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Scarborough 

Monday 8th April 

Dear Rita, 

The Doc said write letters. Might help pass the time. Fat chance in this place. More like a 

holiday camp than convalescent home. I've finally found a corner with only one old bloke 

asleep behind his Express. Every time I've sat down there's been some old bid telling me 

about the last time they were here - someone showed a video of their cruise - someone played 

the piano - what a good knees up they all had. There's even a bar here. Not what you'd expect 

for sick people. Except they're not mostly. Retired can come providing they were in the 

union. Seem to spend half their time here. 

 And they like you to mix. Sit us together at meal times. I've got Marjorie. Retired. 

Bust you could park a car on. Blue rinse and never stops talking. Ken, retired too, nothing he 

doesn't know about. Health food fanatic which at his age seems unnecessary. And Susan who 

is quiet. But quiet is one thing. Susan is plain rude. Sits with her bony stick fingers pushing 

bits of food round her plate, not so much as a nod good morning. She's not retired. About 

thirty. Don't know what she's recovering from. 

 Anyway that'll do me for now. I've got the nurse in a bit. You know? I can see the sea 

from here. Funny building - modern with port holes and bright blue tubes. I'm sat in a 

conservatory, then there's a bit of a garden, then the sea. Ideal really. The daffodils are going 

over. I'll write again, and to Lenny. 

 Don't forget to mow the lawn. 

 George 

 

 

Fax: To Bill Hilsden 

 Salaries 

Howlham City Council 

9th April 

You will have heard from my wife about my unexpected spell in hospital. Now they've sent 

me here. The Union run it. Convalescent home they call it – reasonable rates. Food's not bad 
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and they've even got a bar. More like a hotel. But I'm getting on fine and hope to be back at 

my desk a.s.a.p. Expect the PAYE's a mess already. 

 They suggested I fax this, as they need confirmation of my status as Local 

Government employee. Could you sign the attached and fax back a.s.a.p? Will be in touch re 

return date. 

 Regards to all in Salaries. 

 George. 

 

 

Scarborough 

Thursday 11th April 

Rita 

Don't know where the time goes in here. Mainly having to listen to that Marjorie! I could tell 

you the names and ages of all her grandchildren and she's got nine. Then she asks if I've got 

any. I know her game. Nosy old cow tells me all her business so she can get me to slip up and 

tell her mine. Today at breakfast, when Susan got up without so much as a see-you-later, 

Marjorie leant over to Ken and said,  

 'The ones who don't say what's the matter generally suffer with their nerves.'  

 Ken started on about eating ginseng - worked wonders for his daughter-in-law 

apparently. Let them think what they like. I wonder if it's true though? About Susan I mean. 

She looks the type for a breakdown. Thought this place was for people like me, not some 

loony bin. 

 They're having some daft bonnet parade for Easter. How's that going to help the likes 

of Susan? Well, I'm getting hot sitting in this conservatory. Haven't written to Lenny yet. The 

nurse says I should be seeing to myself now. She'll be here in a minute for the last time.  

 Must go. Have you mown the lawn? Deadhead the daffs as well. 

 George. 

 

 

Fax:  To Bill Hilsden 

 Salaries 

Howlham City Council 

 

11th April 
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Many thanks for swift return of faxed form. Appreciate you making the effort just before 

Easter. Apologies, by the way, for lack of notice of my leave of absence. Forgot to say last 

time. 

 Everyone here has worked for Local Government. Marjorie, on my table, was in 

Cleansing for forty years on and off. There's not a pest she hasn't had dealings with. Keeps us 

entertained, though it's difficult to get peace and quiet. More like a holiday camp.  

 Surprised to hear you've got a temp to help with the PAYE. 

 Getting back to my old self and should be at my desk in very near future. 

 Regards, George. 

 

 

Good Friday, 12th April 

Dear Lenny 

Promised your mother I'd write. This postcard gives a good impression of the place. Right on 

the cliff and built to look like a ship. Told them at breakfast my son's got a pony tail and 

doing Politics at University. Ken (old know-it-all) says if you want to be an MP you'll have to 

cut your hair. Mum's told you what happened. Bit of a shock but I'm alright now. 

 Dad. 

 

 

Scarborough 

Easter Day 

Dear Rita 

I've sat the past hour staring at this page. I'm in my room, not the conservatory, though I can 

see the sea just as well. It's dark and the moon's coming up on the horizon. Looks cold. 

 Don't know how to write about today. Not the sort of thing you write home. But I 

can't sleep, so here goes. Maybe I won't send it. 

 It was that Easter bonnet parade. I had a bad feeling about it. Marjorie was on at me 

yesterday tea-time. What hat was I going to wear - sitting out not an option. I all but lost it. 

Ken smirking over his cottage pie. Susan spinning her roll on her side plate. No, I thought, 

don't give them the satisfaction. I excused myself before desert. 

 And I didn’t sleep well. Nights like that I lie listening to the seagulls wail and it all 

repeats on me like bad food. In the morning I rang reception and said I'd give breakfast a 
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miss. They sent a cup of tea and I thought, OK, out of harm's way. The parade's just before 

lunch. I'll miss it. 

 Well, without the nurse I have to manage myself. I got to the bathroom, everything 

ready, took it slow like she said. I don't know how it happened. My fingers slipped and the 

bag bust. You can imagine the mess. And then, out the blue, Marjorie appeared. I forgot the 

door was open from when they brought the tea. She stood there in the bathroom door with a 

hat the size of a ship on her head - all covered with netting and chocolate eggs and chicks. In 

her hands she had a bread basket upside down with a pair of those furry bunny slippers tied 

on with pink ribbon. She was all beaming and starting to say about the contraption in her 

hands when she froze at the sight of me on the floor and the mess. 

 Well, I've been through a fair bit, but I can honestly say that was the most mortifying 

moment. She was going to call for someone but I said no, don't, please. And then she snapped 

to. Put the bunny hat down and took hers off, locked the door and set to cleaning up me and 

the mess. Used the towels, that's all there was. Luckily I had Detol. Then she found the case 

with the gear and fixed me up a new bag, just like that. Before I knew it I was in clean 

pyjamas, on the bed with a glass of Lucazade. She bunged the towels in a Tesco's bag, 

disappeared for ten minutes, then came back with a tray of tea and toast. Two cups. She put 

the tray on the side table, said, 

 'Now, I've got something to show you.' And whipped up her skirt. 

 She had a creamy silk slip on which she pulled up to show a huge pair of matching 

French knickers. For a moment I thought. But then I saw. She has a bag too. Just the same. 

 Well, she put herself back together, poured us both a tea and sat on the side of the bed 

while she told me about her operation ten years ago. 

 'I was miserable as sin.' She said. 'Almost as bad as you. And I'd just been widowed. 

Oh, I thought the world had ended. But after a bit you find the world doesn't feel like ending 

just yet, if you don't mind.' 

 Then I told her my story. The pain, terrible constipation and worse diarrhoea. Keeping 

it all to myself - Co-codomol, Liver Salts, laxatives. That awful night. Didn't go into too 

much detail. But the funny thing was how much we laughed. Terrible unrepeatable jokes that 

somehow seemed to clean you out, the laughter scouring every corner.  

 Then she looked at her watch and jumped to pick up the bunny hat she'd laid on the 

dressing table.  

 'I almost forgot. This is why I came. Bit of an after-thought, not as elaborate as mine. 

What do you think?' 
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 She held the bonnet in front of me. One of the slipper ears was coming off. 

 'Oh, no.' I said. 

 'Don't be so stuffy.' She laughed at me. 'I thought they cut that grapefruit out of your 

arse.' 

 I think I might be sleepy now. Maybe I will send you this, Rita. I'll see in the 

morning. 

 George. 

 

 

Scarborough 

Tuesday April 16th 

Dear Lenny 

The Doc says to stay here another couple of weeks. Says it's doing me good. I'll ring your 

mother tonight.  

 Couldn't resist the enclosed Polaroid. You might think your dad's gone off his rocker - 

probably not far off - but this is me at the Easter Bonnet Parade. Marjorie, old dear at my 

table, made the hat. Went to a lot of trouble so I couldn't refuse. And no, I didn't win but 

Marjorie came second and won a bottle of cherry brandy which she's threatening to share 

with me tonight! 

 A case of if you can't beat em? 

 Love Dad. 
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