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Gideon	Darwin	woke	with	a	start,	eventually	recognised	the	shrill	of	his	phone	
which	 persisted	 through	his	 bumbling	wander	 to	 locate	 and	 eventfully	 offer,	
‘Hello,	good	morning,	Dr	Darwin	speaking.’	

He	looks	at	the	early	morning	light,	thinking,	here	is	something	to	be	thankful	
for	this	morning	which	still	finds	him	alive.	

‘Giddy	old	chap,	I	am	desperate	need	your	help.’	
Gideon	 reflected	 that	 back	 in	 the	 old	 times,	 he	 often	 received	 such	 calls,	

people	desperate	having	 lost	 god,	wives	or	more	 importantly	 all	 their	money	
through	poor	investments	all	beyond	the	power	of	his	or	other	gods	to	retrieve..	

‘Giddy,	remember	me,	Charles,	we	shared	a	parish	once	in	Magna	St	Mary,	
some	years	 ago	but	always	knew	you	were	 a	 reliable	priest,	 best	 at	 funerals	 I	
recall.’	

‘Charles….	ah	yes	have	you	now,	cold	old	place	that	was.	So	what’s	up?’	
As	Charles	described	his	problem,	Gideon	looked	in	the	mirror,	saw	a	very	old	

man,	unshaven,	stubble	no	longer	designer	black	nor	grey	but	pure	white,	his	
pyjama	 top	 haphazardly	 buttoned,	 ‘Is	 that	 really	 me?’	 He	 pondered,	 to	 be	
brought	back	to	reality	for	Charles’	tone	had	sharpened.	

‘Giddy,	 I’ll	 go	 through	 this	 again.	The	 service	 starts	 at	 3	 pm.	 It’s	 a	 private	
chapel	on	the	estate	of	 the	Earl.	The	ceremony	 is	private,	no	press,	but	every	
bloody	celeb	in	the	country	will	be	there.	You	know	the	ropes,	just	a	word	to	the	
family,	a	blessing	and	they’ve	organised	 the	hymns.	Make	sure	you	wear	long	
black	cassock		full	regalia		OK,	no	jolly	pink	shirts.	No	sermons.	Might	mention	
heaven	but	avoid	hell,	now	what	I	mean.	Give	them	my	apologies,	tell	them	my	
wife	is	ill.’	

With	unexpected	sharp	recall,	Gideon	said,	‘Charles	didn’t	your	wife	die	last	
year?’	

Charles	hesitated,	‘Well	that’s	for	me	to	know	and	them	to	find	out.	Listen	
the	curate	will	pick	you	up	in	an	hour.	Be	patient	he’s	a	bit	short	of	a	sandwich	
in	a	picnic	basket.	I’ll	owe	you.’	

	



 

 

He	didn’t	hear	Gideon	say,	‘No	problem	I’ll	put	a	pork	pie	in	a	box	for	him.’	
They	arrived	early	and	park	in	the	village,	munching	on	the	pork	pies.	Gideon	

had	marked	the	order	of	service	pencil	ready	to	enter	the	name	pf	the	deceased	
and	the	family,	he	had	been	told	Charles	had	given	notes	for	the	service	to	the	
curate.		

‘Tell	me	the	names,	the	family	and	any	background.’	
‘Sophia	Evans	and	Piers	Waldron.’	
Gideon	gasps,	
‘How	tragic,	did	they	know	each	other,	was	it	a	traffic	accident?’	
The	Curate	said,	‘That’s	one	way	of	putting	it,	no	they’ve	known	each	other	

since	school.’	
Gideon	 groans,	 ‘A	 double	 suicide,	 how	 tragic.’	 But	 the	 curate	 aware	 the	

congregation	was	gathering	does	not	hear.	
Unnoticed	they	entered	the	chapel.	It	was	such	an	appropriate	place	for	a	final	

send	 off;	 numerous	 plaques	 to	 the	 deceased	 ancestors	 of	 the	 Earl,	 strangely	
mostly	men	and	casualties	of	imperialist	campaigns	in	Asia,	Africa,	even	North	
America,	all	buried	in	distant	lands	which	explained	the	very	few	graves	in	the	
little	 graveyard.	 Flags	 hung	 from	 the	 rafters,	 the	 stained	 glass	 windows	 had	
minimal	 religious	 references	but	quite	prominently	 the	names	of	donors	 and	
their	deceased	sons.	The	altar	was	devoid	of	drapery,	just	the	modest	of	crosses.	
All	very	male.	Poor	Sophia	would	not	have	any	company	here	in	her	after	life.	

But	what	struck	him	were	 the	flowers,	everywhere,	making	the	place	quite	
jolly.	He	turned	to	the	curate,	‘It’s	the	way	of	things	nowadays,	this	celebration	
of	life,	no	place	for	wailing	and	rendering	of	clothes.’		Gideon,	began	to	mentally	
preparing	himself	on	eulogies	given	by	the	young	friends	or	siblings,	about	what	
a	guy	Piers	was,	and	how	Sophia	was	quite	a	girl	,	my	bestie.	‘And	what	is	more,’	
he	sighed,	‘what	was	wrong	with	the	old	hymns,	no	longer	the	valley	of	death	
and	shepherds	and	flocks,	and	here	only	one	number	was	up	on	the	board,		a	
real	crowd	pleaser.	Each	to	their	own...’	

“Time	to	get	going,’	he	shook	the	dozing	curate	awake	and	strode	down	the	
aisle	to	open	the	main	doors.		

It’s	not	the	sunshine	that	blinded	him	but	the	colour	of	dresses,	hats,	suits	
and	 ties.	 Before	 he	 could	 speak	 the	 Curate	 said	 ‘Dr	 Gideon,	 this	 is	 Sophia’s	
mother.’	

‘I	am	so	very	sorry	for	your	loss,’	Gideon	started	with	practised	skill	acquired	
after	numerous	services.	

‘Loss!’	The	woman	exploded,	“no	bloody	loss	to	me,	selfish	little	cow	going	off	
to	her	little	piece	of	heaven	and	leaving	me	all	alone.	Never	a	thought	that	I’d	
like	to	go	too!’		

Gideon	reflected	that	grief	takes	people	in	many	different	ways,	but	that	was	
a	first	for	him.	

	



 

 

With	some	relief	he	saw	a	procession	of	Rolls	Royces,	the	hearse	must	be	the	
last	vehicle.		The	congregation	crowded	into	the	church	and	as	silence	fell,	the	
first	car	door	opened	and	first	a	while	sandal,	then	a	flurry	of	a	silk	white	dress…	

	


