

“What am I going to do?! They’ll take Peter if I don’t get away.”

“What’s the problem?” One of the policemen who’d always attended sailings had come across.

“This lady and her son need to be on that ship otherwise her son’s going to be taken from her.”

“Okay. Get into the launch.” He’d indicated a police launch moored at the water’s edge.

“Goodbye, goodbye. And thank you.” There’d hardly been time for our farewells.

“Oh Helen! Are you all right?” Helen, our elder sister, who’d been very small and short had fallen into the sea under the weight of our winter coats, which she’d been holding. She’d been visiting for a couple of days. Thankfully she’d been unhurt. Our dripping coats had been taken from her and unceremoniously dumped upon us. It’d have been amusing if it hadn’t been for the circumstances.

“Hold onto the rail. We’ll have to go fast to catch up.”

“Stop! Passengers!”

“They don’t seem to understand.”

“Okay, we’ll try a different approach. Captain’s wife! Captain’s wife!”

“Oh!”

“It’s working. They’re slowing down.”

“Thank goodness. I was really worried they wouldn’t.”

“Now then. The launch is too low for you to reach the ladder. You’ll have to climb through the baggage hatch. We’ll push your cases in behind you.” How undignified. But....

“Hurrah!” Passengers had hung over the rails intrigued by our unconventional arrival.

“Thank you! Thank you!” I’d leaned over the rails shouting to the kind policeman. I wish I’d had the opportunity to thank him properly. Well at least we’ve got away in time. Now what?

“Welcome on board.” Because the police had called ‘Captain’s wife’ the captain himself had come to welcome us.

“Thank you. I must apologise for the method of our arrival.”

“Not to worry, though it certainly was novel. Purser!”

“Yes sir.”

“Find a cabin for this lady and her son. They’re then to join me for dinner.”

“I’m afraid I don’t have a reservation but I’ve money to pay for our passage.”

“We can sort that later. Sailor, take the lady’s cases.”

“Thank you. You’ve been very kind and understanding.”

“My pleasure. Now remember the captain is expecting you at his table for dinner.” What a nice cabin. I’m sure it must cost a lot more than I can afford. Perhaps he gave it to me because the captain welcomed us himself.

This is so embarrassing. People must be wondering who we are to be granted the distinction of eating at the captain’s table.

“Ah! Good. You found your way. Is everything to your liking?”

“Yes thank you very much captain. Everyone’s been very kind.”

“Good. You may serve now.”

“Peter, put it back.” A large bowl of salad had been placed at the centre of the table for everyone to help themselves from. But Peter, who loves salad, had pulled the bowl in front of him and had started ‘digging in’. I’d been mortified.

“It’s mine.”

“That’s my boy. Let him have it. I’ll order another one.” The captain had been a fellow countryman and had been proud that Peter was enjoying the local cuisine.

“I must apologise. He loves our foods and particularly salads and is used to having a large bowl to himself. Thank you for your understanding.”

“Nonsense. It’s good to see he’s such a healthy appetite. I insist you dine with me every day.” Even I know this is a great privilege. Other passengers may get upset.

“That’s very kind but I couldn’t. There are so many people you have to entertain.”

“Nonsense. There’s plenty of room. I insist.”

“Well, in that case, thank you. It would be a pleasure.” He’s being very nice. I hope he’s not going to become unduly attentive. Thankfully he’d turned out to be very genuine. His kindness had also helped make our awkward situation far more comfortable.

“Come on darling. The fresh air will help.” A storm had been tossing the ship around like a cork. Regrettably seasickness had struck us both.

“Please keep away from the rails and get under cover as quickly as possible.” The announcement had come across the public address system.

“Come on we’ve to go back inside.” I’d taken hold of my son’s hand and quickly pulled him along. Just as we got to shelter a massive wave had arched right over the ship. It’d given me the impression of a cathedral arch. An amazing sight. Further similar waves had followed.

“Mummy. May I go and get my motorcycle?” Christopher had given him a motorised toy motorcycle that’d become his favourite toy. He’d dropped it when I’d pulled him under cover.

“No darling. It’s too dangerous.”

“But mummy! Please let me get it.”

“No. We don’t want you washed over the side, do we?”

“I’ll be all right. Please let me get it.”

“Listen to your mother and stay there young man. I’ll get it for you.” A fellow passenger had seen my predicament. The man had kindly strolled out and retrieved the toy. The storm and arched waves passing over the ship hadn’t appeared to faze him at all.

“Thank you so much. That was very kind and brave of you.”

“Not at all. It was my pleasure. Anyway I’m not even damp.”

“Well. Thank you anyway.”

Well here we are back and ready to get on with our lives. It was so good to have this break between the divorce and starting our new life. It really does feel like a new beginning. I hope life’s really going to be kinder to us now.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2 Noooo!!!
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“No Peter. We’ve been away so long I don’t think it right for us to just walk in. Ring the bell.” She’s taking a long time. I hope she’s not away.

“There’s nothing here for you!” After having rung a couple more times my landlady had opened the door slightly. She’d made the statement without the slightest hesitation. How’d she know it was me? Must’ve seen us through the window.

“What do you mean? What about our room and belongings?”

“Your things were taken by the dustmen. They thought it was rubbish.”

“How come?”

“I don’t know. I wasn’t here at the time. But your stuff had been stacked at the back near the dustbins and apparently they took them.” Why would our belongings be stacked there? I’d given her sufficient rent for the room. Ah, she must’ve been re-letting it. Still this all sounds very odd. I wonder, no surly not, could she have stolen them?

“I want to go to our room!” The woman had just stood blocking the doorway without responding.

“I’ve already paid you the rent.” She’d just continued to stand there. She’s not going to let us in!

“Where’re we supposed to stay?” She’d simply shrugged her shoulders. I don’t believe this. How dare she treat me this way!

“Oh by the way they didn’t take that one.” She’d been pointing at a metal trunk of mine. Now I’m sure she’s stolen our things. That was the only trunk I locked.

“This isn’t right! I gave you adequate rent for the room. And I also paid you what you asked to look after our belongings while we were away.” The hardnosed woman had just stood unblinking, staring me straight in the eyes. She really doesn’t intend to let us in! What do I do now? Well, we don’t appear to have any choice but to go. I can’t force my way in.

“I’ll take my trunk with me now!” Thankfully no one had known I’d secreted some money in this one. That’s why it’d been locked.

“Taxi!”

“Where to mam?”

“The police station please.”

“Good afternoon. I wish to report a suspected theft.” I’d gone to the central police station, which hadn’t been far from the house.

“Yes. I’m afraid we know about her but have never been able to obtain any hard evidence.”

“Oh. Is there anything I can do?”

“In view of how long you’ve been away I don’t think so. She’s bound to have got rid of everything by now. Without a witness or any concrete evidence we can’t prove a thing.” This is so frustrating. Later, I don’t remember how, I’d learnt the woman had a shop in another town. I’d informed the police who up to then had no knowledge of it. Nevertheless, my discovery had been too late for me. Undoubtedly anything I’d have recognised would’ve already been disposed of.

How can I be homeless again? I thought I’d got everything organised. I’m sure I’ve not done anything wrong to deserve all this. Now what do we do? Where can we go?

“Hello Kate.” Kate had been the wife of the removal firm’s owner where my ex-husband had worked for a while. She’d also been a fellow countrywoman.

“Oh hello. What a surprise.”

“I’m sorry to trouble you again. We’ve been away for some time.”

“So I heard. You were very fortunate to have got away.”

“What do you mean?”

“Didn’t you know? Terrance, your ex-husband, had posters put up at the ports and airports saying you and Peter shouldn’t be allowed to leave the country.”

“Pardon!”

“Didn’t you know?”

“No. Did he have the right to do that?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps in respect of his son but I’m not sure.”

“Well he certainly couldn’t have had any right regarding me. And I’m sure neither did he with regard to Peter. The judge gave me custody not him.”

“I don’t know dear. At least you got away okay.”

“We went by rail. Perhaps he forgot the railway stations. I never saw any posters.”

“Probably. He more than likely didn’t think you’d undertake such a long journey by train.”

“Well we came back to find my landlady’s stolen all our belongings. Neither will she let us have our room back. I know last time I asked you couldn’t put us up but I thought you may once again know someone who might be able to help us.” When I’d originally left my husband Kate had helped me find accommodation.

“My dear. I wonder if you and Peter will ever be out of trouble.”

“I thought we’d put all that behind us but it seems not.”

“Well, good news. We do have a room you can use this time.”

“Oh Kate! Are you sure?! It’ll only be while I sort something out.” I’d hardly been able to withhold my tears.

“Yes dear. I was so sorry I couldn’t put you up before.”

“Thank you. Thank you. I’m so grateful.” Kate had then shown us to a large comfortable room.

“I’m just glad I can help this time.” Once left alone, I’d collapsed on the bed in floods of tears emanating from anger, relief and gratitude.

“I need to get back to work as soon as I can. I may have to look for new employment. We’ve been away so long I’m not sure my old jobs will still be available.”

“Why not go and ask? You never know. And the fact they know you already may help.”

“Before I do may I ask if you’d be able to look after Peter when he’s not at school and I’m at work?”

“Of course. I still have to take care of my daughter when she’s not at school.”

“Thank you so much. I’ll pay you as before.”

“Don’t worry about that dear.”

“Yes we’d be very glad to have Peter back with us.” I’d asked if he might return to his previous school.

“Thank you. I’m grateful. He was doing so well here.”

“We’ll do everything we can to ensure he catches up with the studies he’s missed while you were away.”

“You’re very kind. I was worried he may fall behind his peers because of our long absence. Naturally I’ll pay for any extra tuition required.” Well at least that’s his schooling taken care of.

“Hello. Do you have a vacancy?” I’d gone to see the manager at the cinema where I’d worked before.

“For you there’ll always be a job. We’d be glad to have you back.”

“Thank you. You’re very kind.”

“Good afternoon. Is there a position available?” I’d approached the authorities at the hospital where I’d previously worked.

“My goodness. It’s so good to see you again. We’d love to reemploy you.”

“Thank you. I’m very grateful.” People are so kind. At least I now have regular incomes and Peter’s education will continue as before.

~~~~~~~~
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“I don’t know what to do. I can’t just go on lurching from one place to another begging for accommodation when we need it. I need somewhere settled.” I’d been talking with some friends.

“Why don’t you put your name down on the council waiting list?”

“Do the council have such a list?”

“Yes, of course they do.”

“Oh! I didn’t know. Whenever I hear people talking about council places it’s never very pleasant.”

“Maybe. But think about it. At least the place would be your own. You’d be able to live your lives on your own terms.” I suppose so. And I did tell Kate my stay would only be temporary. She and her husband have been so kind. I don’t want to impose upon them more than necessary.

“Good afternoon. I’d like to put my name down for council accommodation.”

“You need to tell me about you current circumstances.”

“I’m staying with some kind friends but it can only be temporary. They’ve their own families to care for.” I’d then gone on to describe my situation in detail.

“Well, you certainly meet the criteria. I’ll add your details but have to tell you it’s a very long list. It’ll be some time before we’ll be able to offer you anything.”

“I see. Well thank you. I’ll wait to hear from you.” It’s a shame they can’t give me anywhere now. I’ll have to look elsewhere. It’d be so nice to stay with Kate but I promised it wouldn’t be for long.

“Hello. How are you?”

“My goodness! Where’ve you been? It’s such a long time since I saw you last.”

“Yes. I’ve been visiting my family back home.”

“How nice.”

“Yes it was. But I now need accommodation for my son and myself. I remember you said you let out rooms. Do you still do so? And if so, do you have one available?”

“Yes I do and yes I have. You’d be very welcome to have it. And I have four sons so your son will have someone to play with.”

“Thank you. May I move in tomorrow?”

“Of course.”

“Thank you. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Unfortunately the lady hadn’t been very hygienic but as the saying goes ‘beggars cannot be choosers.’ I’d ensured our room had always been thoroughly clean and disinfected and any shared utilities were cleaned before use.

Her boys are so boisterous and rough. I don’t really like Peter playing with them but how can I stop it? I don’t want to appear ungrateful or rude.

“Look Peter, Jimmy’s brought us another nice box of chocolates.” A friend who’d worked on long-haul liners had regularly given us large boxes of chocolates, which could only be obtained in the United States.

“May I give some to the others?”

“Yes, of course. We should always share the good things we're blessed with.”

“We want more!” My landlady’s boys had demanded from my son.

“No. The rest are for mummy and me.” Peter’s refusal had resulted in the boys pulling his hair and hitting him round the head. All four had regrettably been of a bullying disposition.

“Ugh! Aa! No! No!” My son had tossed and turned all night as if suffering some nightmare.

“Peter, are you all right?” This’d been first thing the next morning.

“Mummy. My head hurts.”

“Please send a doctor. My son’s not at all well.” I’d telephoned the local surgery.

“There’s nothing to worry about. He’s just got an ear ache. Give him an aspirin.”

“Ugh!” Peter had been no better the next morning.

“It’s nothing serious. Give it time and it’ll pass. Continue with the aspirin.” In the end four different doctors had come all of whom had given a similar response.
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