A MOMENT OF  WEALTH

“Old misery” snapped Gwen to herself as she closed the door of number twenty one behind her and walked up the road towards the small row of shops.

In the sub-post office waiting in the pension queue she bemoan her lot to anyone who would listen.  “All he does is complain” she told Mrs. Morgan, who smiled slightly but did not sympathise. What did any of them know, Gwen wondered.

The subject of her derision was beside the fire in his old armchair. Mr. Crow, Pip to everyone, was watching the flames and dreaming of day long gone when Molly was alive and the world had seemed a better place even if it realy wasn’t.

He knew what Gwen thought of him. A nuisance, nothing more nothing less. She only kept coming because she thought there was an inheritance waiting for her.

The front door slammed.  “The queue was half up the street” Gwen exaggerated to play the martyr to the full “and the cold! Nearly froze I did standing about. Couldn’t get any apples, not at his prices, scandalous I call it. Can’t have you throwing, money away can we?”

Pip granted, neither agreeing nor disagreeing. He had long since learned this was the best way to respond to Gwen when she was in this mood, which was most of the time. It never failed to amaze him how he and Molly had managed top produce such an embittered creature as Gwen. A good husband, two lovely children and no money worries, and all she ever did was carp and find fault with all around her.

Pip could hear the sounds Gwen made as she put his few groceries away in the kitchen. There was much banging of cupboard doors and the occasional heart felt sigh. The sooner she went the better Pip would like it.

“Can I get you anything?” asked Gwen, “Put the kettle on or…..”

“No” Pip snapped, his tone more brisk than he meant.

“Are you sure,” Gwen continued coming into the room. Pip looked at her and saw a woman dressed well, with a lean figure, the whole effect spoilt by a sour face,

“Of course I’m sure. I may be old but I still know what I want, and when I want it, my girl”, Pip felt his irritation rising.

“Don’t call me ‘my girl’”, snapped Gwen, “I’ve not been your girl for years.” “True, very true”, muttered Pip. Gwen flounced out of the room, and could be heard stomping around in his bedroom. How long could he keep his temper?

“I’m going then Dad” called Gwen, as she tied a bright pink scarf over her carefully curled hair. “Can’t waste anymore time here we’ve got John’s boss coming to dinner and we must make a good impression”. “Try being pleasant to him, if you know how” Pip answered, careful not to let Gwen hear. “Did you say something” Gwen snapped. “Only to myself” Pip replied, picking up the morning paper. Gwen sighed and left.

As soon as she had gone Pip tossed the paper aside and went to the kitchen to make a cup of tea.  Just as the kettle began to boil Pip felt a sharp pain in his chest. The pain had gone almost before his mind had registered it’s prescience. A heart attack. Maybe, but maybe not. Pup reached for the phone and realised he was trembling. Dialling the doctors’ number he kept waiting for the pain to come again. The receptionist was matter of fact and asked why he had not phoned before 10a.m.. “Because I didn’t know that I would be in pain by 11.30. “Pip snapped in reply.

She wasn’t pleased but agreed that the doctor could call, even though she made it plain that she would have preferred it if Pip had made to journey to the surgery.

Dr. Graham was a brisk man who always seamed to be in a hurry, and probably was. He examined Pip and declared that there was nothing obviously wrong, but come into to see him for a check up next week. He asked if there was anyone Pip could call to be with him, but Pip said that he was alright now and would call his daughter later.  Pip knew that there would be hell to pay if he did call Gwen.

The afternoon dragged by and when the paperboy delivered the evening paper just after 4p.m.Pip decided that it would be a good idea to go to bed early. It was already dark outside and the fire could die down and save  a few pieces of coal. “That’ll please Gwen” he thought sourly.

He must have dozed off reading, because when the pain came again it woke him. At first he wasn’t sure he had felt anything, but then another more forceful twinge came.  Looking at the clock he found that it was already past mid-night. The Dr, would be realy cross to be called out now and Gwen would never let him forget it if she had to come. Pip settled in the bed and waited to see what would come next.

He blinked. He must be dreaming! Here was a beautiful dawn. The sky tinged with pink, the seagull flying high and one lone robin flaying fast and calling out with an urgency to all to awake and start the day. The flowers were beautiful and already he could hear the drone of the bees. Someone was standing behind him. He could feel the prescience of the person, even though no-one spoke or moved.

Pip tried to turn around, but found that whoever it was stayed behind him. He was puzzled but not worried. All was safe and he felt relaxed. Looking to his left he saw a lovely young girl dressed in a white flounced summer dress. He had never forgotten just how pretty Molly had been when they met. He called her name and looked at him and smiled. He called again and she beckoned him to her but didn’t speak. Pip moved forward slowly, then realised that his legs were no longer stiff with age.

Molly walked ahead of him along a path that passed between high hedges carefully tended. Eventually they entered into a formal garden. Rows of regimented flowers, not a weed in sight. Pip felt disappointed, Whatever he had expected it had not been this.

Molly laughed. Her laugh had always been meant as a laugh, not the apologetic titter that many women called ‘lady-like’. ”This way, John”, she said. It was a long time since anyone had called him by his given name. Before he knew it they had emerged into a wild meadow, with every kind of flower, all growing where they liked. This was more like his idea. He reached out and took Molly‘s hand. They wandered along for a while before sitting on the grass. Pip felt pleasantly tired and lay back gazing up into a blue sky, flecked with fluffy white clouds. The golden sun shone brightly.

Somewhere far away he was aware his body felt pain, but it had no power to hurt him now. Hours seemed to be passing, but time no longer mattered. Pip was happy. A happiness he hadn’t felt for a long time. He was surprised that he had not missed this feeling before.

Suddenly all changed. He was in a bed, not at home. A nurse saw he was awake and hurried to reassure him that all would be well, and tell him he was in hospital. Gwen had found him that morning and called am ambulance. Doctor Graham was in for a bad time when Gwen caught up with him!

“Dad?”, Gwen was beside the bed, “Why didn’t you call me. What a way to start the day finding you in that state. As if it wasn’t bad enough Jerry’s boss missing dinner just because that brat of his fell of her horse and broke her arm. What kind of……..Dad are you listening?”   “No”, said Pip, “I’m remembering something special”.  “What something special?” asked Gwen.  “It only seemed like a moment, but it was a moment that is worth more than anything in the world.”, replied Pip.

“Must be the drugs”, said Gwen to herself, and she sighed a longsuffering sigh.

