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      Endorsements

      ‘In my most recent book, By Your Side, I have written about being aware of how loved family and friends stay connected to our lives, and all you have to do is be
         open enough to see the signs.
      

      ‘In this book, Jacky and Madeline demonstrate, through personal experience, everything I have ever told people. I highly recommend
         this heart-warming book by two devoted daughters who sought the evidence that a loved one really was “always by their side”’
      

      Colin Fry, psychic medium and life counsellor

      ‘Call Me When You Get to Heaven is an inspiring and heartfelt read’
      

      Rustie Lee, celebrity chef

      ‘Isn’t it reassuring to know each of us is being looked upon, even from way up in our big blue sky?’

      Melissa Porter, TV presenter … and Mummy
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      Dedicated to Ronald
 Gerald Hill
 17 September 1930–25 February 2008
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      In Heaven

      In heaven … I can walk

      In heaven … I can fly

      In heaven … I can take my rod

      To the carp lake in the sky

      In heaven … I can eat

      And sugar’s not a treat

      In heaven … I can stay up late

      Steady on my feet

      In heaven … I can dance

      In heaven … I can talk

      In heaven … I can drive my car

      … I promise that I won’t go far

      Written and read by Jacky Newcomb 
          at the funeral of her father Ron
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      Ron’s hand holding that of his grandson, James
      

      (Photo by Nick Richardson)
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      Prologue

      Where there is love there is life.
      

      Mahatma Gandhi

      Our dear and darling dad, Ronald Gerald Hill, died in 2008, aged seventy-seven. In the days that followed, we found mountains
         of photographs showing him laughing and giggling … not just having fun, but enjoying the side-splitting kind of zest for life
         that characterised this wonderful man’s entire existence.
      

      Our father was an old-fashioned gentleman; a man who could envelop you in a giant bear hug of love. He’d soothe away all your
         troubles with a single cheeky smile that let you know everything was going to be all right … and it always was.
      

      He was kind, gentle, sensitive and adorable and made friends wherever he went. Everyone loved Ron, always happy, always smiling
         and always at the ready with his characteristic thumbs-up ‘You OK?/I’m OK’ gesture.
      

      Ron had big feet and a ‘handsome’ nose. We joked about his large elephant ears, but he took it all with the greatest of humour.
         Usually sharp-looking in his everyday clothes, Dad also did a great line in cardigans – those terribly old-fashioned beige knitted ones with brown leather patches on the elbows. We all hated those bobbled cardigans, but after Dad died we realised
         that several of us had, at one time or another, buried our faces in them and that they were so evocative of him. Those cardigans
         were Dad; old, but comfortable and smelling sweetly of aftershave.
      

      It was hard to believe that there would be no more cuddles, no more adorable grins and no more ‘All right my darlings?’, which
         was his favourite phrase to his beloved children and grandchildren. Dad was gone.
      

      This is our story of Dad’s life – and afterlife. It is a story told through the eyes of two sisters: two stories, two experiences,
         so two voices – Jacky’s and Madeline’s – and, just as he’d promised, Dad spent the few months after his death, letting us
         know that he’d made it safely to heaven.
      

      Call Me When You Get to Heaven

      
      Jacky: One of the things I remember most clearly about my childhood was standing at the top of the stairs when the police rang the
         doorbell. Dad had been in a serious car accident. It was a moment that set the scene for my life because Dad was always in
         hospital with one thing or another, and I was always worrying that he might die at any minute.
      

      
      Maybe that’s why I’ve devoted a large chunk of my adult life to studying the afterlife. I’ve spent hours poring over books
         about near-death experiences, and have been fascinated by stories of people who’d encountered angels and experienced afterlife
         phenomena. Do we really have guardian angels, I wondered, and, if so, where were Dad’s angels when he was lying in hospital so often, sometimes at death’s door? I was bitter, but my research helped me to put things in perspective.
      

      
      By the time Dad was near to the end of his life I had written and published seven books on paranormal phenomena, mainly about
         people’s life-saving and life-changing experiences with angels and the afterlife. Dad, who at first was slightly embarrassed
         by my work, became more interested when he discovered by chance that an elderly cousin of his had already bought and read
         my books; a close friend had also independently purchased a copy. His cousin was a fan without realising he was distantly
         related to the author! It gave Dad confidence that the subject matter was of genuine interest to people, rather than being
         perceived as weird.
      

      
      When I first appeared on UK TV’s This Morning back in April 2003, the subject matter had gone mainstream. The photograph taken of me with the presenters, Fern Britton
         and Phillip Schofield, was one of Dad’s most prized possessions. Over the years, he acquired quite a collection as I met more
         and more well-known people in the course of my work. Dad had a little photograph album and carried it everywhere he went:
         as he walked around the local fishpond and stopped to talk to fishing friends, he’d inevitably pull out the album and brag
         about his daughter. Dad was (excuse the pun) hooked!
      

      
      After that, he wanted copies of everything I did. Are you in any magazines this month?’ or ‘Do you have a copy of that piece
         about you in the newspaper?’ he would ask. He kept a detailed file of everything; it was his boasting book.
      

      
      Dad loved to tell people, ‘My daughter goes on TV’, but he was proud of all his daughters in different ways. He was a fan
         of us all, and when he was blessed with grandchildren he bragged about them too. He was very proud of his family and liked
         to keep us close.
      

      
      Dad had a younger brother, Eric. After Eric passed away, the family had many paranormal experiences relating to his death.
         I always wondered if Dad would be able to communicate with the family from beyond the grave too. We were such a close family,
         and I knew the gap from losing Dad would never be filled, but if he were able to show us that he was still alive in some way
         it would help.
      

      
      Dad had always promised to let us know that he’d made it safely to the ‘spirit world’. ‘Call me when you get to heaven Dad,’
         I’d say to him. ‘Help me to write a book. Let me know that you arrive safely.’ And sure enough, as we stood by his cold and
         lifeless body in the featureless hospital room, he gave us his first ‘call’ from the ‘other side’: two mobile phones rang
         with messages at the same moment – telephones which we’d switched off just twenty minutes earlier. How? Or maybe, who?
      

      
      Numb with grief, but vaguely aware of the paranormal experience that had just occurred, we realised that Dad was in touch
         with us. He was trying to let us know that he had indeed made it to the other side of life, just as he’d promised. And this
         was to be the first of many such experiences.
      

      
      Writing a book about them seemed like a good idea, it would certainly help with the grieving, giving us something to do. But
         it was only when we began collating the paranormal experiences that we realised quite how many there had been. And new stories
         were coming to us daily.
      

      
      Madeline: I kept notes and records of Dad’s many illnesses because when he was recovering, he always wanted to know what had happened
         to him. This was especially true when he had been in a coma. I wrote long descriptions about how it had felt for us, his family, during these worrying times and how these experiences brought us closer together. I let Dad read
         these stories when he was well, and he was impressed and fascinated by my accounts. He seemed excited that one day they might
         be published as a book.
      

      
      I’d already been interested in psychic phenomena for over 13 years by 1999, and had done lots of research into these subjects.
         I visited mediums out of sheer curiosity, and practised self-hypnosis, using regression tapes, to experience my past lives.
         I read every book on the subject I could get my hands on, and went on to study regression and hypno-analysis. The secret,
         I found, was to remain open-minded to possibilities.
      

      
      Jacky and I lived hundreds of miles apart, but whenever we got together we’d talk late into the night. On one such occasion,
         I told her I had written about Dad, and she advised me that, if I didn’t finish the book while he was alive it would be an
         impossible task after he died; that I’d never cope emotionally. She was right!
      

      
      On the night Dad passed over, Jacky was certain that she wanted to write about his life and afterlife because, as we talked
         about the phenomena that had already occurred, it was clear that a book was already emerging. However, she told me that she
         felt overwhelmed by the thought of writing it because of her immense grief. So it was a natural progression for both of us
         to tackle the book together, and we supported each other throughout this process.
      

      
      Using my early stories as a starting point, complete with details and dates that might otherwise have been forgotten, we then
         started collecting other family stories, which came in thick and fast. We were amazed at the sheer number of paranormal events
         connected to Dad, which were being recounted to us by relations and friends, and we became excited, as the book seemed to be turning into something special.
      

      
      Jacky and Madeline: So this is the story of Ron.
      

      
      In Part One, we share the impact of what happened when he died and why we made the decision to write the book. Then, in Part
         Two, we go back to the beginning of Dad’s life, his struggle for survival against the odds; and we take a look at the amazing
         and wonderful impression he made on all who knew him. Finally, in Part Three, we reveal his remarkable afterlife, because
         just as he’d agreed, he spent the next few months letting us know he’d made it safely to heaven. His visits from the other
         side made a massive difference to the way we grieved his loss, and we hope his messages touch you in the same way.
      

      
   
      
      

      
Call Me When You
 Get to Heaven


   
      
      Introduction: A Psychic Family

      
      The most beautiful experience we can have is the mysterious.
      

      Albert Einstein

      

      Jacky and Madeline: Paranormal phenomena and psychic abilities have appeared through many generations of our family – down both sides of the
         family tree, in fact.
      

      Our Psychic Grandmother

      
      When Mum was a girl her mother (our grandmother) had a recurring nightmare that her son Billy would drown. When Billy was
         staying in the Oxfordshire countryside with his uncle during the war, the dream was so real that our grandmother wrote to
         her brother-in-law, begging him to keep her ten-year-old son away from water. Then she wrote to her husband (our grandfather
         who was serving in the war), asking him to fetch Billy home. Reluctantly, Gramps agreed to collect Billy from his brother’s
         house on his next leave of absence.
      

      
      Tragically, Billy did go down to the river and was pushed in by older boys. He drowned, exactly as our grandmother had predicted,
         and rather than picking up his son as planned, Gramps arrived home in time to attend the inquest into his son’s death.
      

      
      Accident premonition

      
      In later years, our grandmother had another remarkable premonition. She saw our grandfather wearing his army cap and greatcoat.
         In her vision, he was travelling in a vehicle which accidentally left the road. She saw the sunlight obscuring his view and
         glinting off the badge on his cap, just before he crashed. She worried about him all through the war, but he returned unscathed.
         He teased her gently because this time she’d been wrong. But she wasn’t.
      

      
      After our grandfather came home from the war, money was tight and he, like most young soldiers, continued to wear his heavy
         warm army coat and cap during the winter months. It was early one winter’s day, and the low sun was glinting off the icy road
         when Gramps’s van hit a pothole and left the road, throwing him clear of his vehicle, just as our grandmother had seen. Luckily,
         he lived to tell the tale, but he sustained a badly broken ankle and for ever after had to walk with a stick.
      

      
      Because of the dramatic nature of these experiences, the details were often discussed in the family. However, Mum asked her
         mother not to share any premonitions she might have about her, just in case … she didn’t want to know! Our grandmother’s abilities were fascinating, but not surprisingly, they could be
         frightening.
      

      
      
      
… and Psychic Uncles
      

      
      Our great-uncle Erne (on Dad’s side of the family) often talked about his Native American spirit guide. He believed this unseen
         spirit acted as a sort of guardian angel to him and his family, and he even hung a picture of a Native American over his bed.
      

      
      Erne was our other grandmother’s brother, born around the turn of the twentieth century, so he was clearly way ahead of his
         time. His daughter had multiple sclerosis and Erne learned the art of hands-on healing (spiritual healing) to try and ease
         her pain. There was no doubt about his ability to help; Dad’s brother Eric (we’ll hear more from him later) told us about
         visiting Erne for some healing on his arthritic hands. He said Erne’s hands were red hot, as if he’d just lifted them off
         a radiator. Uncle Eric had no trouble with his arthritis for over a year after his healing session.
      

      
      Spirit Relatives Visit After Death

      
      Jacky: After Uncle Eric’s death in 1991, family members would often dream about this funny and kind man. In these dreams, which
         seemed so real, he often passed on important messages, while during the day, every time his name was mentioned a light would
         flicker in the house or the doorbell would ring (no one was ever there – not a living person, anyway). I wrote about the family’s
         experiences with Eric in several of my books and magazine columns.
      

      
      Once, when I was talking to Dad about Eric’s little ‘jokes’ from the ‘other side’, I quipped that he was probably listening
         in on our conversation at that very moment, and would no doubt let us know. I stood up and picked up my handbag ready to leave and, right on cue, the smoke alarm gave a single bleep in response. Both of us burst out laughing. This stuff was
         real and not frightening; it was funny – Eric was funny, that is, just as he had been in life.
      

      
      Psychic Sisters

      
      And so it was passed onto the next generation, Ron’s four daughters are not immune to psychic phenomena either. As a child,
         I often woke up to see ‘people’ (or spirits) in my room and, later, had out-of-body experiences and predictions of my own.
      

      
      One day, around the year 1990, when leaving the house for an overnight stay at a family friend, I had a premonition of a burglary.
         In my vision, I clearly saw someone entering the house and stealing the contents of my jewellery box. Rather than hiding my
         jewellery, as you might expect, I put on as many pieces of jewellery as I could wear in one go, deciding that the rest was
         part of a bigger ‘universal plan’ – fate, maybe.
      

      
      As predicted, our home was burgled that night and all our gold was stolen. Distressing though this was, I decided not to replace the stolen pieces, but to use the insurance money for driving lessons instead (thereby changing my life for the
         better). My prediction, in this case, had turned out to be helpful, after all.
      

      
      Our sister Debbie recalls out-of-body experiences too, and remembers waking on more than one occasion to find herself floating
         above her body. She has also heard warning premonition voices from several deceased relatives, as well as experiencing dream
         visitations. Their advice has always been helpful, even life saving.
      

      
      Madeline: I have been researching the psychic and paranormal world for over twenty years. I’ve investigated past-life regression and
         had many experiences of my own, through dreams and hypnosis. My fascinating studies have taken me from an irrefutable belief
         in the afterlife to quantum physics and parallel universes – the science behind the mysteries. Yet the more I discover, the
         more questions I have!
      

      
      Our youngest sister, Dianne, a natural medium from birth, now uses her abilities to help others. Psychic and predictive dreams
         are an everyday occurrence for her too.
      

      
      Our children too have shown many instances of psychic insight. But more of this later …

      
   
      
      
PART I


      Our Last Week with Dad

   
      
      Chapter 1

      
      And then there was light

      
      Those who say it can’t be done should not interrupt the person doing it.
      

      

    
      Ancient Chinese proverb

      Out-of-body and Near-death Experiences

      
      Jacky: ‘Actually, there’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you,’ Dad began. ‘One night, when I was in hospital, I saw death …
         ’
      

      
      ‘What do you mean?’ I asked, awestruck.

      
      ‘Death and life are this close,’ he went on, illustrating his point with hands held closely together. ‘Life and death are parallel, and you know –
         it’s OK to die. Death is fine.’ He grinned.
      

      
      We were uneasy. Although all of us were familiar with spiritual experiences, this was something new to Dad, and it was a little
         worrying that he was taking it all in his stride. Why was he seeing death?
      

      
      Dad had recently been released from hospital. He’d faced so many illnesses and accidents throughout the years – there always seemed to be another hospital or another doctor’s visit.
         This loving, sweet, kind and sensitive man had lived through hell, but always seemed to bounce right back.
      

      
      His last hospital visit had knocked him about more than any other though. At seventy-seven years old, he seemed frail now
         – sad, tired; and we all sensed it.
      

      
      It was February half term. Mum and Dad’s bungalow was up for sale, and Mum was busy showing prospective buyers around their
         home. Madeline was visiting and had been helping to get the house ready to sell. She and Dad had been dispatched to my house
         around the corner, ‘out of the way’, until the viewing had taken place, giving us this rare opportunity for a spiritual discussion.
      

      
      Madeline sat on the sofa clutching tightly on to his hand, as if letting go would mean so much more than simply unclasping
         it. They exchanged a loving smile.
      

      
      Dad continued. ‘I saw my granddad and two of my aunties. They were beckoning for me to go with them, but I wasn’t ready.’

      
      Wasn’t ready? Wasn’t ready to die – is that what he meant? We’d heard this before – the classic near-death experience (or NDE) – and knew
         it was real; relatives from heaven-side like to collect the dying, escorting them ‘home’. Having studied hundreds and thousands
         of case histories in the course of researching my books, I knew that Dad had been given a choice to go to the other side,
         at the moment he spoke of, or to stay here on Earth a little while longer.
      

      
      Madeline: Near-death experiences are usually reported either after an individual has been pronounced clinically dead or has otherwise
         been very close to death. NDEs are comparable to out-of-body experiences because of being outside of one’s physical body, but are often, though not always, accompanied
         by other lucid experiences, including the classic ‘tunnel’ and powerful ‘light’, seeing deceased relatives or religious or
         spiritual beings and deciding, or being encouraged, to return to one’s body, often reluctantly.
      

      
      Improved cardiac-arrest survival rates mean that the number of reported NDEs is on the increase. Scientists often regard such
         incidents as hallucinatory, while paranormal experts and a number of mainstream scientists claim them to be evidence of an
         afterlife.
      

      
      Jacky: Madeline and I exchanged glances. We both realised the significance of what Dad was saying. But we tried not to panic. Near-death
         experiences were often just that – near death, but not necessarily followed by death. Many people went on to live as long as seventy or eighty more years after such
         an experience.
      

      
      Dad continued; he was on a roll now: ‘Then I found myself floating out of my body, and I knew it was real. You girls have
         talked about these things for years; I’ve wanted to believe it was true and now I know it is.’
      

      
      This was correct; we’d always talked about the paranormal. I recalled an experience from just a few days earlier that I’d
         spoken to Mum about at the time.
      

      
      ‘I was sitting up in bed the other night, reading, and I swear someone came into my room,’ I’d explained to Mum.

      
      ‘Someone?’ asked Mum.

      
      ‘Spirit energy, something like that’

      
      ‘What did John say? Did he feel it too?’ Mum was intrigued.

      
      ‘Well, John was still downstairs. I guess he’d fallen asleep in front of the TV.’

      
      ‘Was it Eric?’ asked Mum. Dad’s brother was a regular spirit visitor. Many family members experienced visits from our dead
         uncle in dreams, so Mum certainly didn’t think I was crazy for discussing such things.
      

      
      ‘No – I’m used to Eric,’ I continued, ‘and I know it wasn’t him. I wasn’t frightened, but someone definitely came into my
         room.’
      

      
      The experience had been a puzzle. However, now that we were sitting quietly with Dad, drinking tea in my small, modern living
         room, I had a feeling that the mystery was about to be solved. I was going to find out who my late-night mystery visitor had
         been.
      

      
      ‘Then what happened?’ we asked Dad, prompting him to continue with his story.

      
      ‘Well, at first I was worried and didn’t know what to do, so I decided to fly over to your house. Didn’t you see me?’ he asked me.
      

      
      ‘When?’

      
      ‘Last Friday.’

      
      ‘No, really?’

      
      ‘Yes, I flew out of the ward, down the corridor and out of the hospital. Then I flew down the dual carriageway, and all the
         way to your bedroom!’
      

      
      ‘What? You literally “flew” as a spirit, using the same route you would have done if you’d been in a car?’

      
      ‘Yes!’ he said, excitedly. ‘I saw you sat up in bed reading – but where was John?’

      
      And then it dawned on me; the night Dad was talking about was the night I had felt someone in my room. It had been Dad who
         I’d ‘felt’, but couldn’t see. Dad seemed disappointed.
      

      
      ‘Couldn’t you see me?’ he pressed. ‘I could see you so clearly!’

      
      At this point I reassured him that everything he’d seen was exactly as it had been on that night. Dad was comforted. But I still teased him about it:
      

      
      ‘You shouldn’t enter a lady’s boudoir without permission,’ I joked.

      
      ‘It felt so real,’ Dad went on. ‘It was just like you talk about in your books. I saw the world differently that night. You
         know I could see both sides of life, and with everything I’ve been through I know there are loads of people who are worse
         off than me … ’ he trailed off.
      

      
      Dad seemed elated. It was a spiritual breakthrough, an epiphany. But there was still more.

      
      ‘I decided I could help people while I was out-of-body,’ he said, earnestly.

      
      ‘Like Uncle Eric?’ we joked.

      
      ‘Yes!’

      
      Dad seemed to have reached a place where he could imagine living his future life as a Spirit. He could finally accept that
         he was more than ‘just his body’ – that in fact he didn’t need his body at all.
      

      
      Madeline: Being able to view people in another room, or observe objects that are impossible to see from the viewpoint of the individual
         having the experience, has been put forward as hard evidence of the soul physically leaving the body.
      

      
      
      The Promise

      
      Jacky: Our conversation with Dad that afternoon was totally riveting and we were all interested to know what he planned to do with
         his new-found out-of-body flying experiences. We joked about him helping us when he finally crossed over to the heavenly side himself.
      

      
      Then, with a glint in his eye, Dad asked, ‘Do you pay Eric to help you write books?’ And we all burst out laughing. He loved his new experiences and was in awe of the whole thing.
      

      
      ‘When you die and start to “work” with Eric full time, are you going to come back and help me write a book?’ I asked cheekily.

      
      ‘Of course, I will my darling,’ he said, with his usual grin.

      
      Then the telephone rang. It was Mum saying that the viewers had finished looking around the house and had loved it; it was
         now OK for Dad to come home.
      

      
      We all felt a little disappointed at having to finish our amazing conversation.

      
      
      A Strange Feeling

      
      Madeline left Mum and Dad’s home for her cottage in Cornwall that afternoon. I had to get my suitcase packed as John and I
         had planned to meet up with her again in a few days time for a short holiday, and I was more than ready for the break.
      

      
      Dad was now at the stage where he had several hospital visits every week; different hospitals for different reasons. We had
         all taken turns driving him to appointments but we were getting behind with work. On the Monday before our holiday, Dad had
         to go into Derby hospital for the week. Mum had booked a taxi, a welcome relief, but late on Sunday night I had a strong urge
         to drive him personally. It was too late to ring and offer, but early the next morning I phoned the taxi company myself and
         cancelled their ride.
      

      
      Mum was surprised when I telephoned. ‘But the taxi is already booked,’ she said.
      

      
      ‘No, I’m going to take you. I had a strange feeling about it. I want to do it; anyway, I’ve cancelled the taxi now.’

      
      When I arrived at the house half an hour later, Dad was standing at the door, smartly dressed as always. He looked strong
         and proud, but his eyes betrayed the pain he was suffering. I gave him a hug and he held me tightly. A strange feeling overwhelmed
         me at that moment: What if this is the last time I hug him, I thought. Was this why I’d felt the sudden need to drive? I held
         on to Dad, not wanting to let go; the hug stretched on and on, as I rested my head against his chest, breathing in his lovely
         aftershave.
      

      
      Then Mum was ready to go, and all too soon we bustled into the car. Dad sat in the front seat. He was quiet, scared even.
         Mum and I chatted about anything and everything to try and lighten the mood, yet I felt near to tears for the whole journey.
      

      
      Debbie was visiting Dad that evening, so when I dropped them off there was no need for me to stay, nothing for me to do. Dad
         picked up his stick, ready to go. I wanted to rush round and open the passenger door for him, but another car had pulled up
         behind me. I felt hurried and had to be ready to pull away. Mum got out of the car.
      

      
      ‘Thanks for the lift,’ she called out.

      
      Dad was already walking away, preoccupied. For the first time ever, he never looked back, never said goodbye. My stomach lurched.
         I wanted to run after him, grab him, hug him and never let him go, but the driver in the car behind me was revving the engine
         impatiently, and I drove away crying, not really knowing why.
      

      
      
      
The Final Call
      

      
      Madeline: My children had gone back to school after the half-term break, and we’d planned to grab a few days away with Jacky and John,
         my husband’s parents having kindly agreed to look after the boys. We would have three days together – Tuesday, Wednesday and
         Thursday. I’d found somewhere in the Cotswolds, about halfway between our two homes, and booked a hotel there.
      

      
      The weather was cold, but then, it was February, after all. The hotel was lovely, and we spent much of the time in the ‘Red
         Room’, a plush sitting room, furnished with leather armchairs, where we ordered tea and scones, and simply chatted. We had
         dinner out in the evenings, and went for little drives, exploring some of the area, but mostly we were just pleased to be
         in each other’s company. Three hundred miles is a big distance between families, and although I knew I couldn’t give up my
         beloved Cornwall, it was always nice to catch up with family, and something we tried to do fairly regularly.
      

      
      Dad had gone into hospital the same week for a simple procedure. Jacky had dropped him in on the Monday morning, before setting
         off for our break early on Tuesday.
      

      
      I’d visited Mum and Dad the previous week, to help get their bungalow ready for the sale. We’d cleared and sorted for three
         days, and it now looked fantastic, like a show home. Dad had been thrilled to receive an offer on the property the day I left.
         They could now look forward to moving into their exclusive retirement apartment together.
      

      
      As I arrived home from our short break on the Thursday evening, the telephone rang. It was Dad. He was home from hospital.

      
      ‘Hello, my darling.’

      
      ‘Hi, Dad. How did you get on?’
      

      
      ‘Fine, no problem at all.’ He sounded delighted.

      
      ‘Brilliant! Well done!’ I enthused. ‘Fantastic Dad, I’m so pleased for you.’ I grinned into the telephone; it was lovely to
         hear him in such high spirits, as he’d been rather down following his last operation. This conversation turned out to be hugely
         significant to me, although at the time, I merely thought that perhaps life would settle down a little from now on. How wrong
         one can be.
      

      
   
      
      Chapter 2

      
      ‘I don’t want you to worry, but … ’

    
      In this life we cannot do great things. We can only do small things with great love.
      

      
      Mother Teresa

    

      I’ll Hang On to His Watch … For Now

      
      Jacky: ‘Now I don’t want you to worry, but Dad is in hospital. He’s been sick all night and I called for an ambulance. I don’t want
         you all to rush in … ’ As usual, Mum tried to hide the concern in her voice.
      

      
      ‘What happened? Where are you?’

      
      ‘I’m at the hospital; I don’t want you to worry.’ There, she’d said it again, her anxiety clear.

      
      We’d returned home from our Cotswold break four nights previously, and I hadn’t been able to visit Dad since arriving home
         as I’d caught a cold, and didn’t want to pass it on. Now Mum explained that Dad had been vomiting throughout Sunday night. She had tried to contact us, but kept getting the wrong
         number or the calls were missed. My daughter, Georgina, had heard the phone ring at around six in the morning, but had gone
         back to sleep. Finally, Mum had got to speak to me just before 9 a.m.
      

      
      ‘Dad’s in the observation ward,’ she said.

      
      ‘Right we’re coming in, I’ll meet you there.’ It was a well-known pattern. Debbie, Dianne and I were local – we always rushed
         in; we always wanted to be with Dad and be at our mother’s side. One day it would be the last visit, but we’d never know when that might be.
      

      
      Mum relented and gave a few instructions for things she wanted us to pick up from their house on the way – his slippers, his
         glasses and his hearing aid. Before leaving, I sent John an email, to let him know what was happening. I tried to keep my
         tone light, hiding the turmoil I felt inside. We were all always frightened when Dad went into hospital.
      

      
      I arrived at Mum and Dad’s house and, as I walked into their bedroom, I spotted Dad’s watch by the bedside. My stomach turned
         over as I reached out for it; I caressed it in my hands before putting the oversized band on my wrist. I’ll just hang on to
         this … for now, I thought, as if I had a feeling of what was to come. I wasn’t going to let go of that watch.
      

      
      I rang Debbie and Dianne. ‘I’m going to the hospital now, Dad’s been taken ill.’

      
      They both responded saying, ‘Pick us up’, without hesitation. Dianne said she would bring water, orange juice and cereal bars
         – ‘traditional’ food for our long stays in the hospital waiting room.
      

      
      We were more quiet than normal in the car, travelling the familiar route. We walked into the emergency waiting room before confidently strolling through to the observation area, not waiting to ask permission. No one challenged us. Confidence,
         along with familiarity does that.
      

      
      ‘Could you show us where Mr Hill is please?’ we asked. A nurse pointed to a curtained area. As we moved the curtain aside
         Dad spotted us and smiled with relief.
      

      
      ‘My beautiful girls are here!’ He grinned. He seemed thrilled to see us, as always.

      
      I waved, but didn’t approach the bed because of my head cold. The three days away with Madeline had been enormous fun, but
         the cold had sneaked up on me suddenly. I didn’t need this now. I felt cross that I was ill, but didn’t dare risk passing
         on my infection, although everything in my being made me want to rush over and hug my father. He looked shrunken and pale
         … but nothing I hadn’t seen on numerous occasions before. I tightened my silk scarf around my mouth and stayed back, as my
         sisters held his hand and gave him the hugs that I couldn’t.
      

      
      Mum looked tired too. She’d also been up all night. It’s too much, I thought. We can’t keep doing this any more. Dad can’t
         keep doing this. I hate it. Why do we have to keep seeing someone we love suffer? Why couldn’t he be well and at home with
         us?
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