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Dedication

This book is dedicated to our dear friends of forty years, Alan and
Margaret Waterhouse, who are facing the trauma of seeing Alan
suffer with this dreadful Alzheimer’s disease. It is only when you
become close to it that you truly understand the difficulties
families face when confronted by a member suffering from the
disease.

You see a loved one change into a totally different person from
the one you knew and loved. They seem like a complete stranger
and yet they are still the same person; the only difference is they
have become ill with no chance at the moment of getting better.

I also dedicate this book to all the families that have been
struck by this crippling disease, because now I know what you
are all going through. I know what you are all suffering and I
know you need every bit of help and love you can get.
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However!

Before you read my story I want you to read this poem sent to
me by a friend who is aware of how I feel for those suffering with
this dreadful disease. It epitomizes everything that we all need to
be aware of; not only the people who care but those of us who
never give a thought.

It is one of the loveliest poems I have ever read. It is moving,
heartfelt and real and it is a prelude to my story. This is how it
was sent to me.

Cranky Old Man

When an old man died in the geriatric ward of a nursing home in
an Australian country town, it was believed he had nothing left
of any value.

Later when the nurses were going through his meagre pos-
sessions, they found this poem. Its quality and content so
impressed the staff that copies were made and distributed to every
nurse in the hospital.

One nurse took her copy to Melbourne, where the old man’s
sole bequest to posterity has appeared in Christmas editions of
magazines around the country and also in magazines for mental
health. A slide presentation has been made based on his simple
but eloquent poem, and this old man with nothing left to give to
the world is now the author of this anonymous poem winging
across the internet.
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Cranky Old Man

What do you see nurses? . . . what do you see?
What are you thinking . . . When you’re looking at me?
A cranky old man . . . not very wise,
Uncertain of habit . . . with far away eyes.

Who dribbles his food . . . and makes no reply
When you say in a loud voice . . . ‘I do wish you’d try.’
Who seems not to notice . . . the things that you do
And forever is losing . . . a sock or a shoe.

Who, resisting or not . . . lets you do as you will
With bathing and feeding . . . the long day to fill.
Is that what you’re thinking? . . . Is that what you see?
Then open your eyes nurse . . . you’re not looking at me.

I’ll tell you who I am . . . as I sit there so still,
As I do at your bidding . . . as I eat at your will.
I’m a small child of ten . . . with a father and mother,
Brothers and sisters . . . who love one another.

A young boy of sixteen . . . with wings on his feet,
Dreaming that soon now . . . a lover he’ll meet.
A groom soon at twenty . . . my heart gives a leap,
Remembering the news . . . that I promised to keep.
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At twenty five now . . . I have young of my own,
Who need me to guide . . . and a secure happy home,
A man of thirty . . . my young now grown fast,
Bound to each other . . . with ties that should last.

At forty my young sons . . . have grown and are gone,
But my woman is beside me . . . to see I don’t mourn.
At fifty once more . . . babies play ’round my knee
Again we know children . . . my loved one and me.

Dark days are upon me . . . my wife is now dead.
I look to the future . . . I shudder with dread.
For my young are all rearing . . . young of their own.
And I think of the years . . . and the love that I’ve known.

I’m now an old man . . . and nature is cruel.
It’s jest to make old age . . . look like a fool.
The body, it crumbles . . . grace and vigour depart.
There is now a stone . . . where I once had a heart.

But inside this old carcass . . . a young man still dwells
And now and again . . . my battered heart swells.
I remember the joys . . . I remember the pain,
And I’m loving and living . . . life over again.

I think of the years, all too few . . . gone too fast,
And accept the stark fact . . . that nothing can last.
So open your eyes people . . . open and see
Not a cranky old man.
Look closer . . . See . . . ME!!!!!

Anonymous and still wonderful.
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Chapter 1

Oh God! Here comes Sister and what a lovely surprise – she’s brought
the Dragon with her. I’ll act dumb, at least that will cheer me up.

‘He seems to be very comfortable and has settled in well,’ the Sister
said to the Dragon.

‘Hasn’t he got a lovely smile, he’s in a world of his own you know,
just sitting there. I don’t think he knows you or anyone for that matter.
Anyway go on through,’ the nurse told them.

No I bloody haven’t. I hate the place. I know it’s better than the last,
but I want to go home. And of course I know everyone, you silly cow. I
just don’t want to know her, my bloody wife, the Dragon. She’s the one
who dumped me in here just to get rid of me and I’ll never forget the
bloody place before. I was spoiling her life. I was in the way and now I
have been dumped in here, because she can’t manage, not even for a
short time whilst Constance, my friend and carer, gets better. It feels like
I have been in here for years, but it’s only two weeks.

She didn’t want to come and see me before, so why now? Someone
must have done something, or said something.

Oh thank god she’s brought the children.
‘Come on say hello to Granddad. Quickly, we haven’t much time.’

Bloody hell, they’ve only just come. ‘It’s Elizabeth and Max.’ God
I’ve said it – Elizabeth and Max, I’ve remembered.

‘See Grandma, he does know us, don’t you Granddad?’
‘Of course I do.’ See you bitch, I haven’t gone entirely loopy.



2

EDWARD EVANS

‘Now tell Granddad what you have been doing at school,’
I held out my hands and clutched Elizabeth’s gently in mine

and just listened; tears began running down my cheeks as she
told me everything in an excited manner, as though she had to
tell it quickly in case she forgot. ‘That’s wonderful,’ I said. Then
Max began relating his adventures. He got a star for good work.
My, he’s the one with the brains; he will be the businessman, just
like his granddad, but please don’t end up like me Max.

‘Come on you two, don’t make Granddad too tired, he needs
his rest and we’ve got to go now.’

Bloody hell! Stay a little longer, for heaven’s sake; I do nothing
but rest, looking into space, waiting for someone to come and
talk to me and not at me or about me as if I’m not there. ‘Stay a
little longer, please,’ I said.

‘Don’t be silly, Granddad; the children have got to get home.’
I leaned over and whispered in Elizabeth’s ear, ‘Ask Grandma

if I can come home.’ But I knew it was a futile effort as I was in
the way.

‘Granddad wants to know if he can come home.’
‘When he’s better,’ the Dragon said impatiently. ‘Come on

now you two, time to go’
Go on then, duty done, you don’t have to bother for another

two weeks. You can stay away, but please not the children.
I remember holding on to that little girl as if it was for the last

time, I didn’t want her to go. She had so much life in her I just
wanted a part of it; to come back for a few more years, to see
them grow up. Now I have to treat every time as my last as I
never know when oblivion will come.

‘ ’Bye Granddad, See you soon.’
‘ ’Bye sweetheart. Yes, please come and see me soon,’ I added,

the tears once again returning
‘Granddad’s crying, Grandma.’
‘Oh, he’s just being silly, aren’t you, dear?’
Don’t dear me you bloody evil woman.
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‘Well we must be going, Sister, we don’t want to overtire him,
do we children?’

They didn’t answer but I could see the disappointment in their
eyes.

‘We’ll see you again soon, Mrs Stephens,’ Sister said, but there
was no response from the Dragon, who simply breezed out as
unconcernedly as she had breezed in.

They had left and I had gone back to my silence and my thoughts only

to be disturbed by Sister. Oh god, there’s two of them this time, what are

they going to do now?

‘Now then, David, did we enjoy seeing our visitors?’

What a bloody silly question. I would enjoy seeing Attila the Hun, if

he would stay and talk to me. Anyway, who’s we and they’re my visitors,

except her; you can have her, but the little ones are mine.

‘Come on, David, let’s be having you. You’ve got to be doing your

number two’s and then we’ve got to be giving you a wash, before we put

you to bed, haven’t we?’ Sister Dorking said somewhat patronizingly to

me, her patient. ‘Nurse just grab hold of his arm and help me lift him.’

They think I’m bloody daft, deaf and crippled and I’m not. All that’s

wrong with me is I forget things. Can you imagine what it’s like to be

treated like this when everything has been so good? To be taken to the

toilet and waited for, whilst you did a wee or had a crap and then had

your backside wiped by some little girl or boy? I can do it on my own,

but sometimes I forget.

‘There you are, David, all done and dusted; now, let’s get you into

bed’

Oh, I wish I could get people to understand that I do know what’s

going on. I wish I could tell everyone that my mind is OK, but I just

can’t get my brain to be normal. I know I’ve got dementia, and possibly

Alzheimer’s has caused that and right from the beginning, he told me so.

Who told me, I can’t remember. Think, man, think. I have to keep

thinking or I might lose that.
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Who the hell told me? Of course, James did. James Percival, my
doctor.

See, you can do it.
That’s my problem, I forget things, what I said a minute or two ago,

sometimes where I live, sometimes what I have done, sometimes how to
eat and even sometimes how to go to the toilet.

I can get lost in my own home, even when I’m just going to the toilet.
I know that I often repeat myself, it just comes out. I’ll tell the same

story two or three times.
Not every time, as sometimes I slip back into gear and I can be almost

normal and sometimes I can even speak; but I know it’s getting worse
and I think even my mind will eventually go.

They think I don’t know what the problem is, especially her, my
BLOODY WIFE; she’s the one who dumped me in here, a bloody nursing
home. But I do understand. I may not be able to communicate, but I do
understand, every little bloody thing.

She’s told everyone she needs a rest, she can’t cope with me anymore,
and everybody feels sorry for her. I remember she tried it before. I had
arranged for twenty-four-hour care with two nurses all the time, and
what did she do with them? Only told them they’re not needed and while
Constance and Hannah were away she dumped me in a home miles
away and got me certified, which nearly finished me. They even tried to
kill my memory to keep me in there, and if it hadn’t been for Hannah I
don’t know where I would be, and all this just to get her hands on the
family money. She hasn’t done anything; she’s just there giving orders to
the nurses and to my carers and she can’t even put up with that.

But what about me? Where’s the ‘for better or for worse’? She’s only
had a few months of this, but what about me? They have all forgotten
the forty years I spent in a job that for twenty of those years I hated and
I never told anyone. I could have run away every bloody day of the week
but I didn’t, I had to think of her and the children. I never had any life
of my own. Now look at them, her and four bloody kids; well, three of
them at least, and now I’m a bloody embarrassment to them all and
they want to leave me in here.

But she’s got a bloody shock to come. She thinks the kids will look
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after her, but they won’t. They’re all too bloody selfish. Mind you, I’ve
always said they’ve got their own lives to lead and we didn’t have
children to be our servants.

Well, I can understand. I may not be able to communicate all the
time, but my mind inside seems to be working; although I know even
that’s getting worse. Oh my god, I’m even repeating things to myself.

It’s only half past bloody five and they want us out of the way so we
have to go to bed. Well, I have a window to look out of, better than some
of the poor buggers; it’s one of the advantages of being reasonably well
off and I’ve got a better room. At least I can think about the good times.

‘Look, nurse, there’s that smile again,’ Sister said. ‘He’s gone back
into his little world.’

Of course I have. I’ve got something to smile about. The family – and
that includes my children, apart from Hannah – have had me certified
or sectioned, hoping to prove I am incapable of making a decision and
that I am a danger to myself and others. I was rescued from the last one,
but they are having me reassessed in a day or so. I know they want to
get their hands on my money, which is a considerable amount, and then
I will be left to rot, probably put in some cheap nursing home, until I
die, like the one Phoebe, the bloody Dragon, put me in before. They really
will be in for a surprise when they find out what I have done.

My father never really took to Phoebe and I know he felt she was
just after the family money, so, as a consequence of this, I drew
up an airtight prenuptial agreement. Initially, it was simply to
protect the business as we had gone public and didn’t want to
risk the shares going outside the family should she divorce me at
a later date. Phoebe could see the advantages she would gain by
joining the family and as soon as she saw the monthly allowance
she would receive she quickly signed the agreement with no
questions.

It’s one of the few things that have kept me going, thinking
about what I have done. I must have been a devious bastard, or
perhaps sensible, but deep down I knew they would try some-
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thing, so the moment I knew I had the start of this terrible disease
and whilst I was still of sound mind, I went to see the family
doctor and friend and he organised for two totally independent
neurologists, one psychiatrist and an independent lawyer, non-
other than the local president of the law society, to assess me in
order to protect me against my family and other abuse. I made a
good allowance for my wife, which now I regret, and the rest was
to be used to look after me.

‘David, what on earth are you laughing at?’ Sister asked,
having heard me make an unusual noise. I would have loved to
have told her, but it would have spoiled the surprise, so I just
ignored her and carried on staring. It was the easiest way to get
rid of her.

I was put in this home, miles out of the way, and deliberately
left there in the hope I would deteriorate quickly. Mental torture
I would call it. They, that is Phoebe, my wife, simply wanted to
hasten on my dementia and I believe if I had remained there for
much longer they would have succeeded; but now, with better
care, I could feel my senses returning and I began thinking how
it had all happened.

I remember I was sent to boarding school and did rather well
at the three R’s; I was a good sportsman too, played cricket and
rugby for the school and was in the athletics team. Now I have to
get help to go to the bogs in case I forget where I am. They
occasionally help me get dressed in the morning, wash me, bathe
me and sometimes even have to help me feed myself. What a
bloody existence! See my problem – I cannot stick to the subject.

I wasn’t a bad-looking chap. I discovered girls at an early age
and was lucky enough to have Phoebe Western, the school
sweetheart, as my girlfriend. She was everybody’s dream; well,
the boys’ that is, and as she grew older, she grew more beautiful
and developed curves in all the right places. I was lucky, but I
was also too possessive; Phoebe knew she was good looking and
wanted to play the field. I remember when she finished with me,
I was devastated, but my mother said, ‘You’re a good-looking lad
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and there are plenty of other fish in the sea.’ There were, but I
wanted Phoebe. It became worse for me when I went to Bristol
University and she went to Bath and for some awful reason we
kept bumping into each other. It always caused a flutter in my
heart when I saw her, but I was playing the field too and like all
young men, one soon forgets the past.

I qualified with a BSc and began working for an engineering
company in my home town, whilst Phoebe disappeared and did
not complete her final year at Bath; rumour had it she was
expecting a child and left to have an abortion.

Gosh! I’ve suddenly thought, was this the beginning of my
troubles? I was in my twenties and I remember there was no way
I wanted to live at home with my parents; not that I wasn’t fond
of them, I just wanted my freedom and I managed to get a flat on
the edge of the town centre. It had two bedrooms, a kitchen,
which I never used, as we always had plenty of volunteers. I say
we as James would often stay for the weekend, as he had a
further year to do at university for his medical degree, and I also
had plenty of lodgers. It was a regular little den of iniquity, but
what’s life all about when I can end up like this? At least I can
say I have done something with my life.

Anyway, I remember having a late-night discussion with my
boss Frank Payne and an expert from Holland about various
problems the firm was experiencing with some Dutch mechanical
parts. It wasn’t the most stimulating subject matter for a Friday
evening, especially when I had Paula Smith waiting for me as we
were supposed to be going to the pictures. She at least acted as
our hostess, supplying endless alcoholic drinks, teas, coffees and
toast and even went out for fish and chips for us.

We did manage to sort out all our problems before they left at
about three in the morning. I was too tired for anything else and
went straight to bed dragging a shattered Paula with me.

The following morning I can remember feeling strange, as
though I was lost, and I found myself wandering to the lounge.
There were papers and drawings everywhere.
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‘What the hell’s this?’ I shouted. ‘We’ve been burgled.’
Paula came running in and on seeing the mess, calmly said,

‘No, we haven’t, that’s how we left it.’
‘Left what?’
‘The mess. You didn’t finish till gone three and we went

straight to bed.’
‘Finished what?
‘David, you had a meeting with Frank.’
‘Oh yes, I remember.’ I replied, but I didn’t really, I couldn’t

remember anything of the meeting and it wasn’t until I read
through the notes and papers and questioned Paula throughout
the day that I began to recall what had happened. It was quite
frightening; I seemed to have completely lost seven or eight
hours. I didn’t discuss it with anybody, I was too embarrassed,
but Paula did notice and for the next day or two she would ask
me if I was all right.

She was a nice girl and I went about with her for a few
months, but she soon tired of the meetings that seemed to
develop frequently as Frank was becoming estranged from his
wife and he turned to me for company.

I left Frank’s company and joined Pennington’s on a much
greater salary than he could afford and began a very successful
period of my working life. After two or three years I was offered
a partnership in the business, which was named after my boss
John Pennington. My father put up the money, to buy my way
in, which I gladly accepted. He was a clever old thing and could
see the opportunities that were out there and even invested extra
money in the firm as it was short of cash to develop and grow.
He actually took control but only as a sleeping partner and was
never involved with the running of the firm; however, when
John Pennington wanted to retire, my father bought him out to
the mutual satisfaction of all parties and our family took control
of the firm, with John Pennington staying on as consultant for a
couple of years until I had learned enough to be more useful.

I had a wonderful social life as well as a thriving career, a
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beautiful old 1949 MG TC, which looked like new and which I
adored. I even remember the number MZ 3643. I saw myself as
an original eligible bachelor.

Remember Gloria Fenston? Of course I do; she was a very
pretty woman who set her stall out for me. I took her out a few
times and then one day I picked her up for lunch at the Old Sun
in Haworth, which was way out into the country. We were
having a pleasant meal when suddenly she disappeared under the
table and wouldn’t come up. I sat there in total amazement
looking round wondering what to do. I lifted the tablecloth and
looked underneath and there she was, looking at me in shock.

‘What’s the matter?’ I asked, not knowing whether to laugh or
cry with embarrassment. That was until she said, ‘My husband
has just come in with one of his clients.’

‘You told me you were divorced.’
She just mouthed, I’m sorry.
I called the waiter over and explained the circumstances,

asking him not to laugh, with me trying hard not to myself,
which caused him even more difficulty in keeping a straight face.

‘Right, sir, I know what we can do,’ he replied, biting his lip to
stop himself from laughing, and then he departed to the kitchen.
I think the entire restaurant heard the burst of laughter when he
shut the door behind him. I couldn’t believe the next few min-
utes, it was pure farce.

Two members of staff returned with a screen, which they
opened out, put by the table and then slowly walked holding the
screen up whilst Gloria went out of the restaurant on all fours.

I gave the waiter a huge tip and we both had a good laugh.
I remember driving back home in absolute silence save for the

occasional burst of laughter from me. I didn’t see her again.

‘David, you’re still laughing; what’s so funny?’ Sister asked again
‘I was thinking about when I was young.’ God I’ve told her.
‘Come on then, tell me what it’s all about.’
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‘I was just young’
It’s a strange thing, I can always remember things that happened

years ago but sometimes I can’t remember what happened a few minutes
ago.

‘Aren’t you going to tell me?’
‘No, they’re thoughts just for me.’
‘Oh, all right then.’
‘Stay and talk, Sister. Please, we can talk about something else.’
‘David I can’t, I have work to do.’
Bugger you then, leave me alone. Now where was I? Sod it! I can’t

remember. Come on, think. You can do it.

I suppose I shouldn’t have, but I did go out with some married
women, the temptation was just too great to resist, particularly
my secretary Philippa. She was a leggy blonde, built like Sabrina,
and walked like Marilyn Monroe in Some Like it Hot. It’s another
day I shan’t forget – but oh god, I suppose I will – anyway, we
had been very busy during the day and as a thank you, I suggested
we went out for an evening meal and then we went on into the
country, miles from anywhere. Well, I suppose it was stupid to
pull into this big muddy field, and when we had finished our
love-making, I slipped the car into gear and found we were stuck.
The more I tried, the deeper the car went in. There was nothing I
could do except get out and push. Philippa got into the driving
seat whilst I pushed. Of course, she was too heavy on the
accelerator and you can imagine what I was like after the wheels
spun throwing every little bit of mud in their way all over me.
My feet were almost in water as the car sunk deeper every second
those wheels turned. Philippa thought it was extremely funny
until I explained what the options were. Either she pushed whilst
I try to guide the car out, or we wait until the morning and got
the farmer to tow us out. We sat in the car covered in mud for
the whole night. It was cold and miserable and now I couldn’t
imagine anything worse than sitting in the car with your secretary
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for the whole night long. She couldn’t say anything except, what
are we going to do? What am I going to tell Roger? And I
remember falling asleep listening to her constant moans. But
worse was to come when I got out of the car in the early hours
of the morning; the dawn was breaking and there was just
enough daylight, for me to see where I was going so I began to
walk to a nearby farm to try to get a tow, but who should I bump
into? None other than our milkman. Not only did he supply our
house but also the factory. How was I supposed to know he got
his milk from this farm? You would have thought it was my fault
when I told Philippa.

‘Gerry! What brings you here?’ I asked him.
‘I might ask the same question,’ he replied.
‘Don’t ask questions. I’ve got the MG stuck, can you tow me

out?’
‘I’ll ask Fred to lend me the tractor; where are you?’
‘About quarter of a mile down the road and don’t you bloody

dare say anything when you see the mess I’m in.’
Well, I remember Gerry and I stood on the back of the tractor,

whilst Fred took us to the field. He didn’t have to say anything;
the two of them just burst out laughing and couldn’t stop. Neither
could I; it was either that or cry. There she was, the long-legged
blonde in four-inch high-heeled shoes, short skirt up to her
armpits, wrapped in a blanket, covered in mud, and trying to
stamp her feet in temper because I had brought help in the shape
of our milkman, and every time the foot went into the mud it
came back shoeless. I never lived that down with Gerry and it
wasn’t blackmail that made me keep him as our milkman all
these years.

My problem didn’t end there. I had kept the engine running
most of the night and after I had got back on the main road I ran
out of petrol. There were no mobile phones in those days, so I
had to find the nearest house and hope they had a telephone so
that I could get some help. Thankfully they had and I telephoned
the AA. They had motorbikes and sidecars in those days and
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when the patrolman arrived I know he tried not to laugh when
he saw what condition Philippa and I were in. He tried desperately
to hide his laughter but failed miserably, as it was impossible in
the two-seater MG.

‘Go off the road did you, sir?’ he asked, although he clearly
knew the answer already.

‘You could say that,’ I said, once again trying not to laugh.
Anyway, I remember I took Philippa straight back to her house

and told her to tell her husband that we had a meeting in
Worcester and that we went off the road. ‘If he rings I’ll tell him
the same,’ I told her. ‘See you in the morning.’

‘No you won’t. I don’t want to work for you any more’ And
that was that; she didn’t turn up for work the next day and I
never saw her again. C’est la vie.

Didn’t I have a wonderful time? And then it was all ruined.
Oh, I hate thinking about it, but yes, after all my philanderings
who should come back on to the scene but Phoebe. Everybody
knew she had been around a bit, had had loads of boyfriends and
was still in demand. She still had the looks of a teenager and was
very attractive, which meant she could pick and choose who she
went out with. But she had begun to be materialistic and could
tell simply by the size of the car the boys had, who had money. I
should say young men as we were all in our twenties to thirties. I
suppose there was a clique of us that would knock around
together, party at each other’s flats or meet for a drink in the
local and at least once a month, particularly in the winter, go to a
dinner and dance at one of the hotels. It was all very civilised.
Several of my friends had been to public school and had devel-
oped an air of superiority, not nastily, I remember, but their local
accent had disappeared, simply due to the fact that they had
mixed with people from all areas, and it simply becomes a
melange of various accents and could often sound posh.

It was these latter types that Phoebe was drawn to as they
always appeared to be in the good jobs. They were managers of



13

COME ON, GRANDDAD, HOLD MY HAND

this or that, or in banking or professional people, where as I
worked in a factory and I still had my old MG, not one of the
new sleek Jags or Astons.

It often used to annoy me as I, or James who was still in
training and could ill afford a round of drinks, seemed to always
be first at the bar, and when we were paying it was always gin
and tonics, but when it came to their turn it was half a bitter.

We did have some lovely times, but as time went on the
friends began to grow up and the casual affairs became engage-
ments and one by one couples married. I do remember Philip
Daniels’s wedding. He was the first of our group to tie the knot
and of course he had a riotous stag party. We tied him to a lamp
post whilst he was blind drunk, with the time and the address of
the church where he was getting married attached to him, invit-
ing the general public to release him and take him there, but they
didn’t. It was only when the best man realised he hadn’t seen
him that the search began. The wedding by this time was only an
hour away. No one thought for one moment that he would still
be tied up outside Marks and Spencers in the centre of the town,
where hundreds would have passed, and it was only when
someone decided to go and check that he was found, still the
worse for wear. No one had given any thought to his well-being.
He was very cold and very miserable and looked ill. April Lacey,
his bride-to-be, was devastated when she saw the condition he
was in and the photos confirmed it. We then agreed no more
stupidity on the stag nights.

April’s big day was marked by further controversy as Phoebe
outdid the bride. She looked absolutely stunning and gained a
further regiment of admirers, but she was still looking for the
permanent rich kid. I remember at the evening reception I was
chatting to some people when she came and joined the group
with her friend, James Porteous. He was a flash sort of lad, an
estate agent who lived up to every penny he earned and at the
time Phoebe had her claws into him and, of course, when she
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introduced him to us, she couldn’t resist adding, ‘He’s got an E-
Type Jag you know.’ To which James replied sarcastically, ‘No, I
didn’t know.’

I’ll never forget when she came to introduce me to anyone, it
was a simple, ‘and this is so and so, and this is David he works at
Pennington’s; it’s the big factory on the outskirts of the town’,
and that was that. She flounced away to her architects, solicitors
and bankers without a look back at her blue-collar former
admirer.

My father made me Managing Director and over the years we
prospered. One of my first tasks, however, was to buy Marsdens
Engineers, which was owned by Frank Payne, my old boss. When
I worked there I could see the potential of the firm and after
taking over at Pennington’s, I saw the benefits of bringing the
two firms together would be enormous.

Frank wanted to retire in any event and was glad of our offer,
particularly as we paid him as a consultant for many years after.

‘There’s many a good tune played on an old fiddle,’ my father
used to say, and he was right. These older more practically
experienced engineers could often sort out the most difficult
problems and did so saving more than I paid them in salary each
year. Not only that, but they enjoyed doing it; it kept them alive.
Oh god I wish I could do that now.

I developed several new projects and the firm prospered so
much that we went public and both of us made a small fortune
in the process. In fact, the share placing valued Pennington’s at a
hundred million pounds and as we retained seventy per cent of
the company, our share was seventy million, which was a large
fortune in anybody’s book.

The Financial Times made a meal of the story and so did several
of the other national newspapers; so much so that I remember
becoming a bit of a celebrity in local circles. My father was always
a fair man and invited John Pennington to join the board in a
non-executive capacity and gifted him with one per cent of the
company. He also put ten per cent of the shares into trust for the
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workforce who were still employed, together with those who had
retired and benefited by over fifty thousand a year; but the
important thing was it made them feel part of the firm.

We actually received over twenty-five million pounds for thirty
per cent of the company, which caused a big stir locally and must
had entered the ears of Phoebe.

I still had my job, a fantastic salary, a profit-sharing bonus, and
I never looked back. I had all the trappings of wealth with the
exception of a wife, but there I had plenty of opportunities.

Several other members of the group had tied the knot but our
Phoebe was still searching for her Mr Right and . . . Dammit! I
can’t remember which one it was. Aaarh! Yes, it was when
Clayton got married and once again Phoebe was done up to the
nines. You couldn’t take it away from her, she did scrub up well
and was blessed with good looks and once again had an entourage
of men wanting to be with her; although this group was becoming
smaller and smaller as more of us drifted into marriage.


