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Fond Memories

The gothic structure and grey unpainted brick work of the church rose into view as Mary gradually made her way steadily towards it. The faint crunch of the snow beneath worn leather shoes were the only disturbance to the sombre atmosphere of the church cemetery as she made her decent, with muted grey clouds shadowing the path. The scent of cooled, almost mint heavy air did little to refresh her, but to add to the persistent chill of these winter months.
The girl reached into her bosom to retrieve the heavy metal set of keys, attached to her neck by a worn piece of string. Which the girl had borrowed from Father Mark after obtaining special permission to enter the church out of hours. Holding it, she reached forwards with a heavy hand, turning the key and opening the frozen doors which scraped across the stone flooring. A sound that emanated through the great hall, causing dust to float gradually down.
Mary’s grey flock bellowed about her as she turned to close the heavy doors behind her. The air was heavy with dust and dampness, yet she removed her bonnet and kicked the heels of her shoes against the grey stone to remove the worst of the dirty from around her feet. 
Then with a more determined disposition, she strowed forwards, all the while casting her gaze about at the familiar scenery. Past the statue of the Virgin Mother, the rows of pews and elaborate painting of the Christ the Lord, until a tapestry of The Last Supper by Leonardo da Vinci caught the girl’s gaze, with its bright colours of red and blue. While she has seen this tapestry many times while attending church, it has never failed to awaken distant memories of happier times once passed.
Mary recalled quite vividly the first day she had beheld this portrayal of The Last Supper. Their family had just moved into the village and her father, being a devout man of God, insisted that the first order of business was to visit their new local church. She remembered how her small frame was lifted upon her fathers’ arms as he surveyed the churches interior, but it was not until he had spotted the tapestry that his demeanour became satisfied with his surroundings. From there on, with every Sunday Communion, he would always admire this work of art with a soft smile playing on his lips. 
Yet despite these treasured memories of her father, Mary could not help but feel saddened by them as they merely served to renew the sting of her loss.
With a heavy heart, she continued her way down the aisle until arriving at the Confessional compartment located on the left wall at the head of the church, just below the alter. Inside the wooden compartment, past the musty curtains, Mary came face to face with the deep oak of the latticed opening, recalling all the times in which she has confessed her sins to Father Mark, both great and small. The small space of the compartment prevented significant light to shine through and caused the occupier to be shrouded in near darkness. Yet the girl could still make out the elaborate details and carvings that adorned the dark wood of the compartment wall, reminding Mary of the grand Cathedrals of her old home in London.
However, it was upon the bench of the compartment which held the object of the girls’ searching. Her fathers’ old Bible, which she had left in error after confession the day previous. 
It was Mary’s most treasured possession. Left to her after her fathers untimely passing last summers past. Its strong leather bindings and unfolded pages did just as much to connect the girl to her father as it does with God himself. Offering Mary, a sense of security and protection, as if her father were still watching over her just as God watcher over his children.
The girl opened it and there, placed snugly inside, between the pages of the book of Revelations, was a small painting of Peter Thomas, her father. His face almost aglow with the vibrant blue sky around him, wearing his red Sunday best. 
The girls’ shoulders sagged as bated breath left her lips. It was now safe, back in her possession. Mother had not responded kindly on discovering her carelessness in losing her father’s old Bible, and at henceforth ordered her daughter to go straight to Father Mark the next day and request access to the church to retrieve it, snow and ice notwithstanding. 
Trophy in hand, she made towards the solid oak doors to depart.
Upon leaving the building, closing, and locking the door behind her. Mary was pleasantly surprised to be greeted by the gentle blue of the sky, casting light on a previously dismal day. Now with a clearer view, she noticed a crimson reflection that marred the white snow ahead of her. Curiously, Mary walked towards this, and as she drew nearer it occurred to Mary that she was walking towards her father’s tomb stone.
Reaching the destination, the girl was astonished to see a singular vibrant poinsettia protruding from the snow at the base of her father’s tomb stone. 
The girls’ eyes began swimming as she believed that surely this could only be a sign from the divine. Her heart swelled with emotion and Mary believed that she could almost feel her father’s presence here in this moment.
Standing there she offered a silent prayer and concluding with a soundless murmur of “amen.” 
Taking one last longing gaze at her fathers’ final resting place and the words etched permanently in stone, Mary headed back down to the village. A warm glow of comfort around her slim shoulders.


Commentary 
This story is about a young girl based in the Victorian era between 1837 to 1901, because this is personally my favourite period in history and Christianity was still the most dominant religion at this time. I used grey imagery that connotes the emotion of depression, to emphasis Mary’s overwhelming emotions about the loss of her father. However, the dominant colours change to red and blue as she remembers fond memories about her father and has retrieved the Bible. Such as tapestry and the picture of her father, plus the crimson colour of the poinsettia, a flower that has been known to grow in the snow and symbolises the hope of Christmas. I have chosen these colours because red is associated in Christianity as the colour of the Virgin Mary. This is significant because Christians pray to Mary to watch over the dead or sick. Whereas blue connotes idea of calmness and security, the emotions that Mary feels when she thinks of her father and what her father’s Bible provides even now that he is gone. 
The place I have used is St Sannan’s Church in Bedwellty, my old local church and a place I know quite well. I have chosen to use a religious setting because I associate the church as a place to remember and pray for lost loved ones.
