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CSCW7010 Writing Workshop: Research and Writing

S. Adams 1600044 Assignment Focused Narrative
MUM, MARIO AND ME
CHAPTER ONE

NO FLOWERS

Saturday: 12:40

It all started with an e-mail from Mum.

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com                                                                                                                                                                                  To: Sawestham@btinternet.com

Sent: Saturday 7 Dec 2019 at 12:34

Subject: No Flowers

Hello darling,
Thank you for your kind e-mail.

Why are you wishing me luck for tomorrow?? I have my pre op examination two weeks yesterday!
I’m excited about Venice and have no gossip other than Venice and Mario.

It’s frightening. 

He is a lovely man. I trust him completely. I shouldn’t judge him or compare him really. 

I’ve just showered and washed my hair. It whacks me out. 

Did I tell you Edna is poorly? 

She died on Tuesday morning.

Poor thing. I have sent a card. The funeral is on Thursday.
No flowers. 

My iPad had it yesterday. It stopped charging. 

Thank God for my new mobile. I’ve rebooted but more worried about my photos and my music. 
What was it you said that made me laugh and I said Oh, Sandra would love that? 
My iPad is charging now but the plug is hot!! 
I am still in my dressing gown and have to go shopping
At least I don’t need to buy flowers. 
Poor Edna. She passed away on Tuesday morning. 
No flowers. 
Where are you today sweetheart?
My head’s in a whirl. 
It’s raining and cold. They’ve put the heating on eight days earlier than normal.
The hospitals given me three dates to choose from, so I picked the 23rd.

After I come home from Italy.
I told Josie I was frightened. There will be so many Italians in Italy and she said ‘Cor, go on and have your whiskers tickled, I bloody would!’ 
Josie was 81 last week.
Did Uncle Stuart send you a picture of their new grandson Parker? 
I shall miss Edna’s funeral. 
Did I tell you there will be no flowers? 
By the way, did I tell you about Mario?

Love, Mum x

CHAPTER TWO

MARIO

Mario?.... Who the hell is Mario?

CHAPTER THREE

CALL ME!
Saturday: 23:07

From: Sawestham@btinternet.com

To: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com                                                                                                                                                                                  Sent: Saturday 7 Dec 2019 at 23:07

Subject: Please Call
Where are you?

Phone me asap!!

Sue x
Saturday: 23:33

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Saturday 7 Dec 2019 at 23:33

Subject Stop Worrying!

Hi Sweetheart.

I am fine so please stop worrying!

I am in bed and have taken a sleeper
and I cannot stay online.

Will be in touch shortly.

God Bless

X

CHAPTER FOUR

HOME
Sunday: 07:35

The coffee machine woke me from my thoughts. I had been waiting patiently in my pyjamas for the Nespresso machine to kick into action and as always, it frightened the life out of me when it finally spilled its contents into my cup, filling the room with the sweet aroma of fresh coffee and enough noise for me not to hear my mobile phone ringing.

I am conscious of the noises I make because I live on my own and my neighbours live on the other side of my kitchen wall. I don’t want to upset the neighbours too early in the morning and I am not joking about my coffee machine. I am sure you can hear it from the next village. 

Sun was pouring in from the kitchen window and I felt its’ warmth in the cold kitchen and decided to drink my coffee standing with my back to the sink feeling the little piece of heat from the sun coming through the window. The bells of St. Mary’s church began to chime, calling the congregation of Upton Park village and reminding the rest of us heathens that it is in fact Sunday. I love Sundays in my one up one down cottage, lovingly decorated in neutral colours without any fuss. 

There are four other cottages on Brooking Lane and mine is attached to number one. Myrtle Cottage. The Gordon’s at number one had the bright idea of extending their cottage and selling the old part at a big profit but in all fairness, I was the lucky one to have the chance of buying a property not far from where I grew up in Caversham at a reasonable price and mum’s help – a  kind 48th birthday present. Property prices had escalated and most of my friends have moved away or living with parents – God forbid! I work at home too and on Sundays I have a day off.

This Sunday was going to be different. I was still thinking about my mothers e-mail and wondering what she has been up to. 
CHAPTER FIVE

SANDRA

Sunday: 09:41
I am now fully awake after a quick shower and change into comfortable clothes ready to tackle the problem I have with my mum. For all I know she may have stepped off the edge of the world never to be seen again. That will teach me a lesson to get what you wish for.  I walked back into the kitchen and I had a missed call from mum. I tried to ring her back, but her mobile was switched off and she wasn’t answering her landline. Maybe she had gone to Italy with Mario? I have absolutely no idea who Mario is and I have not got a clue as to Mum’s whereabouts. My only option is to call Sandra. Sandra is mum’s best friend and is as daft as mum! 

‘290 448, Sandra speaking.’ 

‘I know that’s your number and that is why I called it Sandra – It’s Sue and I want to know where mum is, I am very concerned?’

‘Why should I tell you when you are not very nice to me and your mother too - and anyway, I am sure she is perfectly alright with Mario there to help, don’t you think?’ Sandra said, laughing hysterically as she hung up the phone.

I only have mum’s best interest at heart. I am an only child and at 76 years of age my mum needs me. She can be a bit eccentric and I am concerned she is losing the plot. Her doctors have reassured me that she is OK but will not say anything else. Patient confidentiality they say! 

Also, five years ago, she had only gone and won the Lotto jackpot prize with another couple of winners! Mum had shared her winnings with a few friends and given a lot to charity. She also gave a large sum to me, on conditions that I was to leave her be. She was able to buy an apartment overlooking the Thames living next door to her old posh school friend Sandra. I don’t know where Sandra got the money to buy her apartment, but I would imagine her rich, dead lovers know. 
I must phone Sandra back and this time I will promise to be kind to her.
‘290…

‘Hi Sandra, it’s me again, I was going to ask you if you would like to go out for Sunday lunch, but you hung up.’ I said in my most polite and pleasant telephone voice that sounded very similar to Sandra’s annoying telephone voice.

‘Are you feeling alright Susan, you’re not coming down with something?’ 

‘Sarcasm Sandra does not suit you and I am feeling very well, I’m hungry and don’t wish to eat alone.’ I replied biting my lip so as not to scream any obscenities over the phone.  

The smell of roast meat hit us as we entered the bar and were quickly seated at a table by a waitress who was there one minute and gone the next. Sandra was wearing a pink woollen short skirt and matching jacket with a bright orange blouse and a small hat the same colour as her blouse. She looked a bit out of place compared to the rest of us rural looking lot in the pub. Sandra was never without her signature hat. 
The Crooked Billet pub, situated in the neighbouring village of Point Welly, is a popular food and drinks venue and serves the most delicious roast carvery and today it was packed with diners. It was by pure luck that I had made a phone call to book a table at the same time as the pub received a cancellation and I was able to book a table for two seated right next to the carvery. 

‘I am not sure it’s a good thing that your mother should be meeting Mario.’ Sandra said as she tucked into her dinner. ‘These bloody Christmas carols are getting on my nerves.’
‘Who is Mario?’ I asked

‘Just a man, and that’s for your mother to tell you not me and ask the waitress if she can turn the music down.’ She sipped her red wine sticking her little finger in the air. She really was a complete snob considering that she lived on the same council estate as my mum when they were children. I did smile when I noticed the wine had left red marks on both sides of her lips, resembling Dracula. Quite apt really, I thought.

‘Seriously, I am worried about her Sandra’ I looked straight at her hoping she would realise how serious I was.

She coughed slightly and looked back at me with a hard stare.
‘She is perfectly alright you know, your mother, unlike poor old Edna.’ Did you know that there…

‘No flowers, yes Mum told me.’ I said interrupting her. She was so bloody annoying. ‘Why don’t you trust Mario?

‘Now I never said that, I just thought it was not wise of her to go all that way, she hasn’t seen Mario in years!’  blurted Sandra

‘So, you do know him?’ I asked.

Sandra ignored my comment and was looking at the dessert menu.

I was left to pay the bill having got nowhere with Sandra on the what nots and whereabouts of mum. I found Sandra too much and took her home without dessert much to her annoyance. One nil to me! She could do with losing a bit of weight anyway. 

I looked at my Rolex watch to see if I had time to pop into the local shop to buy a bottle of emergency Brandy. My mum had given me the Rolex when she won the Lotto. I cherish it.
CHAPTER 6
CIAO BELLA!

Sunday: 13:01

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Sunday 8 Dec 2019 at 14:01
Subject Ciao Bella

Ciao Sweetheart

Here I am

In beautiful Venice – Ciao!

Weather is wet like their canals.

I am going to visit St. Lucy. 

Mario is taking me and then we

Are going to a gay bar.

The food is not to my taste. I had omelette

for Sunday lunch. Probably omelette for

dinner.

I am staying at a hotel not far from the square.

We have a twin room.

It’s raining cats and dogs here!

Wrap up warm darling.

Mario sends his love.

Arrivederci! x

PS You would love the omelettes here Sue’s xx

I send mum a text to call me immediately and make a mental note on the hour time difference between our countries. 

CHAPTER 7

OH! CHRISTMAS TREE

Sunday: 17:22 

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Sunday 8 Dec 2019 at 18:22
Subject Ciao Bella

Ciao Sweetheart.

We loved the gay bar

They had a Spinning Wheel 

for cocktails. God the lads serving

were real Tom Cruise.

Mario dropped my mobile

into his Afternoon Delight!

Mobile is broke and I haven’t had the

Damn phone a week!

Tomorrow we are going on a Gondola. 

I cannot wait!!

Love you my little girl.

Hope you enjoyed lunch with my Sandra.

Mama xxx

What am I going to do? I am sure he knows about her Lottery win. Who are you Mario, you are doing my head in?! What a bloody mess this is. 

I could not concentrate and so I sat at my desk, took a piece of paper and wrote down a list of things to do and decided to take option five and go to Venice! 

I looked outside and noticed a few flakes of snow. It looks like we are going to have a white Christmas this year and I haven’t even bothered with the Christmas decorations yet. Damn! I knew I had to do something today. I forgot to pick the Christmas tree up from the farm. Mum had her tree up three weeks ago. It’s not quite six o’clock and I could still make it. I ran to the car and drove to the farm where I had always gone since I was a child, to buy a Christmas tree. This year mum was not with me and as the snow started to fall, I felt lonely and missed my mum.

The tree was surprisingly small considering mum had picked it. It was already cocooned in plastic and was easy for me to handle. I stood the tree in the hallway where it stayed for the next few evenings. There was no more news with mum and my mobile was blank with messages and calls making me feel slightly unwanted. I picked up the telephone on my office desk and the answer machine was flashing. Why hadn’t I checked this before? 

It was a message from the British Consulate in Venice asking me to call them as soon as possible and left a number for me to contact them.

I quickly dialled the number. The line was dead. What the hell was going on? I opened my MacBook and looked for the number online. The line was busy when I tried again.

It had suddenly dawned on me that mum had mentioned in her e-mail about lunch with Sandra. I gave Sandra a call. 

‘Darling Susan, stop worrying about your mother she is fine.’ slurred Sandra

‘Have you been drinking?’ I ranted, ‘because this is serious, and I want to know how mum got in touch with you?’

‘And so, what if I have been drinking – Derek dear fill my glass handsome, it’s rather empty.’ And with that she hung up on me again!

I tossed and turned all night. I could not sleep and after making several attempts to get in contact with the British Consulate, I finally gave up and tried to get some sleep. 

At three o’clock in the morning I was packing a small cabin bag ready for Venice. I dialled the Consulate again; still busy and when I went to book my flight, I was gobsmacked. All flights have been cancelled due to heavy snow in England. I switched on the television. BBC breaking news confirmed that all flights from British airports have been cancelled as well as rail links and drivers are advised not to use their vehicles unless it is important.

The snow was coming down thick and fast. Under normal circumstances, the sight of snow would bring me cheer with thoughts of building a snowman and dreaming of a white Christmas, but I am in no mood for the snow. I know there is something not quite right. I make another list and leave a message to head office to let them know that I will be unavailable for the next few days. I was already ahead with my workload and only had one client’s work that I had to check. I am a proofreader and edit manuscripts for my sins. I enjoy the work and someday would like to write a novel - my dream is to write a book. My dream is on hold for another day until I get to the bottom of this. 

I was sleepy when I eventually got through to the British Consulate in Venice. It was a difficult call. I had to find out what was wrong with mum. I did not know anyone else in Italy, so I was sure this had to do with my mother. And it was! Apparently, my dear old mum popped into the British Consulate to ask them if they knew where she could purchase a new British mobile phone and could they recommend a restaurant where they serve a Sunday roast dinner. Mr Andrews at the other end of the line was not at all amused and asked if I could please explain to my mother that their priority is dealing with people in real difficulties and to remind her that they are not a tourist information board. Before I could make my apologies, Mr Andrews said in a sheepish voice that he hopes I remembered to collect the Christmas tree from Tops Farm. I asked if my mother was alone and the kind gentleman assured me that she was in great spirits and was alone. He informed me that another member of their staff had given her a lift back to her hotel. 

They knew the hotel my mum was staying at. My luck was changing!

‘Could you tell me the name of her hotel please.’ 

I waited for almost ten minutes when another voice came on the other end of the line. It was the driver who confirmed that mum was indeed alone, but he did not drop her at a hotel. She asked him to take her to Franco’s Gay Bar!  Mr Andrews came back on the phone and asked me if I knew Mario. He told me that my mother should be very careful and with that he was gone. 

CHAPTER 8
PARIS

Monday: 16:09 

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Monday 9 Dec 2019 at 16:09
Subject Bonjour Darling!

Hi Susie

In Gay Paree.

It’s so lovely here.

I have called Sandra

to let her know.

Off to Moulin Rouge.

Have fun. Must go. Mario wants me!

x

I woke up on the sofa and looked at the time. I had only nodded off for an hour and it was not quite ten o’clock in the morning. My mobile was ringing. I did not recognise the number. I quickly answered in case it was the British Consulate informing me that my mother is at the bottom of one of their canals.

‘Hello sweetheart, it’s mum!’ 

I could hear that she was at an airport or railway station. No, I was sure she was at an airport.

‘Where are you mother?’ I asked in a stern voice and sounded like I was her mother.

‘On my way to gay Paree.’ she purred.

‘Don’t tell me you are on your way to Paris.’ I answered back.

‘Of course, it’s Mario’s favourite city and you know how much I love romantic settings and the Eiffel tower.’

‘What are you playing at mum?! 

The phone went dead.

There was nothing I could do. I was snowed in. I checked my e-mails to see if work had received my mail and I was glad to read their confirmation. They agreed that I should take as much time off as I need. As a rule, I do not skip work unless you include the annual holiday and then I always give the company plenty of notice. My holiday dates are always sent to head office at the beginning of the financial year. I like to be organised and plan my time around my job. I work hard in a professional style and I am very loyal to the company. I was happy knowing that the company realised that I need time off and know it’s for a good reason, unlike some of the staff. There was no mail from mum.

I was not surprised to find the mobile network was down. Maybe, mum did not hang up on me after all and so I grabbed the landline only to hear that the telephone line was also dead. Well, at least I had the internet, other than that, I was well and truly trapped! We are prisoners to the snow and our homes are prison cells. There was not a lot we could do about it. When will this country of ours ever learn from our lack of knowledge when it comes to unpredictable bad weather? Heatwaves in the Summer, snow in Winter, floods and rain anytime of the year and yet we are never prepared for it and our everyday life is put on hold.

Changing into warm clothes has given me a lease of life. Armed with a hat, gloves, jacket and boots, I was going to beat this weather. I opened the front door and immediately screwed my eyes shut. The village was covered in a mass of white. A hint of blue sky was pushing out from the clouds as the sun poked a few rays across the snowy village. The scene was magnificent. A flurry of snowflakes fell softly as I inhaled deeply in awe of the winter scene. I exhale a misty cloud of air and smile at the beauty of the snow in the garden. The snow-capped gate and white hedges drip slow droplets of dew onto the white lawn where the almond blossom tree stands proudly wearing its’ new white coat.

At least two foot of snow had fallen overnight, and I needed to make a pathway. 

I crunched through the newly laid snow and ruined it’s clean covering in the process. Don’t you just love that feeling of being the first to walk on undisturbed snow? It is one of the many little things in life I enjoy. 

After an hour of sweeping and shovelling the snow, I came back into the house to light the real fire. I have central heating, but you can’t beat a real fire. Another one of the simple things in life that make me happy. 

I light a fire and decide to make soup using a bag of frozen vegetables that I had prepared in advance for such moments. It’s a shame I did not think to do the same with bread as the bread bin was empty. I settled for crackers to eat with the soup. I was grateful that the electric was still holding out the snow. I have already prepared for this and have candles and matches ready. 

The fire flicked and was roaring into flames as I sat and finished the homemade soup and even though I say it myself, the soup was delicious. 

I cleared everything away after I had finished the feast. I took a book and sat reading until I nodded off to sleep. It was dark when I finally woke. The fire had gone out and I felt cold. I was also hungry again. I switched on the lamp to give some light in the room, tripped over my book and knocked the TV remote off the coffee table. Tutting, I tell myself to be more careful and I begin to light the fire using a briquette, fire lighter and loading coal and wood on top. A great roar sounded through the chimney as the fire took hold. A warm light glow and warmth filled the room created by the fire. I read Mum’s e-mail which said she is going to the Moulin Rouge show. Just typical of her. 

               The local village shop would be closing soon, and I wanted bread. I walk out the door and noticed that I had not put the shovel away. This will have to wait until I get back because I did not want to miss the shop. In my haste I was unaware that I had left the front door ajar.

It took me over twenty minutes to walk to the shops. The trip usually takes only ten minutes when the pavements are not icy. Outside the store, the baskets were wet from the snow. After selecting the driest shopping basket, I entered the store. Nigel Brown, the shopkeepers son, sped passed me and I collided into a pile of cereal boxes. He looked up and winked. I blushed a little. Although Nigel may be classed as a little rough, he has handsome features and is well known for being the local heartbreaker. He is also a right charmer and much too young for me. I can always look though.

‘Merry Christmas!’ Nigel shouted to me as he bolted out of the door, leaving me to pick up the cereal display.

I added matches, candles, briquettes, fairy liquid, biscuits, chocolate and tissues to my shopping basket as well as a loaf of bread. 

At the counter, Mrs Brown was in a rather chatty mood. She had gossip! 

‘Did you hear about the burglaries? asked Mrs Brown as she put my shopping through the scanner at the till. ‘The village of Point Welly has had a spate of house burglaries and the Crooked Billet pub had their fruit machines broken into!’ Mrs Brown grew more excited as she went on telling me about the burglaries and her voice was deafening. All I wanted was my credit card back and held out my hand hoping that Mrs Brown would get the hint.

‘St. Mary’s vicarage had been burgled two nights ago too and the vicar is so upset!’ Mrs Brown said still not handing back the credit card. I wanted to get home in case we have more snow. It was silly because the snow had stopped a while ago and rain was forecast. I think I just wanted to get back home. She mentioned something about the gypsies, and I rolled my eyes and put out my hand and asked for my credit card.

I arrived home and the shovel had disappeared. I was sure that I never took the shovel back to the shed. I must have put it back and forgot. I opened the front door as someone in dark clothing barged passed me and fled. 

CHAPTER 9

I WANT MY MUM
Tuesday 07:35

 ‘Please help me mum?’ I sobbed. 
The mobile network was back on. I left a message on mum’s mobile.

I had been robbed! 

Lucky enough I returned home before the robber had time to trash the whole place. The living room was a bit messy and apart from my Rolex watch, nothing else had been taken. The shovel was nowhere to be seen.

The police were of great help when they arrived last night and certainly had given me peace of mind. I was also told that in future to be more careful when I leave the house. The robberies are not professionals, and they think it is more than one person involved. They fear it may be a gang of youths out for a bit of fun. Mrs Brown thinks it is the travelling community who have recently towed their homes on New Farm. 

I tried to let the police know that I am not usually so foolish as to leave my front door open. 

‘It’s just not like me you see, I have a lot on my plate at the moment.’ I felt such an idiot. I made excuses and began to tell them all about my mum. I went on and on.

They were obviously bored with my story and explained that my mother would be alright. PC Hutchins knew Mum and he said she is quite capable of looking after herself and I am not to worry. They will be in touch and will keep me informed with any latest information.
CHAPTER 10
I WILL BE THERE

Tuesday: 09:00 

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Tuesday 10 Dec 2019 at 09:00
Subject I Will Be There!

My Sweetheart.

Do not worry. 

I will be there.

Chin up!

Mum xxxxx

CHAPTER 11

THE SHOVEL
Tuesday 11:30

Mum is on her way. Her e-mail was short. She was coming home!

The phone rang – another piece of good news. The telephone line is working.

‘Sue it’s Sandra just to let you know Derek drove his 4x4 in the horrid snow to your little cottage yesterday and borrowed the shovel and we will return it as soon as possible -toodle pip!’ Sandra called and she was gone.
Tuesday 14:50

I heated up the remainder of the soup and had a slice of bread with it. Looking out at the window, I could see spots of rain falling slowly at first until the drips turned into a downpour. I put more logs on the fire and watch the flames burn. The crackling and rustling sounds of the fire in contrast to the rain lashing at the window, gave me a feeling of protection and comfort. I was in need of protection and comfort. I wanted my Mum. I also wanted to break Sandra’s neck for taking the shovel that I had reported missing to the Police. I should send the cops to her place, that would teach her.

Tuesday 19:48 
From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Tuesday 10 Dec 2019 at 19:48
Subject: Snow

Delayed due to bloody weather.

Will telephone you in the morning

Mum x

CHAPTER 12
SWAN LAKE
Wednesday 11:07
The snow had melted leaving the village in a mass of brown sludge. I walked out to get the milk from the doorstep as Mum pulled up in a taxi.

I was so delighted to see her and had so many questions.
‘About Mario Sue.’ she looked at me as though she was hiding something and was about to let it out. ‘The thing is Sue and please don’t think I am daft even though you always think I am but really I can explain.’

‘Explain what?’ I said.

‘There is no Mario, I made him up!

‘Whatever did you do that for?’ nothing really surprised me with Mum, but this was taking the biscuit.

‘You gave me no choice and everyone agreed that it was a good idea so you would not worry about me travelling alone.’ explained Mum.

We were sat on the sofa in my living room. I got up and poured two glasses of Merlot. 

‘I can’t make an Afternoon Delight, so this will have to do.’ we smiled as she took her drink and began to explain what all this was about.

‘I had enough of you trying to control my life for me.’ Mum said

‘Wha, umm, what?’ I could not believe what I was hearing.

‘Let me have my say Susan.’ 

‘OK.’ my head was faced towards the floor. I could not look at her.

‘I did not like the fact that every time I took a slight bit of interest in a man, you would think he was after my money – well you were wrong because I know what men really want and most of them want sex!’ she sipped her drink as my head looked up and my eyes were locked on hers. We both laughed until mum went back to her speech. 

‘I know you only mean well, but you have to learn that I can look after myself unlike you madam.’ she lightly tapped my leg enjoying that part of her talk.

‘I am also grieving for Edna.’ Mum began to dab at her eyes with a tissue. I put my arm over her shoulder and patted her. ‘Edna and I promised that we would visit Venice and go on to Paris to see the Eiffel Tower and watch the Moulin Rouge Show.’ 

‘I did not know that Mum and I am so sorry.’ 

‘Did you know we took ballet classes with the Silver Swans last year?’ Mum cried and I could not help but laugh at the idea of my mum and Edna ballet dancing, But I knew it was true!

Thursday 17:02

From: joy.britton4@virginmedia.com

To: Sawestham@btinternet.com
Sent: Thursday 12 Dec 2019 at 17:02
Subject: Keep Writing!

Hello Sweetheart
I feel so much better thank you.

It is great news that you have your 

Rolex back. I did warn you about

that little devil Nigel Brown! Him

and his thieving cronies had a 

Field day robbing half the village and 

just for kicks. Get a bloody job

is what I think!

The funeral was lovely.

Even tough there were no flowers!

Edna would have been proud. Now you 

promise me that you will start on

that book. 

My soap is on in a bit.

What did you think of Sandra’s hat?

She is a scream!

Thanks for remembering not to bring flowers.

Love you darling.

See you tomorrow.

Mum x

CHAPTER 13

FLOWERS

Friday 14:05
Mum came into the kitchen with a beautiful bouquet of flowers. 
‘These are for you.’ she smiled and took the card from the plastic holder in the flower arrangement. ‘They are from Mark!’ 

‘PC Hutchins Mark?’ I asked. 

‘Sure is, so what have you two been up to?’ 

‘I have no idea mum, let’s stick the flowers in water and finish off decorating the Christmas tree.’ I answered as we took our hot drinks into the living room and finished hanging the last of the baubles on the tree. 

Sandra came to collect Mum after lunch. They were going to town to watch Swan Lake at the Vue cinema.

The phone was ringing as I closed the front door.

CHAPTER 14

GUESS WHO?

‘Hello.’ 

‘Is that Sue? he asked.

‘Yes, it is and who are you?’ 

‘Hello Sue, it’s Mario.’

‘How is your lovely Mum?’

THE END


