
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

  

  
 

 

 

 

 

My story 

 

‘I will never leave you nor forsake you’ 
Hebrews 13:6 

Pam Bourgaize 
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1 Thanks          

To Mrs. Joyce Girard who birthed the idea for this booklet and who encouraged every stage and to 
Marian Falla who confirmed the idea.   

Also a very big thanks to Peter Sarl for assisting me with the production of this booklet. 

2 Introduction 

Pamela Margaret Bourgaize was born on October 2nd, 1947, the middle of five children.  My eldest 
brother Roy was eleven years older than me, my sister Rosemary almost nine years older and my 
two younger brothers were Brian and John.  Brian was almost four years younger and John eleven. 

My mother went through a very difficult period when John was born.  That story is told in a 
subsequent chapter. 

My parents were tomato growers, so money was limited.  As well as doing the household activities 
Mum spent a great deal of time helping Dad in the greenhouses. 

I came to know Jesus as my Saviour and Lord in the April when I was eleven.  This transformed my 
life very slowly at first, but definitely.  It certainly decided the direction I would go.   

There was a great deal of talk in those days about the fact that Jesus is coming to earth again.  He 
still is, of course, and maybe very soon.  But I knew that if He came tonight I wouldn't be ready.  
Jesus pleaded with me for seven months through the Bible, through sermons, to give my life to Him 
and let Him run it.  But I resisted, not wanting to.  Finally, such is His care and patience I gave in.  For 
those not familiar with this experience, I will explain later. 

3   Teenage Years. 

I was educated at the Forest primary school, then at the Girl's Grammar.  I formed a strong 
friendship with Janet Bisson (now Musson) which is still ongoing.  When it came to decide what I was 
going to do when I left school, I asked Jesus to guide me.  I loved the sciences and the medical world 
and decided to become a radiographer.  I hadn't taken physics so when I decided on radiography I 
had a year of self-teaching the first year of a two-year course and joined the upper sixth to learn the 
second half.  Three weeks after I had started I had an exam on the first year.  I copied the notes of 
one of the upper sixth girls and had Physics for breakfast, dinner and tea.  I managed to pass, I think.   

 4  Radiography Years. 

In 1965 I was accepted as a student at the West Middlesex Hospital School of Radiography.  I chose 
this hospital because it had accommodation.  Not many hospitals did.  Our accommodation was at 
the very small South Middlesex hospital two miles away right next to the Twickenham rugby 
stadium.   

The food there was spartan though adequate.  At first I rode my bicycle to the West Midd until I very 
nearly had an accident and thereafter I sent my bike home and walked whenever possible.  As 
students we were paid the princely sum of £25/month.  £13 of this was deducted for board leaving 
£12/month to live on.  I can still remember counting my money to see if I could afford a bar of soap 
or a tube of toothpaste! 
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We had five weeks of holiday a year and my parents were good enough to pay for my air fares, 
without which I would have been unable to go home.  I reimbursed them when I qualified by buying 
them a chest freezer for £70.  In those days it was a two-year training period.  Lectures were by the 
chief radiologist (Anatomy), the superintendent radiographer (Radiography and Image Recording) 
and a physics teacher from the Hammersmith Hospital taught Physics. 

I decided to lose weight - I had gained a stone for every year I lived between 12 and 18 leaving me 
with 12 1/2 stone on my frame. 

It was relatively easy to lose weight.  Lunch at the West Midd always included salad and fresh fruit.  
Breakfast at the South Midd was usually streaky bacon and tinned tomatoes.  The evening meal was 
usually calorie high so I had the alternative block of cheese!  The advantage of living in a nurses’ 
home was that if you missed a meal you did without.  (Pre-diet days you could sneak down to the 
kitchen in the evening and if the right cook was on duty - get a chocolate mousse.) 

I developed a friendship with Kathy Potton as she was then.  She was the midwifery tutor at the 
West Midd.  At first she offered me a lift home from church on a Sunday and when she found out 
that meant skipping lunch, had me over to her house on a Sunday to eat a meal cooked by her old 
aunt who lived with her, Auntie Fluff. 

I lost three stone in six months.  

Because the West Middlesex Hospital was in Isleworth which was near Richmond I saw the better 
side of Life.  When I graduated I wanted to see the other side so I went to work for just over two 
years at the London Hospital, Whitechapel.  There I saw the other side of Life!  I was working in the 
in-patient section (there were also out-patient, urological, A&E and dental sections) but on week-
ends we staffed the A&E.  They used to dust the alcoholics and homeless down with dog and cat 
powder before they came to us!  But it was valuable training.   

While I was at the London Hospital I lived in the John Harrison house for four months.  It was a 
temporary home until we found somewhere else to live and was in the grounds.  It consisted of a 
bedroom/lounge with a shared bathroom with one other resident and communal kitchen.   

After I moved out I lived in Forest Gate in a two roomed 'flat'.  One room was the 'kitchen' consisting 
of a baby Belling (which didn't work except for one hot plate), a ring to warm the kettle, a cupboard 
for food, table and chairs and a dressing table for cutlery etc.  The bedroom/lounge had a bed, 
wardrobe, book shelves, cupboard and two-seater settee.   

A one-ringed electric heater was the only form of heating and in the winter I used nine blankets and 
had icicles on the inside of the window.  The Jewish land-lady let me use part of her fridge.  The 
toilet was enclosed but part of the bathroom, and since there was no second toilet, the door was 
never locked and if you were in the bath - TOUGH. 

When I was twenty-two, after what I term a romantic 'disengagement', I was left devastated and 
wanted to get away.  It was either Canada or New Zealand.  I really wanted to go to New Zealand but 
in those days, 1970, it was a long way away and if I got married there, might never go back home.  
So I was left with Canada.      
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5  Canada - Here I Come. 

I sailed for Montreal the end of April 1970 aboard the 'Empress of Canada'!  There were four of us in 
our cabin and one of them was also a radiographer leaving England.  The food was scrumptious and 
I'm sure did not help my weight problem during the five days at sea.   

Following my 'romantic disengagement' I regained the three stone and some. 

I had a cousin who before her marriage had lived in Toronto for a while and worked for a person 
called Elsie Brown.  She was married to Jim.  She wrote to Elsie and asked if she knew anywhere I 
could live for three months until I got my feet on the ground.  Elsie wrote back to me and said they 
had never had anyone live with them, but I was welcome to come for three months if I wanted.  
Hence, they met me at the train in Toronto, a 12 ½ stone girl in a mini skirt.  I think they wondered 
what they had got into! 

The three-month agreement didn't quite work out.  After 6 weeks Elsie had a full gall bladder 
operation, with no lifting for another six weeks.  So, I ran the house and afterwards stayed for eight 
years. 

Elsie Brown was an extrovert.  She was a wonderful, sensitive person whose only fault was that she 
was always right and if you disagreed with her you were wrong.  In spite of that she became my very 
best friend in Canada.  Jim and Elsie became my second parents.  They were twenty years older than 
me.  They had a seven year old adopted daughter, Allyson. 

After two weeks of looking for a job I found one at the North York Branson Hospital which was a 350 
bed general 7th Day Adventist hospital.  It was a bit of a culture shock as it was mid-May, the 
temperature was already hot and the only air-conditioning we received was what was left over from 
the operating theatre above us - which was very little. 

After two years I became one of two supervisors and after three years became the Clinical Instructor 
for the three-a-year students we trained.  The training in those years was two years.  Being Clinical 
Instructor involved selecting the students (at that time) and organizing their rotas so that they would 
experience training in all aspects of the work as well as working with them to get them started.  A 
job I thoroughly enjoyed and held for a period of seven years until I became ill.  It was tailor-made 
for me because I wasn't the fastest radiographer and had to give the students time to learn.  They 
trained us for this job.  

During that eleven years in Canada I went for six years to a little Baptist church near by with the 
Browns because I couldn't drive.  (The reason I couldn't drive was because when I was a teenager at 
home I was terrified of dad driving over the edge of the St. Peter Port pier.  I used to scream STOP 
STOP!) 

The Browns persuaded me to learn to drive.  Jim used to take me out for a year.  Then I had to take 
my test.  I passed at 25.  Two years later Jim, (who already had a big car) was given an 8-cylinder 
Buick Wildcat by his ageing aunt if he wanted to spend £300 on getting it fixed.  The joke was, he 
gave it to me on Mother's Day.  This car only lasted for about three years, just as well as it cost me 
12 miles to the gallon of petrol!  I didn't use it unnecessarily except for driving to Thessalon to stay 
with a very close friend of Elsie.  But three years before I became ill, now that I now had my new pair 
of legs (car) I moved to Peoples Church.  I had been on occasion before, but it took me three buses 



 5 

and a 25 minute walk to get there.   

What attracted me to this church was the fantastic singing and teaching.  Dr. Paul Smith was the 
senior minister at the time (after his father Oswald Smith who lived and preached into his 90's).  The 
church held 2,000 and was packed most of the time.  For several years after it was headed by 
Charles Price until his recent retirement. Charles has been to Guernsey. 

In 1979 they started the 'Evangelistic Explosion' outreach and each was chosen with another person 
to become the first 'disciples'. I was one of the first two. The idea being we would then train another 
two people and hence the 'Explosion'.  There were a couple of boyfriends during this period, but no-
one of consequence.  It was at this point I became ill, very ill.  The whole course of my life was about 
to change. 

6 T.B. Meningitis and Parental Feeding  

The first miracle was that I lived! The last two months of 1979 I had total amnesia.  Somehow I 
managed to work with increasingly bad migraines with vomiting.  I have no recollection of these two 
months and it amazes me I managed to work in such a condition in full public view.   

Christmas 1979 I spent with Jim and Elsie Brown.  At least, the beginning of it.  I complained to Elsie 
that there was something wrong with their plumbing because I ran the bath and it was cold.  She 
checked, of course, and found I had turned the cold water tap on, thinking it was hot.   

This set the alarm bells ringing, especially as they would have known about the migraines and 
vomiting.  They took me to the North York Branson hospital where I had been working - to the A & E 
on Christmas Day, 1979.  Not the best Christmas Day! 

They admitted me and very quickly realized whatever was wrong with me, they were well out of 
their depth.  After a week or two they transferred me to the Toronto General hospital (T.G.H.) where 
I spent the next seven months.  It is a 1000-bed university hospital, with an excellent reputation of 
caring and expertise. 

Four days after arriving at the T.G.H. the surgeon, Dr. Wherrett personally phoned my parents and 
said: 

'If you ever want to see your daughter alive again, come now' 

At that time my parents were still tomato growers and this was the middle of winter.  Money was 
very scarce.  They simply did not have it.  But they loved God and depended on Him to provide the 
money.  He, being the faithful God that He is - to those who love Him and have committed their lives 
to Him, - came through for them again and someone donated the money to pay for their fares.  Elsie 
Brown, knowing that they did not have much money and being the big-hearted person that she was 
had a whip-around with her friends and they raised the money for Mum and Dad to live whilst in 
Canada.  Dad for two months, then he had to get back to his crop, and Mum for four months.   

At first they stayed with Jim and Elsie and then as my flat was empty, moved in there.  The owners, 
the Starrs, let them have it rent free.  They were a Jewish couple, lovely people, I am indebted to 
them for letting Mum and Dad live there whilst they were in Canada.   

It must have been quite a culture shock for them going through a Canadian winter.  Thick, warm 
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boots which grip are not usually needed in Guernsey!  But even with Dad gone, Mum daily took the 
bus, then the subway to be with me. 

It took them three months to arrive at a diagnosis - TUBERCULAR MENINGITIS.  This is an extremely 
rare disease in the west - I am probably the only one in Guernsey who has had it.  In the third world 
countries it is very prevalent of course, and people die of it.  Even in the West, people die of it. I 
understand it was a third world country intern who actually saw it for what it was.   

From January '80 to June '80 I had total amnesia.  This was because the brain, due to the T.B., was 
producing excessive amounts of Cerebro-Spinal fluid.  The cerebro-spinal fluid is normally present in 
the ventricles to act as a shock absorber if you have an accident.  However, mine had gone crazy and 
was pushing the brain against the skull with the resultant total amnesia.   

They gave me a saline drip in order to keep me alive, as the six months was one long migraine.  I 
could neither eat nor drink.  Consequently, during that period, I went down from 10 stone (140 lbs) 
to 4 1/2 stone (63 lbs). (I had lost 2 ½ stone slowly).  I had three brain operations between April and 
June '80 and each time they said to my mother, 'We've got to operate but don't expect her to live.' 

One of the operations was to introduce a shunt (a drain) from the ventricles into the abdomen.  This 
gradually reduced the migraines from a constant one to one every week or two.  Extreme pain - I 
had to count my breaths 1-10, 10-100, 100-1000 and then start all over again for the duration of the 
migraine.  This would be around 24 hours (if the gap was one week, 36 hours if the gap was two 
weeks).  

I probably am the only person to pray that I might have a migraine once a week. This was 
accompanied, of course, by violent vomiting.  After the first or second vomiting session it was mainly 
bile which does not taste very nice.  These migraines occurred for about 24 years.   

After the migraine lifted I would then have 3-4 hours of what I call a remnant headache.  Not severe 
pain as in a migraine but bad enough to make me feel pretty unwell.  I have a friend who describes 
this post-migraine period feeling as ‘RUBBISH’. It was accompanied by reduced vision which meant I 
couldn't drive.  When that left I felt resurrected once again! 

About 2008 I was experiencing more than my average of migraines.  I spoke to my doctor about it 
and asked him if my shunt could be the cause?  He said (though now he denies he would ever have 
said a thing like that)  

'Don't you ever hope something will go wrong with your shunt, because if it does and they have to 
touch it (replace it) one of two things will happen, either: - 

a) you will die, or 
b) you will be left with worse migraines than you have now. 
 
Not a statement you could easily get mixed up with!  

One of the verses God gave me was 'All things work together for good to those who love God'.  
When you have asked for forgiveness and know Jesus as your Saviour and Lord (which means He 
runs your life for you) then you can claim this verse.   

Humanly speaking I would not consider having T.B. Meningitis with all it's pain and life disruption to 
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be good.  But Jesus can take the situation and make it good.  I now am faced with the situation in 
which my life could end (at least quality of life) relatively rapidly, which is wonderful.   

I try to live every day as if it were my last.  I appreciate life more than a lot of people because I can't 
take it for granted.  Therefore, a thing which in itself is not considered 'good', becomes good. 

Although I said I could neither eat nor drink for five months I am told that while my mother was still 
with me (she left in May) she was watching me rapidly lose weight.  She remembered I used to like 
Lucozade, so she hunted high and low to find some - succeeding eventually.  I started to drink a little 
and that slowed my rapid weight loss. 

One humorous event happened when Mum and Dad came to see me one day.  I could talk to them 
normally but the minute I said something I completely forgot about it.  (Something I can, frequently, 
still do!)  I was catheterized obviously, and when they came to see me I was stark naked and asked 
them why the fluid in the catheter was going down but not up?!  

Parental Feeding 

My first recollection of 'coming-to' (when I could remember again) was in June '80.  I was in a room 
with three other women.  This was the week-end before I was due to have Parental Feeding 
(Hyperalimentation in Canada) which is introducing an infusion into the superior vena cava to keep 
me from losing any more weight, normally done after small bowel surgery or something similar until 
the bowel had recovered then reversed. 

The woman next to me had had it done.  However, something had gone wrong and she would never 
eat again for the rest of her life.  She was a Jewish lady who had been in a concentration camp.  You 
could tell by the numbers on her arm.  I don't know if she would have wanted to talk about her 
experiences, but I regret I never asked her.  She did tell me when I came out of hospital I could come 
and stay with her, but she had to change her mind as the authorities wouldn't allow it. 

Anyway, it must have subconsciously affected me.  I didn't now want to have a 
'HYPERALIMENTATION'.  I was down to 4 1/2 stone and literally dying in front of their eyes.  So I 
started to eat and the surgeon was so relieved he said, 'It doesn't matter what junk she wants to eat, 
just get some weight on her.' 

So began a fantastic six months (except for the migraines of course).  I ate chips, cake, desserts, 
chocolate and chocolate cream doughnuts.  All the things I would normally stay away from.  I have 
been up to 13 stone 4lb when I was 21 and never wish to be there again.  The doughnuts were 
freshly baked daily and were different from English variety.  They were rather like a thin pastry shell, 
stuffed with synthetic cream and covered with a lot of plain chocolate.  Scrumptious!  By this time 
Jim and Elsie were allowed to take me home for the weekend.  Jim used to carry me in his arms like 
a baby.   
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Elsie’s neighbours presented me with  
this bouquet of flowers 
 
 

Jim and Elsie took this for my mother because 
when she left (May) I could not feed myself. I 
also needed a pillow behind my head. Also a 
pillow under my knees. I needed these so my 
knees wouldn’t bend any further. (Elsie’s 
comments: ‘No-one will ever know the pain she 
went through at Baycrest Hospital to get them 
straight again. How she ever got through that I 
really don’t know’.) 
 

No. I didn’t eat my dinner. 
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A debt of gratitude is owed to Jim and Elsie who are now both with the Lord, who looked after me 
like their own daughter (they were twenty years my senior).  They supported and encouraged me, 
and Elsie on one occasion at least pushed me.  She was determined I was going to recover, become 
mobile and live a near-normal life.  Elsie was an extrovert and never gave up, so if she made up her 
mind you didn't stand a chance!  They had become my very best friends whilst in Canada and to 
some extent their friends became my friends too. 

On one occasion a nurse came in with a chocolate bar.  Jim said, ‘I've already given her one.' I said, 
'tongue in cheek', 'actually this is my third today.'  Little wonder I regained the 5 1/2 stone I had lost 
- in six months. 

Elsie being Elsie Brown of course fought tooth-and-nail with the authorities to get me a small 
disability pension.  She knew I would never work again. Elsie won, of course, in the end of 
corresponding with them for months. 

T.B. Meningitis had left me with these severe migraines, flat feet very sensitive underneath, optic 
atrophy (because of the drugs they gave me to keep me alive), a damaged bladder (for the same 
reason), a balance problem and a loss of manual dexerity.  All 'small' problems but nevertheless 
present.   

Probably the worst effect of my illness is that because the brain received such a battering over 
several months my short-term memory is just that, SHORT.  VERY short sometimes.  I can be in the 
middle of a sentence and forget the rest of it.   

This also means that I can learn nothing new and am hence stuck in 1979.  The world has changed 
greatly since then: mobile phones, computers, ipods etc. which are inaccessible to me. 

As a result of my illness I lost everything: my home, my job, my car (for a time), my security and my 
health.  But I gained something far more important.  I learned to depend on Jesus.  From home to 
finances - and everything else, Jesus has become so special to me because I know my name is graven 
on His hands and He'll never let me go. 

I learned the truth of that Bible verse which says, 'My God shall supply all your need according to His 
infinite riches by Christ Jesus.' 

 

 

The party’s over and Jim is taking me back to 
hospital. Jim told me I was much heavier than when 
I came. All that food made me sleepy and heavier. 
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At first, I drove my car then I became aware that when you have had a disease of the brain, you have 
to undergo a driving test.  I failed because I couldn't read the bottom line of an eye chart!   The 
Browns subsequently sold my car which was only 16 months old (my first new car) at the onset of 
my illness.  

7 Power of Prayer. 

That I recovered from T.B. Meningitis at all I attribute to two things. 

1)  God had a purpose in it all.  I can only understand dimly what the purpose is but I know one day it 
will be revealed to me in full. 

2)  God's people in Guernsey, England and Canada were praying for me desperately.   

I am truly thankful for all those who prayed and through this booklet say a heartfelt THANK YOU for 
your prayers.  Who knows that the outcome might have been different had you not done so.  I only 
know of one other person in the West who had Spinal Tubercular Meningitis.  He was left paralyzed 
from the waist downwards, severely disabled with many complications before he died at the age of 
about 70. 

8 Physiotherapy and Rehabilitation 

From June 1980 until August the medical world spent the time getting me stabilized.  Since there 
was no more need to have me stay at the T.G.H. they transferred me to the Baycrest Geriatric 
Convalescent hospital.  Great!  At 33 I was the youngest one there! 

Since I had been curled up like a foetus for six months (I still curl up when in pain) the aim was to 
stretch my hips to enable me to walk again.  I was, of course, confined to a wheel chair.  Soon after 
my arrival, began an excruciating physiotherapy programme to do this.  I was put on a high surgical 
table, one leg dropped over the side so it wouldn't reach the ground and then the hip weighted and 
left for twenty minutes.  Then this would be repeated on the other side.  The pain was intense.  I 
screamed.  The first time I screamed the physiotherapist came, after that she just let me scream.  I 
must have disrupted the whole unit.  Subsequently I wondered how I would ever fare if I was ever 
tortured for Jesus' sake. 

This process was so painful I began skipping the odd session. Elsie Brown wasn't going to have that!  
At that time I was still being allowed out at the weekend so I could go to church and be with them.  
She got together with the physiotherapist (without my knowledge) and arranged if I didn't go down 
to all the sessions I would be reduced a proportionate time out at the weekend.  This worked more 
or less and I attended most of the sessions thereafter.  These physiotherapy sessions went on until 
Christmas 1980.   
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I must say Baycrest was very good to me.  I also had Occupational Therapy sessions, playing games 
and trying to teach me to use a typewriter.  I say 'tried' because I didn't even get past the basics.   

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

When it was a patient's birthday they set out a special meal for patient and one guest.  Elsie was, of 
course, my guest.   

My reprieve came when I came back from Christmas with the Browns to find I was to have no more 
physiotherapy.  Praise God the torture was over!   

The doctor then said 'You must walk around the hospital for two hours a day.'  It was a smallish 
hospital, so it meant going round and round and round.  I had progressed from a wheelchair to a 
Zimmer frame and then to a walking-stick.  I was, at first, aghast at the idea of using a walking stick.  
I said to the physio' 'I'm going to fall.'  'No' she said 'You'll be alright.'  I never did fall then, though I 
tend to fall because of my balance problem once or twice a year.   

In 2014 I fell x7 in 5 weeks. The last time was the worst and ‘though I had no lasting damage, the 
knee took a long time to heal. I decided enough was enough. A friend helped me to choose the two 
walking poles and a rucksack and that gives me the security I won’t fall. 

After a while I became fed up with walking around inside.  I decided to go for a walk down the road.  
When I got back, did I ever hear about it!  That was expressly forbidden.  (For insurance purposes I 
guess.)  No-one had told me beforehand I couldn't do that!   

After ten months at the Baycrest (18 months since being admitted to hospital) the time came for me 
to be discharged.  We had a big conference with me, the physio', social workers and medical team to 
discuss with me where I went from there.   

They explained if I decided to stay in Canada they would try to provide a place somewhere for me, 
but they really had nowhere suitable for a young person.  They didn't reckon I was fit to  live by 
myself.      

 
Elsie and me at my 33rd 
Birthday celebration 

   

Pam using the vacuum 
on her car 

Jim carrying me 
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The next option was to go home to Guernsey, but if I subsequently returned to Canada I was on my 
own.  I had become a Canadian Citizen just before I was taken ill, so I could go back but to where?   

Elsie Brown was having family problems and didn't want to take me back.  Besides the little bit of 
disability pension she had procured for me wouldn't stretch to cover my expenses.  They weren't 
wealthy and would need some remuneration.  So that was out.  This is where God's goodness again 
kicks in.  He knew that Jim Brown would die within five years and Elsie within twenty years, of 
malignant melanoma.  Where would I have been then if I had stayed with them and been out in the 
cold? 

The only other option was TO GO HOME so home it was.          

9 Home 

I came home around 22nd June just before the wedding of Diana and Charles.  Mum and Dad came 
to meet me at Heathrow.  They expected me to arrive in a wheelchair.  Instead I turned up with a 
walking stick! 

Mum was very good to me.  Despite the fact that this was the middle of the tomato producing time , 
she spent an hour or so a day walking with me as I was too unsteady to go on my own.  In the winter 
we rented a stationary bicycle from the St. John's. 

Dad had had a mitral valve replacement three years earlier and was in constant pain somewhere in 
his body all the time.  The year I arrived back in Guernsey was the last year they grew tomatoes.  
They then tried growing Ogen melons but found this was unprofitable. Also, carnations and finally 
freesias. 

In 1984 Mum and Dad decided to stop working for themselves as Dad really wasn't up to it.  Like 
most growers they still had a debt hanging over them.  We were living in a bungalow they had built 
in 1970.  It had a large packing shed - one end was a garage and the other for packing the tomatoes.  
This they converted into a one-bedroom dwelling and they sold it separately from the bungalow in 
order to clear their debt.  This was in the 'high parishes', St. Peter’s, more valuable than the twenty 
year old house they bought in the Vale, the 'low' parish.  There was sufficient land for two gardens. 

After we moved house we used to go and help John with his freesias.  Like most growers he was 
experiencing difficulties making ends meet, so we went to help him bunch freesias and clean corms 
at the princely charge of £2/hour. 

In 1987 I started working as a cleaner for my cousin and in 1997, when circumstances changed and I 
could no longer work for John, I decided to look for more cleaning jobs. 

1983 was my big travelling year.  First, I went on my once-only coach trip to Austria, Lucerne and 
Germany.  I bought Elsie a small barometer in Lucerne before realising I wouldn't be able to fly  with 
it.  So three weeks later when I went to Canada for five weeks, I had to arrange at Heathrow for it to 
be sent surface mail.   

I also went to Canada (Toronto) in '86, '88 and '90.  The last time I went there. 

My parents and I used to go to France every other year.  We used to rent a fold-down caravan and 
had many happy holidays in it.   
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We always went to the South of France, Antibes, and when we went to St. Tropez we rented Dr. 
Coningsby's stationary caravan.  Mum and Dad couldn't swim, but they loved to go in the sea - it was 
so warm.   

The first time we went to France, mum and dad showed me a bit of Paris as I had never been there 
before. One notable holiday however got off to a bad start.  We used to drive to Paris, camp there 
and carry on the rest of the journey the next day.  On this occasion I was feeling fine when we got to 
Paris and suggested we drive through the night.  This we did.   

The only trouble was I developed a migraine - untreatable in those days - and spent the journey 
vomiting and with severe pain!  As we approached the south of France, the car broke down and I 
had to lie down (with my bucket) on the grass until it was fixed. 

My Dad died in 1990 of an aortic aneurysm.  In 1992 Mum bought a dishwasher, the first ever, 
'because it was too much for her to come home after a day's work and be confronted with a pile of 
dirty dishes!'  She was 78.   

The following year was the last one she worked.  At 79, the family were called in to see Mr. Allsopp 
who said Mum had a ruptured gallbladder and double pneumonia.  She would die if he did nothing 
and probably die if he did operate.  We told him to try. 
 
Although she had total amnesia of that week she made a remarkable recovery and a week later she 
was back home.  The second time she cheated death.  God had a purpose for her yet to live. 

The first time she almost died was 35 years earlier.  My brother John was born when she was 44.  
She developed thrombosis in the leg which quickly spread to the lung.  They called for the elders at 
the church to go and pray for her as her life was in the balance.  This was in accordance with God's 
Word 'if there be any sick among you let him (or her) call for the elders at the church to pray over 
her and the prayer of faith shall save the sick.'  She recovered even though she spent most of the 
next year in bed.   

10 Many Miracles 

Some years later I had migraines every day, except for a handful, for seven months.  At first I had to 
wait for two months to see the neurosurgeon.  My doctor wasn't available and I had to see another 
doctor.  She thought the problem might be the shunt.   

However when I got to see the neurosurgeon he said the shunt was fine and I had to see a 
neurologist.  However, he had to refer me back to my doctor who would then contact the 
neurologist.  (So much for my thinking the room would be full of medical students to see this 
unusual phenomenon!) 

The neurologist was at Southampton Hospital.  Since my cousin Eric Renouf lived not far away I 
stayed with him for four days.  He was a gem. 

A year before I had discovered that Zomig worked wonders for me.  Take a dose and all 
remembrance of the migraine went within an hour.  So my doctor said I would have to take it until I 
saw the neurologist.  When I saw him, he was horrified and said 'You've been taking Zomig every day 
for seven months.  That's terrible.  In addition to taking the migraine away at the end it was giving 
you one the next day.  You'll have to come off it immediately.   
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You can stop taking it for two weeks and after that it will be out of your system and you can take one 
dose every week.  For that two weeks you'll have a violent migraine every day. 

I replied 'Well when I have a migraine I can neither eat or drink.  What am I going to do for that 
time?' 

The doctor said 'Well you'll have to do it the other way then.  This is, to take a Zomig every second 
day for a few weeks, than every third day for a few weeks, then every fourth, fifth days until the 
Zomig is out of your system.  Doing it this way it will take several months to clear it out of your 
system and in-between Zomigs you'll have a violent migraine every day.  Also, 'We've tried every 
available medication for your migraines and nothing except Zomig works, so from now on you'll have 
to go cold turkey, except for taking one dose of Zomig a week!' 

When I went out of his office I had a violent migraine.  I thought 'How am I ever going to cope?'  I 
had been taking medication for twenty years thinking it was helping.  I had been reluctant to try 
without because I thought the migraines might be worse.  I said to Jesus 

'Jesus, I don't know what you're doing.  All I know is you're a faithful God.  You've never let me down 
and I know you never will.  I hand the situation over to you to sort it all out.' 

I decided I would wait until I got the migraine and then decide how I would cope with it.  Second 
miracle.  I didn't get one for two weeks, after that I could take Zomig once every one or two weeks. 

11  A much needed vacation. 

Three weeks later I received my third miracle.  I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.  I would 
cry at the drop of a pin which wasn't at all like me.  My family arranged for me to stay for two weeks 
with my cousin who lived in Swanage.  They had a lovely house overlooking a valley through which a 
steam train passed.  This was Derek's passion.   

I am very grateful to my cousins who had me for two weeks and looked after me so well. I had had 
to make a very big decision and wanted Jesus to confirm it to make sure I didn't make the wrong 
choice.  Something happened to me that first week which has never happened before and will 
probably never happen again.  In my 'Quiet Time' - the time a believer spends with Jesus listening to 
what He has to say through the Bible and then praying - Jesus spoke to me every day confirming I 
had made the right decision.  I then experienced His peace, 'the peace that passes all 
understanding'; peace that cannot be explained. 

The understanding was that when I returned home to Guernsey we would have an important family 
meeting.  It was imperative that I was there.  I can't go into detail, but if I didn't make it , I would 
very slowly and painfully die.   

Because of this situation the second week I had a migraine every day.  Not a terrible one.  It left by 
the end of the day but came back again the next day.   

The day came for me to go home.  I HAD a migraine, a very bad one.  It was so bad, after I had 
checked in at Southampton airport I lay down with my feet on the seats.  (I apologized to the woman 
sitting the other side of my feet.)  It was about 11 a.m.  My flight had to take off by 2.30 p.m. if I was 
to make that family meeting.  Then the dreaded sign came up 'Flight Indefinitely Delayed'.  I knew 
why, there was fog.   
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I said to Jesus, 'Lord You've been telling me all week I must be at that meeting, now there's fog.  So, 
it's over to You, You will have to work this one out.'  Even if I had been well enough to travel, which I 
definitely wasn't, there wasn't time to go by boat. 

It was when I put my head on the seat that I realized - a hard seat actually made the migraine a little 
bit more bearable.  Still the delay continued 11.30 - 12.00 - 12.30 - 1.00 - 1.30 - 2.00.  At 2.30 the 
sign changed 'Flight Boarding'!  Security went out the window!  They bundled us all onto the plane 
and the minute it was full we took off.  The minute I raised my head from the seat my migraine 
disappeared.  Completely.  No remnant headache.  3rd miracle. I literally flew home on Cloud 9, and 
made it just in time to the meeting, with five minutes to spare!      

12.  4th Miracle/Home at last/The Tombstone 

Fourth Miracle - Mum. 

My Mum was now 94.  For the past six years we had been caring for her as follows. 

Mum still thought she cooked her own meals (including cooking for my youngest brother, John, 
when he came to stay with her on Saturday night.)  In actual fact she hadn't cooked for herself for 
almost ten years.  Caring by my eldest brother, Roy and his wife Peggy was totally out of the 
question as he had a massive stroke 20 years ago.  That left the other four siblings.  John didn't have 
a suitable home so, as mentioned, he went every Saturday evening to cook her a meal and spend 
the evening with her.   

Rosemary, Brian and me used to pick her up at 5-6 p.m., give her a cooked meal and play the 
obligatory game with her.  She never had time to play games, of course, when she was working, 
except at Christmas but after she 'retired' at 79 became obsessed with them. 

She was able to prepare her cornflake breakfast although she had to have hot milk she said.  
Rosemary or I put out her lunch for the next day - two pieces of bread, protein (in fridge) and a piece 
of cake (the bread and cake frozen of course).  When she thought John was coming she would take 
out up to half a 2lb. loaf and defrost it.  Needless to say, it frequently went back in the freezer and 
she was none the worse!   

The time had come at 94 when we were concerned about her.  When we left we always told her to 
lock the door. This she promptly forgot she had done and would make sure she had, going down the 
stairs 5-6 times a night.  Also, because she had to have hot milk, we were afraid she would leave the 
plate on and either burn herself badly or set the house alight.  We decided the time had come for 
looking into putting her in care.   

We were given a list of 'suitable' homes for us to check out, which we did.  They hadn't told us about 
the Duchess of Kent but Brian knew about it.  The three of them went to see it and I stayed with 
Mum as someone had to stay with her.  Brian came back all enthusiastic.  The security was fantastic; 
the home manager (Matron) very pleasant and it was very suitable.  You had to key in a 4-digit 
number to get out, upstairs and downstairs.  The worst cases were upstairs.  None of the other 
homes were suitable. 

Brian arranged for her to go in for one week.  They would do an Assessment and get back to us.  But 
we had a problem.  We had to get her to agree to go in.  Mum had always been most emphatic.   
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She would NOT go into a home.  How were we to persuade her to try? 

The Monday came for her to go in.  I had, when she was out, been packing a suitcase for her and 
putting it under a bed where she wouldn't see it.  Brian and I met at 9.00 a.m. to talk to her.  He was 
going to be the main speaker.  To put it mildly he wasn't looking forward to it at all!  All of a sudden, 
he was making her cups of tea, making sure she was comfortable but saying nothing of the purpose 
of the visit.   

After 3/4 of an hour I said to Brian "We're going to have to tell her.  I have to go to work." 

So, Brian told her.  We played on the fact that she didn't like being left at night by herself.  

"Mum, you'll be well looked after.  Someone will check on you day and night every hour without 
waking you.  Give it a go and we'll see after one week how you get on." 

Mum dug her heels in.  All of a sudden, it didn't matter about being left by herself at night.  This was 
her home and she was staying!  The problem was that her memory was so bad that by the time 
Brian came to the end of a sentence she had forgotten the beginning of it.  So, we went round and 
round in circles for another 3/4 hour getting nowhere.   

She always had a dickey bowel since the days during the war, when she had an operation, and they 
wouldn't tell her what they had done because she was alone.  "You can consider yourself lucky to be 
alive" they said. 

Since then she was always prone to diarrhoea, which got worse as she got older.  All of a sudden, 
having got herself worked up she had to 'go'.   I said to Brian "We're getting nowhere.  We can't 
force her to go in and she's showing no signs of wanting to.  So, we'd better pray.  I shot up an arrow 
prayer.  We had all been praying for the situation but now was no time for long prayers.  I prayed. 

"Lord, You know the situation.  You know she really needs to go into care and she's digging her heels 
in.  So, it's up to You, you’ll have to do something." 

Five minutes after she came out of the bathroom she said "Well it's only for one week is it?  Well I'll 
give it a try."  4th miracle.  "Quick" said Brian "let's get her into the car before she changes her 
mind." 

I had finished packing the suitcase while he was talking to her in the first 3/4 hour.  We bundled her 
into the car and Rosemary came just then to go with Brian to the Duchess of Kent.  Brian told me 
later, when they got to the Duchess of Kent, Mum said 'Huh, I don't like the look of this place 
anyway', to which Brian replied, "Mum, we've come all this way, why don't you give it a go." 

From the minute they stepped into the door, she was all sweetness and light.  The staff loved her, 
she never gave them any trouble.  The care there was fantastic, they looked after her until the day 
Jesus took her home. 

She stayed the week, had the assessment and we met the matron once more.  She was concerned 
about her in case she would burn herself on the cooker or fall down the stairs.  We checked on her 
every day, but she could be there all night.  She wanted to take her in permanently upstairs.  In the 
end we agreed we would wait until they had a place for her (she had occupied a respite room) and 
decide then.   
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The matron also said, "Now she's been in here, you'll have to stay with her about three days for her 
to adjust again."  To which my sister agreed.   

The following Monday I get a phone call on my mobile from Brian.  He said "They were packing 
Mum's suitcase for her to go home when she turned up.  "What are you doing" she said.  "We're 
packing your suitcase, you're going home" the carers said.  "Oh!  Do I have a home to go to?" Mum 
asked.  The care manager then said, "Do you really want your Mum to go home in this state?"  We 
decided she had better stay. 

Mum was there four years and four months.  She was reasonably happy although she was always 
saying "When can I go home?"  We used to tell her "One day you'll be going home, Mum" meaning 
one day she would be going to her eternal home, not exactly what she had in mind.  We learned 
what it was not to tell untruths but to be vague about answering, otherwise she would just get very 
upset.   

As I said, she was extremely well cared for.  Not perfection, but where do you get perfection this 
side of heaven. 

Home at Last.  

During her last few months, Mum ate very little and lost a lot of weight.  This was because they put 
her on a soft diet due to the fact that she developed a cough when she ate.  I remember feeding her 
a tiny bowl of custard one day.   

All the other patients had long since finished their lunch.  She took 20 minutes to eat the scraping 
because she would swallow one mouthful and then cough violently before repeating the procedure.  

On Saturday 20th July the Duchess of Kent called us to tell us she had 'bubbly secretions'.  This was 
obviously meant to alert us, but to us it meant nothing.  However, we all dropped everything and 
went to see her.  It was about three o'clock when we got there.  She was coughing violently 
continuously and in-between coughs struggling to breathe. 

The staff said they had tried to aspirate her lungs, but she was so distressed they had to stop.  They 
had given her an injection to do the job, but it would take several hours to kick in. 

At 6.30 p.m. we decided we didn't know how long this was going to go on for.  We decided to leave 
on the understanding they would call us immediately if she deteriorated.  I went to check on her 
before I left and found they had turned her on her side and she was breathing peacefully.   

The next day I was the first to see her.  She was now completely unable to speak.  She was breathing 
quietly and was propped up half on her side.  The only problem was she had her left ear half buried 
in the pillow.  In her right ear she was totally deaf as a result of being caught in a shell blast during 
the war.  What do you say to a person who has no memory (although she did recognize us to the 
end)?  I prayed for guidance.   

When I used to visit her I always read to her my favourite psalm, Psalm 139.  I read it to her so often 
I actually memorized it (with my broken memory that takes a lot.)  I said to her, "Mum, if you can 
hear me, give me a smile." Amazingly I got a big smile.  God had obviously healed her hearing for the 
second time in her life, for the last few days.  (The first time was in 1990 when dad died.  She used to 
be so deaf we would have to scream at her four or five times for her to understand anything.   
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The day we told her dad had died, her ears 'popped' and she could hear normally.) 

"Would you like me to recite to you Psalms 23 and 139 mum?"  Another big smile.  So, I did.  What 
then? 

"Mum, would you like me to sing to you some of the old hymns?"  Another big smile.  So I sang to 
her for 45-60 minutes.  I had to really rack my brain to remember the old hymns.  We don't sing 
them very often now.  I sang with a broken voice because I knew she was dying.   

I repeated the procedure on the Monday.  By Tuesday she was beyond smiling although she gave a 
little flicker of a smile when John came in.  I repeated the procedure anyway, because I know that 
hearing is the last faculty to go.   

She passed away on Wednesday 24th July at 6.30 a.m.  One of the staff was with her when she died.  
She loved Jesus and is now at home with Him, free of all her earthly limitations and humiliations.     

The Tombstone. 

2014.   After the ground had settled, it was time to put the tombstone.  We went around the 
cemeteries looking what others had put on.  There was several suitable but Brian came up with the 
idea that we might want to put on a Bible verse, since Mum had lived her life for the Lord.  I said 
we'd have to pray about it. 

Brian went on holiday and I was almost asleep one night when the verse came to me, John 11:25 ‘I 
am the .... Life.  He who believes in me will live, even though he dies'. 

We had a minister once who used to say - when a verse comes to your mind, completely out of the 
blue, that's God speaking to you.  I suggested to the family we might want to use that.  They agreed. 

13 Susan France. 

Because of no longer being able to take any medication for the migraines, I had to leave my mother 
whom I had been living with (and my dad when he was alive.  He died in December 1990.) for 21 
years.  She used to look after me when I had a migraine but now she was 88 that couldn't be 
expected of her any more.  Besides, three years earlier dementia had begun.  So, when Susan France 
offered me a home I took it as the Lord's leading.  She had previously said to me, I have never had 
anyone live with me and I don't want to!  (I had been cleaning her flat ever since her mother 
developed bad dementia and she needed someone to stay with her while Susan went shopping, 
some three years earlier.)  Her mother was a sweet, lovable old lady most of the time, but the 
minute Susan went out the door she'd say, "When's my daughter coming back?" 

Susan had come to know Jesus as Saviour three years earlier through an Alpha Course.  She changed 
her mind about someone living with her when she saw my need.  She was God-ordained, perfectly 
suited.  Because my migraines were still bad, though mercifully much better than twenty years 
earlier, they were still up to twenty hours long with violent vomiting.   

The pain couldn't be helped since I had no pain killers available but the vomiting could.  I can't count 
the amount of times we had to call a doctor because the vomiting was coming 15 minutes apart.  At 
first, he/she came and gave me Stemetil.  This was the only anti-emetic they carried.   
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One day Dr. Laidlow came to give me this injection.  However, I was having an adverse reaction to 
this drug so I asked her for an alternative.  She didn't have it.  I thank God for her, she went into her 
office the next day and wrote me out a prescription for an ONDANSETRON injection.  This I 
consequently kept at home for when I had to call the doctor.  (Recently it has been available in 
tablet form, so I no longer need to call the doctor.) 

I owe a debt of gratitude to Susan.  My migraines were much improved in length, only 16-20 hours 
long now.  However, after that episode at the airport, I used to lie in bed, with a hard book under my 
head, a physiotherapy back bolster under my neck and Susan used to bring me an ice pack every 45-
60 minutes for the duration of the migraine day and night.  Susan is a good sleeper but can also 
wake up, do something, go back to bed and set a timer for 45-60 minutes, clear her mind and go 
right back to sleep.  This she used to do when I had the migraine at night.   

Susan was the 'ideal' person to live with.  Because of my severe migraines when I moved to live with 
her, I needed someone who preferably didn't have grand-children who would shout and scream 
sending me through the roof and because she was single and relatively healthy could be available to 
bring me the cold sachets.      

14 Many Other 'Little' Miracles and Mastectomy 

1.  Bowel. 

I had a severe constipation problem.  From the time I was a toddler, according to my sister, I used to 
sit on my 'potty' and strain.  

Sometimes as a teenager I would go two weeks without a bowel movement. 

After I had been ill and had to regularly visit the doctor, things improved.  I tried every laxative under 
the sun.  Lactulose (which I didn't take for long.  In spite of the fact I have a very sweet tooth it was 
just too sweet and sickly.) and Neo-Colex.  Finally, Fybogel three sachets at a time plus six Senna 
(maximum) plus 5-10 portions of fruit and vegetables, including prunes and All-Bran a day, and more 
recently a liberal helping of linseeds. 

From the time my mother died in July 2013, God completely healed my bowel.  Now I need no 
medication and have to be careful when I have prunes and All-Bran in case I get diarrhoea! 

2.  Sciatica 

I had a long-standing problem with sciatica for 15 years.  I had to daily do exercises for about ten 
minutes in order to prevent it troubling me.  As of December 2012, I have not needed to do them 
anymore. 

3.   Blepharitis.    Inflammation of the eyelids. 

About early 2012 I developed Blepharitis.  The doctor gave me the remedy.   A very hot facecloth 
(using gloves for hotter water) for 10-20 seconds, then a warm up and repeat the procedure for 
about ten times.  "Once you have it it doesn't go away" he said.  However as of 2013 it has.  No more 
hot water!  Praise the Lord. 
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4   Mastectomy 

In June 2010 it was discovered I had cancer of the breast.  Since 'all things work together for good to 
those who love God', I believe this happened because a few weeks earlier I had prayed the prayer, 
'Lord, I've spoken to as many people as I could, telling them how wonderful you are and I've run out.  
Please give me other people to speak to.' 

As one Christian nurse subsequently told me, you have to be careful what you ask God for.  He just 
might answer in a way you weren't expecting.   

I certainly didn't expect this answer.  However, in the next six weeks - three before the operation 
and three after, He answered my prayer.  I was able to tell sixty people that I had breast cancer but I 
wasn't worried about it.  When you have given your life to Jesus, accepted Him as your personal 
Saviour and given your life to Him to run, then 'All things work together for good to those who love 
God.' 

Especially since I know that my life could end at any time, more so than other people, I strongly 
believe in grasping every opportunity God gives me to tell other people that He is a wonderful, 
caring, forgiving God who always protects, provides for and encourages His blood-bought children - 
when you have given your life to Him. 

I decided to speak to people when I went to the breast unit to see the nurse or doctor.  If no-one 
was there, then I spoke to the staff, i.e. receptionist, office workers and nurse.  Also, the 
radiographer.  I had to go for a biopsy, so I spoke to the radiologist too. 

She had difficulty pinning the cancer down to get the biopsy.  After 2-3 times I said to her 'What 
happens if you don't succeed the next time, do you have to try again?'  She said, 'No, then I will hand 
you over to the surgeon.'  It came time for me to see the surgeon for the results.  I said to him, 
"You're going to give me the best result."  I have never before seen a speechless surgeon.  He 
answered "Er, er, um, um.  I'm not quite sure."  So, I said to him, "You're going to give me the best 
result.  You're going to tell me one of three things.   

(1)  The results are negative.  That's the best result, or (2)  You've found something but you can treat 
it.  That's the best result, or (3)  You've found something and it's very advanced and the treatment is 
merely palliative.  In which case in five years or less I'm going to be seeing Jesus face to face." 

After that he was no longer hesitant and gave me the news that they had found cancer and because 
of where it was situated, would have to do a mastectomy.   

The Lord opened up the way for me to speak to many people.  Women on the beach, people around 
here at Les Blancs Bois, and with whom I work.   

I had the Mastectomy on July 6th, 2010.   

I had it all worked out.  I would talk to the porter when he took me to the ward and the three other 
women in the bay.  Dangerous stuff.  God had a better plan.   

Firstly, because I was having a mastectomy I was placed in a private room.  There was no-one else to 
talk to.  Worse still, the bay opposite was empty except for one 102-year-old woman, very deaf and 
blind.  No-one else.   
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So, I decided to talk to the staff.  Plenty of opportunity there.  Kizzie Torode (George Torode of 
'Donkey' fame's daughter) was the nurse checking me in and I discovered that she knows Jesus.  
Next shift, a nurse and male student nurse attended me and finally, of course, a night male nurse.  
The next day most of the staff changed and I had more opportunities.   

The night of my mastectomy, the old lady in the bay opposite obviously wet her bed and the nurse 
had to change it.  Then began a 15-minute screaming session and laughter, the nurse so she could 
hear and the old lady who obviously had no idea how loud she was shouting.   

This happened twice in the night and I didn't sleep a wink. 

In the night I realized I was getting a migraine.  No problem I thought.  My doctor had told me I could 
take as many Zomig as I needed while I was ill.  So, I called for the night nurse and asked him if I 
might have some Zomig.  "I'm afraid not", he said.  "You're already on Fentalin which is stronger 
than morphine, so you can't have more pain killers." 

I was strapped up with oxygen and two I.V.'s as well as my surgical drain.  I thought "How am I ever 
goimg to cope with the pain without lying on my stomach or hard book, back bolster and ice packs?"  
It wasn't yet full blown, when at 8.00 a.m. the nurse turned up.  "I'm going to take everything out" 
she said "except your drain.   

That must stay in for 2-3 more days."  "That means in four hours I can take a Zomig" I said.  "Yes" she 
replied. 

That was the first in-hospital miracle.  The second came the following day.  Because I had not slept at 
all the first night, I slept like a log the second.  In the early hours of the morning I needed to go to the 
loo.  I forgot completely about my drain and leaped out of bed, disconnecting it.  I called for the 
night nurse who called another one to decide what to do.  They decided it would have to come out 
and he pushed on the incision site for fifteen minutes to stop the bleeding.  I had subsequently no 
problem with it.  Another 'Thank you Lord'. 

Because I had guests arriving on July 10th (arranged before I knew I had cancer) and Susan was on 
holiday, she said that when I had the strapping removed one week later I was to take a taxi and she 
would pay for it.  (The first time I had ever taken a taxi in Guernsey!)  My friends were only staying 
five days, so we didn't want them ferrying me to and fro the hospital. 

I gave my usual explanation to the taxi driver who took me to the hospital of knowing that I was in 
God's hands and need not worry about having cancer because He was my Saviour and in charge of 
my life and 'All things work together for good to those who love God'.   

I also told him about the two in-hospital miracles and told him it wasn't because I was special, but 
Jesus wanted to do similar things for all who put their trust in Him.   

I don't know how he managed to drive safely to the hospital, his eyes were glued on me and he was 
obviously drinking it all in. 

I continued to talk about Jesus whenever I had opportunity.  

    



 22 

5. Vertigo 

In November 2015, I developed vertigo which went on for 2 months. It wasn’t terrible, but I was very 
unsteady and had to use my walking pole wherever I went. 

I saw a doctor about this. He is a special doctor for vertigo. I saw him 3 times and each time he gave 
me a treatment; the Epley Manoevre. This cures the problem almost at once for 80% of patients. It 
did little for me and after the third time he said he could in effect do no more for me. I had told him I 
was worse after the 2nd treatment rather than better. He suggested I should get a ‘dizzy fix’ package 
which would enable me to do the treatment for myself. This is available only on the internet and 
costs £100. I didn’t think it was useful to obtain it immediately as it had helped me but only a little. 

Two weeks later Susan was due to leave on a 7-week holiday when I have people in for a meal and 
share a little of my story. I knew if I had vertigo I couldn’t do that, so I said to the Lord, ‘If you want 
me to have people in (for dinner or tea), you will have to get rid of the vertigo. 

Eight days later I had a vertigo-free day. For the following week, I had only a fraction of the problem 
at all. 

Isn’t God good? ‘Ask and you will receive …’ when you know Jesus as your Saviour. Several weeks 
later in February I was going to have 4 people for dinner on Sunday.  

On Saturday I peeled a bowl full of carrots and set the table.  

On Sunday a.m. I realised I wouldn’t be able to have them. I had a violent migraine and violent 
vomiting – every ½ hour. In addition, I had such severe vertigo I had to hang on to the walls to get to 
the toilet almost opposite my bedroom.  I decided I had to phone the surgery at 08.30 to see the Dr. 
I had to go there or A & E at the hospital. I was concerned because my shunt is well past its sell-by 
date.  

I was so confused I had forgotten the presence of the wardens on the site. T the last minute I 
remembered them and called them. They called the surgery. 

They said they would send a doctor. When he came, he said not to be concerned about my shunt as 
if the problem was related to TB meningitis, I would not be able to tolerate light. (I had my bedside 
light on). Also, I would have a very severe neck pain which I did not have at the time. He knew he 
could not give me a pain killing injection (I can take no pain killing drugs except Zomitriptan – Zomig, 
one dose a week because they do nothing for me). 

He said he would give me an anti-emetic to stop the vomiting. ‘Not Stemitil I hope’, I said (to 
Stemetic I have a serious reaction). ‘No’, he said, ‘not that’. 

I said, ‘I have an ondansetron injection’. ‘Oh, that’s much better’ he replied. I didn’t even think to ask 
him what would happen when 4-5 hours had passed and it had worn off. I am so grateful to Jesus 
the vomiting never returned. The next day, after 56 hours, the migraine also disappeared. The 
longest migraine I had ever had for 20 years and the next longest to the six-month migraine. 

The next day, the vertigo also went back to what I had previously. That was Wednesday. I had two 
friends who had the same experience and it took them three weeks to get over it. Mine was gone in 
three days. Praise God; isn’t he good? 
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My next door neighbour friends I had forgotten to tell them what was going on. When I finally did, 
tell them on Wednesday am he said ‘You are not going out are you? ‘I said’ I am much better now. I 
think I will make a food list and do a bit of shopping.’. ‘I don’t think that is a good idea’, he said. 
(After the injection, I just had to have tiny sips of water very frequently). 

‘Give me the food list and I will do it for you’. So, he did. I had asked for rhubarb and he picked up 
two packets by mistake. The cashier didn’t notice either. I went to Waitrose the next day and I 
thought I would pay the extra £3 for the extra packet. When I explained to the woman at the 
consumer desk she said ‘don’t worry about it. You are very old, and it doesn’t, matter’. The funny 
thing was, judging by her wrinkles, she was almost as old as me – 68, but she coloured her hair and 
obviously feels younger! With my white hair and my walking pole I guess I seemed very old. 

On Saturday, I got the serious pain in my neck. Sunday a.m. ‘though, I spoke to a doctor’s wife 
behind me and she told me to put a heat sausage you put in the microwave and then apply. This 
really helped and two days later the pain was gone. 

6. Migraines (Nov. ’16) 

Actually, this is a BIG SMALL MIRACLE if you know what I mean. 

For the last 37 years when I go to the doctor (every 3 months following T.B. Meningitis), he wants 
me to bring a chart of my migraines since the last time I saw him. He likes to keep an eye on them 
and my shunt. 

I hadn’t seen him for 6/12 (I had to see another Dr. after 3/12). When I was making up my chart I 
realised something fantastic. In the 25 weeks I had only 19 migraines for which I had taken 
Zolmitriptan, which took then away within 2 hours normally. Apart from that I had had only 9 
migraines for which I had to stay in bed for 16 – 20 hours average. 

When I saw him (he is an atheist) I said, ‘I know you are an atheist, but I have had a miracle. We 
have a BIG God who is able to do ‘immeasurably more than I can ask or think’ and showed him the 
chart. He said, ‘that’s good’. I then asked him whether I could take Zolmitriptan every time I had a 
migraine. Providing, of course, there is 24 hours between them. He said ‘yes’ providing I continue 
taking a medication that discourages migraines. 

Thank you, Jesus! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Praise God after 37 years I am virtually 
migraine-free. You’ve no idea how wonderful that is. (The medical field never told me they might 
improve). Our God is bigger than the biggest obstacle! 

7.  Walking poles. I use my walking poles so frequently they are indispensable. When Susan was 
going to town I asked her to look at Sports Direct to see if they had a ½ price sale. (I had paid £10 
instead of £20 for them 15 months ago). I would go and look at them if they did. She came home 
with them. They had a ½ price sale and this was the last pair. £30 down from £60. 

I took them back the following day saying one foot was missing. They put one on and gave me a 
spare. 

Two to three weeks later I noticed coming out of Waitrose one foot was missing from the first pair. I 
retraced my steps but did not find it. When I came home I tried on the spare foot and it fitted 
perfectly even ‘though the make of poles was different.  
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Praise God! Isn’t he good? He really does do ‘immeasurably more than we can ask or think’! 

There were many other miracles, too many to mention, which Jesus has done for me.  It's not 
because I'm special.  God wants to be a total part of the life of everyone who has committed their 
lives to Him.   

I have learnt to thank and praise God for every problem I encounter whether big or small and leave 
it with Him.  That way I get 'the peace of God which passes all understanding'. 

I am constantly losing things i.e. keys, glasses and a multitude of other things because of my 
'damaged brain'.  I am becoming more like many older people, but I have been this way for 38 years. 
When I do, I now say to the Lord, ‘I don’t know where I put that, but you do so please show me’.   

Don't get me wrong.  Sometimes I forget to say 'Thank you' not for but in the circumstances and lose 
the accompanying peace that comes with it.  I am still very much a 'work in progress'. 

"He who sacrifices thank offerings honours me and prepares the way so that I may show him the 
salvation of God!"   Psalm 50:23.  

8   Deafness  

In June 2013 I went to a Hidden Hearing Exhibition. This was because I was quite deaf. The 
audiologist sat me across from his desk and started off by saying ten words and asked me to repeat 
them. I got two out of ten right. He then went on to do more detailed tests.  

At the end he told me ‘If you had lost 70% of your hearing I would say you have a severe problem. If 
you had lost 90% of your hearing I would say you had a profound problem. You have lost 80%. Even 
‘though I told him my hearing came and went I don’t think he believed me. The upshot was I had 
two hearing aids costing £2600 (cheaper than the £3200 they would have cost if it hadn’t been an 
exhibition). 

I started off with the near invisible ones which clip on behind the ears but couldn’t handle them 
because of my poor manual dexterity. Also, because they are near invisible and my sight is defective, 
I was afraid if I lost or dropped them I might never find them. I finally went for the closed ones. 

As of June 2014, my hearing is 90% normal. Praise God; no more hearing aids. The Lord healed my 
deafness. 

15 Downside. 

In case you should think me pretty good, I have a down side. 

1) Migraines - I have just realised that my migraines often come after I have eaten a lot. I am now 
trying to space my eating better and drink less caffeinated coffee. 

My migraines are back to normal and even sometimes disappear when I take naproxen (a 
medication which up to now has only worked on a remnant headache). Praise God! Another ‘thank 
you, Lord’. Amazing! 
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2)   Impatience -  Jesus hasn't finished dealing with me yet. 

3)   Eating -   I can go, sometimes for weeks, eating very sensibly, then I get really tired (a problem in 
itself) and slightly depressed and can eat everything in sight.  Something Jesus is dealing with.                                                                                                                                                          

4)   Tiredness (December ’16) -   This is a family problem and is actually rather severe.  I sometimes 
need 1-2 half hour rests in the day and still need nine hours rest a night. 

16  Bible Verses 

1. Although I had no memory during this six months, I do remember one thing only.  God gave me a 
verse from the Bible which became the Kingpin of my life.  It was: - 

'I will never leave you or forsake you.'  Hebrews 13:6. 

Jesus never has and never will forsake me.  This I know because He is a faithful God and never lets 
His children down. 

What does it mean to receive a verse from God?  It simply means this.  You are reading a passage 
from the Bible and all of a sudden, a verse leaps out from the page and you know it's a verse 
especially for you.  This is God speaking to you, personally. 

Other Bible verses He has subsequently given to me are: - 

2. ‘My God shall supply all of your needs according to his infinite riches in glory by Christ Jesus’. 
Phil. 4;19 -. He has 
 
3. 'All things work together for good to those who love God.' Romans 8:28, and THEY DO.  Yes, all 
things - even T.B. Meningitis.  I am just beginning to see the silver thread running through my life.  
Whereas 37 years ago my migraines were very painful and debilitating, there has been a vast 
improvement in the severity of the migraines.  Currently they usually only last 12-20 hours and most 
of the time I need to only lie down in bed and wait for them to pass.  The last two hours are the 
worst, but then I know that the migraine is going.  As of November ’16, only when I cannot take 
Zomig 

4. 'My name is graven on His hands.' Isaiah 49:16. How glad I am that that is true.  I am totally 
secure.  Nothing evil can ever touch me unless He allows it to.  Should He do so, He will not leave 
me, but will walk with me through the difficulty and if it gets really bad, He will carry me. 

5. 'Our God can do immeasurably more than we can ask or think.' 

The medical world never told me that my migraines would improve.  But THEY HAVE tremendously, 
beyond dreams.   

Another quip though not Biblical says it succinctly. 

'Every difficulty is an opportunity for God to claim the victory.'  

6. ‘Give, and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running 
over’. Luke 6:38. 

God has given me far more than I would have thought possible.  
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17. Accepting Jesus                                               

To accept Jesus as Saviour and Lord is to: 

1)  Admit that we have all done things that are wrong.  The penalty: the soul that sins will die. 

2)  Realize that Jesus was God in the flesh and came to earth - in addition to living a perfect life - to 
more importantly die on a cross.  He did not have to die (He had no sin) He was conceived by God 
Himself and Mary - the virgin birth.  This was and still is unprecedented in human history.  But God is 
God and as heralded by the angel to Mary, with Him 'nothing is impossible.'  He was God Himself 
and to have been born the normal way would have meant He was tainted with sin, and He was 
'spotless'.  If He had been born with sin, He could never have borne the sin of the whole world when 
He died on the cross - which was the purpose of His coming in the first place. but He chose to die.  
When He was on the cross, the earth became dark because He actually became sin, He bore the sin 
in His body of the whole world and in particular of me and you.  His father, God, couldn't look on His 
own Son because He was sin and God is Holy and pure.  He died so that we could be forgiven.  He 
died in our place, instead of us.   

When we accept that as truth and admit that we are sinners,  and cannot save ourself and thank Him 
for dying instead of us and confess our belief before men, then we become sons and daughters of 
the Living God.  Jesus lives His life through us and runs it.  Always for our good.   

Jesus becomes more and more precious to me as my life unfolds.  We can depend on Him because 
He is always Faithful and has our best in mind.  I have never regretted handing over my life to Jesus. 
 

SUMMARY 

How God prepared me for my life changes. 

1.  I was born with a very good memory.  My G.C.E.'s were all in subjects that required very good 
memory.  No artistic ability at all. 

Just as well God gave me a good memory.  Otherwise with the beating during T.B. Meningitis I would 
have been left sub-normal. 

2. Shyness.   

I was an extremely shy child.  So much so that the other children called me 'Queenie' because I 
wouldn't play with them.  It was only because I was so shy.   

When I went to live with Jim and Elsie Brown as mentioned before she was very much an extrovert.  
No conversation was taboo.  Hence in that eight years she 'rubbed off' on me and I became less 
introverted. 

The fact that I have been told that my life could end quickly has given me an impetus that nothing 
else could and I realize I need to speak about Jesus whenever I have the opportunity. 

3. Changes T.B. Meningitis brought.  37 years ago, God stripped me of all I had.  Home, job, car (for a 
while) security and health.  But He has greatly made up for the loss.  I thank Him for that loss now, as 
it has brought me much closer to Him. 
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He has provided a home for me with Susan and enabled me to achieve what before was only a 
dream - an opportunity to extend hospitality. 

Three songs summarize this book.  One old one goes: - 

1. How can I say thanks for all the things You have done for me.                                                              
Things so undeserved, yet You gave Your life to prove Your love for me.                                              
The voices of a million angels cannot express my gratitude.                                                                       
All that I am, and ever hope to be, I owe it all to You. 
 
To God be the glory, to God be the glory, to God be the glory for the things He has done.             
With His blood He has bought me, with His power He has raised me,                                                      
To God be the glory for the things He has done. 
 
2. The second one is only 30 years old. 
I thank God for the mountains and I thank God for the valleys and I thank Him for the storms He 
brought me through.   
Because if I never had a problem I wouldn't know that God could solve them, and I wouldn't know 
what faith in God can do. 
 
Through it all, through it all I learned to trust in Jesus.  Through it all I've learned to depend upon His 
Word. 

3) His love has no limit, His grace has no measure, His power has no boundaries known unto men.  
For out of His infinite riches in glory He gives and gives and gives again. 

Psalm 105. v 1-5 says.  'Give thanks to the Lord, call on His name, make known among the nations 
what He has done......   Tell of all His wonderful acts.......    Look to the Lord and His strength, seek His 
face always.  Remember the wonders He has done - His miracles ........ 

This I have attempted to do in this booklet. 

Psalm 16 : 1.   You are my Lord.  Apart from You I have no good thing. 

PS 1. My situation may seem far removed from yours. However, Jesus has a unique plan for your life 
which even ‘though it may not always be easy, is the most fulfilling, rewarding, exciting and 
purposeful life it could possibly be. But, and it is a big ‘but’, it requires you first to give your life to 
him to do what he wants to do in and with your life and he will give you the strength to do it. If you 
wish to do this, follow the plan on ‘accepting Jesus’. 

PS 2. I hope you can comprehend this story. If not, put it down to my scrambled brain. I hope you 
will get the gist of it. 

PS 3. If you read this story and feel you want to give a gift in thanks for it, please donate to John 
Rajiah, Eternal Word Ministries, to help him feed, home and educate 750 – 1000 children in five 
schools in India. Thank you. English cheques can be sent their office in France. Their address is: 
Eternal Word Ministries, B.P 4, 60560, Orry la Ville, France. 
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APPENDIX 
Mum's War Time Experience as recorded on tape in patois around 1993. 
This was recorded on tape around 1973 before Mum started to lose her memory.  It is her speaking. 

We were at work in June 1940.  We saw a notice in the press that the Germans had landed in France 
and they were coming to occupy Guernsey.   

They advised us that all the women and children should be evacuated and go to England.  We didn't 
know what to do.  Daphne Langlois (Eric's wife) said, "What are the men going to do without us?" 

We thought about it and we said we'd better go.  The boat would take only women and children to 
commence with.  The men would come on a different boat.  We went Friday 21 June 1940 and the 
men said they would come afterwards.   

We caught the boat and were outside Weymouth all night and next day.  The first night it was very 
nice, we went with the children and slept on the deck.  They gave us some blankets.  We were not 
cold.   

The following night it started to rain and we had to go below.  There wasn't anywhere to lie down.  I 
had taken Rosemary's push chair and she slept in that.  Roy (three years old) slept next to me all 
night.  We were sitting all night on a piece of wood.  It was a freight boat.  We left the boat Sunday 
at noon.  Some men had been in a small boat to get some bread etc. and gave us each bread, butter 
and jam.  They gave us tea.  Milk for the children. 

When we left the boat at 12 o'clock we were examined to see if there was any sickness.  I had 
german measles and I thought "I don't know what they're going to do with the children!"   

But it wasn't so bad.  If we were O.K. they tagged us and passed us fit.  Apparently, I was O.K.!  We 
went further along and they had made sandwiches and cake and we had a good tea.   

They didn't know what they were going to do with us but, in the end, we went for the train.  My 
sister-in-law, Milly, also had her 14-month-old daughter in a push-chair.  The others mounted the 
bus to go to the railway station but Milly and I had push-chairs, so we had to walk.  We didn't know 
which way to go.  When we got there the train was still there.  We got into the train and they took 
our suitcases and push-chairs, but they didn't tell us where we were going!  We were in the train 
until 5.00 a.m.  The children were sleeping and suddenly the train stopped and we all had to get out.  
We had a job waking the children.  We didn't know where to go.   

They took us in buses to a big building (Institute) in Manchester.  We stayed there until they could 
billet us somewhere. 

After three days they called us at 8.00 p.m.  They were going to take us somewhere.  We went to a 
house, and the woman who was taking us went to the house and said she had a woman with two 
children.  They had said they would take someone, but they didn't want children.  So the woman 
taking us said, "I'll take them back", but the woman of the house said, “You can't take those children 
back.  There's a long time they should have been in bed!  We'll keep them for today."  It was 9.30 
p.m. "but I'm not fixed up for children." 

 We stayed there the night.  She had a bed but nothing for the children.  The lady said, "You'll have 
to be careful that the children don't wet the bed!" 
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Rosemary was only 13 months old.  During the night I thought I'd better take Rosemary to the toilet.  
She went and I put her back to bed.  Later in the night I thought "I'd better take her again."  Praise 
God, she went again.  In the morning the beds weren't wet! 

Our hosts had servants.  They were very wealthy.  They took us to have breakfast with them.  They 
were no longer aggravated.  They wanted to know all about Guernsey.  So I explained.  They were 
very nice.  They kept us the following night and it was the same as the previous night.  Lunch with 
the hosts again. 

I said to them "I don't want to stay here any more.  I know you don't want children and I don't want 
to be in the way.  I want them to come and fetch us.  The hosts said they would take us.  But they 
went (I don't know where) and they didn't take us at all.   

We slept there another night and then I said, "I've got a baby and I must wash her nappies.  I haven't 
any more."  The hostess said, "come this way. The servants will show you where you can wash and 
dry the nappies."  The servants showed me and it was very nice.  I then said, "What about it.  When 
are we going?"  It was 6 o'clock, so we had tea.  Then they said, "We'll take you now." 

They took us back to the institute.  We were there several days.  We were well there, beds and good 
food. There were still a lot of evacuees there.  We couldn't go until they found somewhere else for 
us.  At the end of one or two days they thought they had a place.  We packed our suitcases and left.   

They took us to a woman living in Wythenshawe.  We were very welcome there.  The man was a 
manager and we didn't see him.  His wife had a bad foot, she could hardly walk.  She had two 
children.  The house wasn't very clean.  I tidied up a bit every day.  I said I would do that, as she 
couldn't do very much.   

Her little boy was 2½.  He always did in his pants.  She didn't put him in a nappy, he just had linen 
trousers.  One day she was washing his pants in the kitchen sink. I didn't like that very much. 

When she was having a nap I washed the sink as well as I could.  She had a wooden draining board 
and it was filthy black.  I scrubbed it with Vim and a scrubbing brush and when it was dry it was 
white.  I thought, "I don't know what she is going to say.  She's going to think I was trying to say she 
should have done it."  But, she was all pleased!  "You scrubbed it a bit and it's nice and clean."  I 
started to clean a bit.  She had someone to clean once a week.  However, she was almost as bad as 
her employer.  She didn't do much.  One day the hostess said to me "If you want to do the job, the 
cleaner won't come any more.  I'll give you the money I would have given her."  So I said "I'll do 
that." 

I had a lot of trouble with Roy.  He wanted his Dad and he would hardly eat anything.  I took him to 
the park in the afternoon to a place where they had sandwiches etc. and I bought him a little 
something.  He would eat that more likely.  What the hostess gave us we didn't like very much.  A bit 
at a time he started to eat.  

One day (I can't remember how long), my brother-in-law, Emile turned up and we chatted and he 
didn't say anything more.  The next day he turned up and said if I wanted I could go and live with 
them.  I said, "I don't know if I can.  I don't know if the government will give me the billeting 
allowance."  I said, "The man comes every two weeks to see me.  I'll have to ask him if I would get 
the same money if I came with you." 
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He came, I asked him, and he said 'yes'.  But when I got there they didn't want to give me the 
money.  I had far less from 'The Women's Voluntary Service'. 

Anyway, we stayed with Anita and Emile.  She was a dressmaker.  Emile worked on a farm.  There 
was a big garden, potatoes etc. and I used to dig the potatoes for dinner.  It was me who did the 
cooking and cleaning.  So, we continued.  Emile worked for one year at that farm but he found a job 
he liked better in Leicester.  So, they moved - and us for six months.  Then Elsie (my sister) said, 
"Why don't you come with us?"  I thought it over and decided to go.  Douglas (her husband) worked 
for the government - a builder rebuilding destroyed ones.  They lived in Porchester at that time.  I 
don't know how long I was with them.  Then they were moved to Eastleigh.  Before, when I lived 
with them in Porchester I didn't have enough money.  I had taken a little money with me, but I didn't 
have any more.  I must find some work!  Someone advised me to go to a manufacturer to see if I 
could find a job.  So, I went and got the job.  It was to fill mines, depth charges etc.   

I had a bike.  I bought an old one from somebody.  I went on my bike six miles each way.  Roy started 
school in Porchester, five minutes from where we were living.  I was at that factory all the time 'till 
we came back.   

When Douglas moved and went to Eastleigh, Elsie wanted to go with him and they found a house 
with someone.  Douglas was gone all day, but he could come home in the evening.  I went into a 
shop in Porchester and they had a notice for someone who took lodgers just down the road.  I went 
to see about it and they took us. 

It was two women.  One was an old woman, the other did the housework and looked after the 
children.  After we had been there a while, the younger one had a heart attack.  We couldn't stay 
there any more because she was ill.   

They had friends in Porchester, they said their friends would take us.  So, we went to these people.  
They had two children the same age as Rosemary and Roy.  The girl was Roy's age, the boy 
Rosemary's age.  She 'looked after' the children and I went to work.  Then I was taken ill. 

Apparently, I collapsed at a bus stop.  A doctor happened to be passing and he tended me.  I had to 
go to hospital.  I was in hospital seven weeks.  Rosemary and Roy were 'looked after' by this woman.  
I think the problem was my bowel.  They never told me what it was because I was on my own.  They 
just told me, after surgery, I was lucky to be alive.  (God's purposes actually). 

Anyway, when I came out of hospital I don't think they had been washed since I went in.  You could 
scrape the dirt from Rosemary's eyebrows.  Roy had impetigo.  They were filthy.  Elsie took them 
and looked after them until I was better.  I had medication from the Doctor to deal with the 
problem.  It was Roy who was worst.  Anyway, he improved.  So, I decided to find somewhere else to 
live, because I didn't want Rosemary and Roy to go back there. 

The woman who was in charge of us at the factory said she thought she knew someone who would 
take us.  Her husband was in the navy and she was by herself.  So, she asked the woman and she 
said, "Yes, she would take us."  I went from the Bastilles to the Potts.  Elsie said Rosemary could stay 
with them, so she did and I stayed at Winnie Potts with Roy.  We were there a little while until the 
war finished.  Elsie left before me, so Rosemary had to return to us.  The people who owned Winnie 
Potts' house wanted to return so she had to get out and so did we. 
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A friend I had made in Gosport, Kit said that her sister Vi had said I could go to her, the children and 
me.  While we were there I said, "I'm going to London to get my tickets to go back to Guernsey.  
(There were some people returning to Guernsey already).  They said, "It's no good you going, you're 
not going to get them!"  I said, "Well I'm going to try." 

I took the children with me.  I said, "We'll go to the zoo in waiting."  We had to leave at 7.00 a.m.  
When we arrived there, I went to the place which dealt with Guernsey people in London.  There was 
a queue.  We had to queue and wait for I don't know how long for our turn.  When we had our turn, 
they asked us a lot of questions.  They were happy and gave us some papers and we had to go to 
another place in London.  So we went there and it was the same thing.  We had to wait ages.  We 
didn't have to stand up, there were chairs in the waiting room.  The children were really bored 
waiting all that time.  It was the same thing - more papers.  We had to go to another place, 

It was lunchtime, so I took the children to the ABC in London and then we went after lunch to that 
third place.  I couldn't take them to the zoo after all.  It was time to catch the 6.00 p.m. train - the 
last train for Portsmouth.   

So, we didn't go to the zoo at all but we got our tickets!  Praise God! 

When we got to Kit, Vi and Kit were in the garden.  They said, "Oh! You don't need to tell us, we 
know."  I said, "Yes, I've got them."  They had said "You're not going to get them" but I did by 
travelling, me and the children.   The children were very tired.  The authorities said, "You can go 
tomorrow if you want!"  But I said, "I'm not packed."  It was Monday, so they said 'Wednesday'.  But 
I said, "It's a bit quick", so I said "Friday".  So, we came back Friday, I think the end of June or the 
very beginning of July (probably August). 

                                                                           FIN.             
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