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Fond Memories - Alterations

Grey unpainted brick of the church rose into view, the crunch of the snow beneath worn leather shoes, was the only disturbance to the sombre atmosphere of the cemetery. Mary made her decent with the path ahead shrouded by muted grey clouds, and the mint heavy air did little to refresh her.
Upon reaching the church, Mary retrieved the heavy set of keys from her bosom, attached to her neck by a worn piece of string, borrowed from Father. She leaned forwards with a heavy hand, turning the key and opening the frozen doors which scraped across the stone flooring with resistance. 
Her grey flock bellowed as she turned to close the heavy doors. The air was heavy with dust and dampness, yet she removed her bonnet revealing almost platinum hair, and kicking the heels of her shoes against the grey stone to remove the worst of the dirt and snow. 
Heaving a sigh, she strowed forwards, all the while casting her gaze about at the familiar scenery. Down the narrow aisle, with the erect pews on either side and elaborate paintings of the life and suffering of Jesus Christ hanging on the walls, Mary could not help but stop in her tracks as she came in line with the pipe organ situated on the wall in the centre of the right rows of pews. The sight never failing to awaken joyful, yet painful, memories of happier times once passed.
Mary could recall quite vividly the first day she saw this instrument. Their family had just moved into the village and her father, being a devout man, insisted that the first order of business was to visit their new local church. Being an organ player in their previous parish, he was eager to offer the same services here. Father Mark had been most grateful for her father’s proposition and had accepted with great enthusiasm. They had unable to acquire any with the skills to play for some time. 
Mary recalls the priest commenting to her father, “services have been rather grey without the accompanying organ. I am overjoyed that God has brought you to this parish.” 
She remembered how her small frame was lifted upon her fathers’ arms as he played the organ here for the first time. His hands moving delicately but purposefully across the keys. The beautiful sounds changing from red to blue brought life to every hymn and resonated with the deepest parts of the soul. From then on, with every Sunday Communion, he would play with a soft smile, uniting others with the heartful music. Bringing life back to this small parish.
As the memory faded, she continued down the aisle with a heavier heart, until arriving at the Confessional compartment just below the altar to the left. 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 she had confessed her sins to Father Mark, both great and small. The small space of the compartment prevented significant light to shine through, and yet, even in the darkness she could still make out the elaborate details and carvings that reminded her of the grand churches of her old London home.
However, it was the bench of the compartment that held the object of Mary’s quest. Her fathers’ old Bible, which she had left in error after confession the day before. 
It was her most treasured possession. Left to her after her father’s untimely passing last summer. Its strong leather bindings and unfolded pages did just as much to connect the girl to her father as it did with God himself. As if her father were still watching over her just as God watches over his children.
Opening it, and there placed snugly inside, between the pages of the book of Revelations, was a miniature painting of Peter Thomas, her father. His blue eyes, so much like her own, shone with an everlasting kindness and humility as he gazed up at her, wearing his red Sunday best. 
She could breathe easy again. 
Mother had not responded kindly on discovering her carelessness in losing her father’s old Bible. “How could you disrespect your father like that? Forgetting the Bible he had left in your charge! Where is your sense of responsibility?” Ashamed, Mary henceforth was ordered to go straight to Father Mark the next day and request access to the church to retrieve it, snow and ice notwithstanding. 
For the remainder of the late evening and all through supper, mother had cast Mary reproachful looks in her direction, grey eyes narrowed in judgement. Making her wish, not for the first time and most certainly not for the last, that father was still here.
There was truly little that Mary would not do to please her grieving mother. Desperate to bridge the gap caused by his absence. Yet, despite her best efforts, her mother was unwilling to do the same, and this new development only strove to add more nails into the casket that was between them.
Trophy in hand, she made towards the solid oak doors, only stopping at the foot of the statue of the Virgin Mother to inwardly say a short prayer of thanks for the Bible’s safe return. Her blue robes made her appear almost aglow with understanding comfort as she accepted the prayers from the young girl before her.
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 it, and drawing nearer it occurred to her that she was walking towards her father’s tombstone.
At its base was a singular vibrant poinsettia protruding from the snow. Astonishing. This must be a sign from God.
Her eyes swam at the sight. Heart swelling with unsuppressed emotions, as she stood there, offering a silent prayer, and concluding with a soundless murmur of “amen.” 
Taking one last longing look at her fathers’ final resting place and the words etched permanently in stone, Mary headed back down to the village.

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.

Second Commentary for the Alterations Made
My decided to change to focus on the Last Supper to the pipe organ was due to being unable to find evidence as to the existence of the depictions of the Last Supper within Victorian Churches. My decision to use the organ is an attempt to place the father in a more appealing and kinder light, which I attempted to demonstrate by further use of the red and blue colour imagery. 
[footnoteRef:1]In my research I have found that there is an association between colours and sounds with BLUE representing high notes, or treble, and RED being associated with low-pitched sounds, or bass sounds. Which I have used to represent the different pitches of sounds made by the organ, while also associating it with the more positive connotations of the colours mentioned in the first commentary. [1:  Doug. Millhoff, Quora (2019) <Does sound have color? What does it mean to color the sound? - Quora> [accessed 23 September 2022].
] 

[footnoteRef:2]Also, I have decided to give the Virgin Mary more of a role in this story to emphasis the church as Catholic as the research I have done on Catholicism during the Victorian era have shown me that after the emancipation act in 1828, there was a revival of Catholicism, amongst others, during this time. As this act freed people from legal, social, and political restrictions. [2:  Victorian Era, Victorian Era Catholicism (2022) <Victorian Era Catholicism (victorian-era.org)> [accessed 23 September 2022].
] 


I have attempted to use more remembered speech with regards to the mother and father to offer a deeper insight into their characters and personality as well as gaining more character development with Mary. The mother I have depicted as having grey eyes to emphasis the emotions of depression and grief associated with this colour which I have used previously, while also suggesting that the mother too overcome by her own grief to see her daughters or comfort her. This could also be interpreted as the mother being reminded of her grief and loss every time, she looks at her daughter, due to Mary’s and her father’s similarities, causing her more pain.

As the characterisation of Mary, I have not only added more physical features such as hair and eye colour, but I have also tried to present her as doubting and caring daughter but with a closer relationship to her father than mother. Which I have tried to do by leaving her mother the only nameless character, reducing her significance in comparison to her father or Father Mark. That also light her father she was also a devout Christian, such as when she prays to the Virgin Mary, her name’s sake.

I have also altered some description of the church layout to try and make the imagery of the church easier but not overly descriptive.
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