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Pearls Before The Swine

 



Sir Clive Reynolds sat by his wife's bed. She had continued to
deteriorate and drifted in and out of consciousness. She was no
longer de-hydrated since being put on a drip but her condition was
critical. Clive looked up as Dr Morgan came in.

"Why has there been no improvement?" He asked.

"We don't know Sir Clive, she should be well on the way to recovery
by now" he checked the drip. "It's as though she has lost the will
to live."

"Is there nothing more you can do?" The doctor shook his head. The
only sound in the room was the monitor. Clive watched the pulsating
line flit across the screen in time to the Lady Rachael's
heartbeat. She stirred.

"Clive."

"I'm here" a frown creased her brow. "What is it?"

"Nothing," she tried to smile. "You should really go home and get
some sleep."

"How can I when you are so ill."

"I'm sorry Clive, I'm being such a nuisance."

"Nonsense, I just want you to get well again."

"If only I could see Patricia, see that she's alright." She sighed
and closed her eyes. Clive sat clutching her hand as she slipped
back into unconsciousness. This was all Patricia's fault. After all
they had done for her. Sent her to the best schools gave her
everything she wanted and how did she repay them? He didn't care
for himself; he looked tenderly down at Rachael. If anything
happened to her he would never forgive Patricia.

"I'll be back later darling" he brushed her cheek with his lips and
reluctantly left.



Patricia checked the contents of the battered canvas shoulder bag
that contained all her possessions. The credit card her father had
given her was tucked safely in one of its many pockets. She kept it
close by her since moving into the squat with Jimmy and the others.
It wasn't that she didn't trust Jimmy; it was Sally and Frog she
had to watch. At least she would never have to go on the game like
Sally. Her father would always keep her account topped up, her
mother would make sure of that.

Frog's medication had almost run out so Jimmy had gone with him to
the hospital to make sure he got it. Left to his own devices he
would probably forget. Patricia had watched them leave; Jimmy tall
and confidant while Frog stumped alongside his head down and
shoulders hunched. How Patricia despised him.



"He can't help the way he is" Jimmy had insisted when Patricia
complained about his constant rocking to and fro. "The tablets do
help him you know, he'd be a lot worse without them.

"He should be put away" she had insisted. "He gives me the creeps."
She sighed as she left the squat. Why did Jimmy always stick up for
Frog - and Sally? It was only when he and Patricia were alone that
she didn't feel like an intruder - and that wasn't very often.



The nearest bank was only ten minutes away, but Patricia began to
feel uncomfortable as she walked along. Was it her imagination or
was she being followed? She shrugged the feeling off and strode
purposely in the direction of the bank. A hundred should do for now
she thought, first making sure there was enough in the account.
Yes, her father had made another deposit. She smiled to herself as
she counted the notes that slid out of the machine slot. Why on
earth Jimmy insisted staying in that scruffy old house with the
others when she could afford a nice flat for them both was beyond
her.

As she turned away from the cash machine, she didn't notice the
sleek black Rolls pull up to the kerb. Suddenly someone grabbed her
from behind and pushed her towards the car. She tried to scream but
a hand was clamped firmly over her mouth. The car door opened and
she was practically thrown in. She looked up into her father's
face.



Sir Clive sat opposite his daughter as the Rolls purred away.

"Thank you Sam, I think you can let go now." Patricia felt the grip
on her arm relax. "I hope you aren't going to make a fuss Patty,
I've just had the seats re-covered and I should hate the leather to
get damaged."

"What do you want?" She growled.

"I want you to visit your mother"

"Why should I?" Patricia rubbed her arms, where huge weals had
begun to form.

"I don't suppose for one moment you know where she is right now?"
Sir Clive leaned back in his seat watching her carefully.

"At the beauty parlour, or the gym" Patricia said sarcastically,
"or maybe she's preparing for a charity ball."

"She's in hospital" his eyes glittered with hate as Patricia
shrugged her shoulders, unmoved. "You really don't care do you" he
exploded. "You swan off to play happy families with those
layabouts. Your mother has been sick with worry and now - because
of you - she could die."

"I didn't ask her to make herself ill," she snapped. "She's
probably feeling guilty for neglecting me all those years, shipping
me off to boarding schools. She's only got herself to blame. She
doesn't really care about me, only what I'm doing to the family
name." A stinging slap knocked her sideways.

"Don't let me ever hear you speak about your mother like that,"
Clive hissed. Don't forget it's my money that supporting you and
your so-called friends. I notice you aren't averse to using it." He
seized the bag from her lap and took the money out. "Only a
hundred! My we are becoming thrifty."

"Why shouldn't I use it? Your obsession with making money ruined my
life, the least I can do is make the most of it now."

"Grow up Patricia, do you think these people want you for yourself.
I could cut off your allowance with just one phone call - what
would your precious friends do then?"

"But you're not going to do that are you daddy dear. Mother would
never forgive you." Sir Clive's face hardened. He put the money
back and handed the bag to Patricia. His devotion to his wife was
stronger than his dislike for his daughter. "There's an old saying
Patricia, 'what comes round, goes round.' I suggest you think about
that." The car came to a halt outside the hospital and Sam let
Patricia out. She watched the Rolls glide through the gates as her
father went home. She looked up at the building, why should she
visit her mother? 

"They can both go to hell!"



Patricia couldn't wait for Jimmy to get back, even though he would
have Frog with him. When he did a worried frown creased his
forehead.

"Is Sally back?"

"Not yet, why?"

"No-one's seen her since last night." His concern irritated
her.

"I don't know why you're so worried, she's probably still out
earning money" she sneered.

"Well don't say it in that tone!" Jimmy snapped, "earning money is
something you know nothing about, you have it handed on a
plate."

"I haven't noticed you refusing any of it" tears of anger stung the
back of her eyes. How dare he talk to her like that? She took the
wad of notes and threw them at him. "You'd be hard pushed to get
your stuff without it." Jimmy laughed harshly and picked the notes
up.

"So that's what you think I do with it." He tossed it over to Frog
"here, take care of this until tomorrow."

"What are you doing? I thought you had a meeting with your dealer
tonight."

"I have, but I don't need your money for that, it's going into
Frog's account."

"You've been giving my money to Frog!" Patricia was furious.

"Correction - I give my money to Frog. You give it to me, so it's
mine. Besides, Frog is saving up for his old age. I won't always be
here to take care of him"

"So how do you pay for the crack?"

"Sally pays for it, that's why she works so hard."

"You mean you're her pimp!" she said in disgust. "That's why you're
so concerned with Sally, but why do you help Frog? He's not your
responsibility."

"Frog is my brother" Jimmy said between gritted teeth. His words
were like a physical blow, Patricia had thought she knew him but
here he was admitting to being Sally's pimp and telling her Frog
and he were brothers.

"Why didn't you tell me before?" She whispered.

"It wasn't any of your business."



"But I thought you loved me!" Jimmy laughed.

"Do you know what kind of life Frog and I have had? Our mother
dumped us when Frog was only three years old; we've spent our lives
being pushed from one foster home to another. We don't trust anyone
- especially not rich bitches that think they've had a hard life.
You were a means to an end, just like Sally. She earns money to
live on; you've provided a secure future for Frog. Love doesn't
come into it Patricia." He turned and left her feeling empty. Her
father had been right, they didn't want her for herself - just for
her money.



Patricia wondered what to do next, she couldn't go home now and she
had lost touch with all her friends. She felt truly alone in the
world as things went from bad to worse. Jimmy spent most of his
time with Frog and practically ignored her. Sally was still
missing, no one had seen or heard anything from her. A week later
Jimmy sat reading a two-day-old newspaper he had found that
morning.

"Oh my god! Just take a look at this." he handed the paper over to
Frog. As he read, Frog began to whimper and rock backwards and
forwards. Patricia stood up and approached them anxiously.

"What's wrong?" Frog turned his back, still whimpering and rocking.
Jimmy picked up the newspaper and practically threw it at her. It
was only a small snippet, a body had been found in a building not
very far from the squat. A young woman believed to be a prostitute
had been badly beaten then strangled. "It sounds like Sally from
the description," Patricia murmured.



Jimmy threw her a look of contempt and turned to comfort Frog who
was crying uncontrollably.

"W-we should go to see her," he stuttered. "Tell the police who she
is." Jimmy nodded.

"We will Frog, we will. Then you and I will move on, start afresh
somewhere else. It's almost autumn so we have to find somewhere to
stay for the winter."

"What's wrong with here?" Patricia asked.

"Too many bad memories! Besides, this place is being demolished
next month."

"Demolished! I didn't know that, why are they demolishing
it?"

"The council plan to build a multi-storey car park here."

"So where will we go?"

"We? There is no we," Jimmy looked at her in amazement. "Frog and I
don't want you with us."

"But what will I do?"

"You have a rich family to turn to, go back to your big comfortable
house and warm bed." With that Jimmy and Frog headed off in the
direction of the police station.

 



Sir Clive threw the first handful of soil onto the coffin. Family
and friends followed suit then turned sadly away. Clive stared down
into the deep hole, then read the words on the black marble
headstone that already stood in place. Rachael, Lady Reynolds.
Beloved wife of Sir Clive Reynolds. 1947 - 99. Two of his oldest
friends, Doctor James Sylvester and Philip Carlisle, his lawyer,
stood by his side.

"I always thought Rachael had the heart of a lion," they turned
away from the grave. "It's strange that it should fail her."

"No one's heart could have withstood what Rachael went through
Clive," the doctor assured him. "She starved herself and hardly
slept for months through worry. I suppose you could say she
literally died of a broken heart." They climbed into Clive's
car.

"She never made a will you know," Clive turned to Philip
Carlisle.

"I know, I could never persuade her."

"She was never very materialistic. I remember when we got engaged;
she picked the smallest and most insignificant ring. Of course we
didn't have much money then. Later on I wanted to buy her something
bigger but she wouldn't have it. The small amount of jewellery she
owned was quite plain, but she didn't need any fancy adornments.
She was beautiful enough without it." He lapsed into silence, an
emptiness filling his whole being as he pondered the prospect of
life without her. "That little favour I asked you Philip, did you
get a result?"

"Yes, I traced the person you mentioned and you were right. They
had a son. He's quite brilliant but a complete failure simply
through lack of funding." They had arrived back at Sir Clive's
office.

"Good, come round to the house tonight and you can fill me in.
Right now I have work to do." He turned to his chauffeur. "Barnes,
take Doctor Sylvester and Mr Carlton wherever they wish to go then
pick me up in two hours."



"What was that all about?" Sylvester asked as they drove
away.

"Rachael's parents split up when she was about seventeen because
her father had an affair. Rachael stayed with her mother who never
had any more children although she remarried. Her father moved in
with his girlfriend and they had a son. When the boy was about
eleven, his parents were both killed in an accident while he was at
school. As there was no immediate family the boy stayed in a
children's home until he was sixteen. Drop me off anywhere here
Barnes."

"Thanks Barnes, I'll get out here too." They had arrived at the
lawyer's office. "In what way is he quite brilliant?"



"Come in for a coffee and I'll tell you all about it." The two men
went up the steps into the Regency style building. "Gerald Copley -
that's his name - is a precision engineer, his particular field is
medical equipment and he has several innovative ideas for improving
existing designs. Clive hasn't said anything definite, but I know
he was planning to cut Patricia out of his will. I suspect he's
going to make Gerald Copley his chief beneficiary now that Rachael
is dead."



Patricia walked down the familiar road. It seemed strangely
comforting to see all the houses she knew so well. She had hated
them once, resented the condescending people who owned them. People
who were cushioned by possessions and could buy their way out of
difficulty. But Jimmy had accused her of being just like them.
Maybe she had used her money to buy people but hadn't he used her?
He'd pretended to love her while he took her money. She stood
staring through the gates of her home, longing to go in but not
daring to after the last confrontation with her father. How foolish
she had been to think she could turn her back on everything. She
didn't see the car approaching, it was only when the automatic gate
began to open that she turned and saw it. Her father sat in the
back leafing through papers. She didn't know if he hadn't seen her
or was deliberately ignoring her?



She slipped through the gates before they closed and stood near the
door she knew her father would enter the house by.

"Daddy" she said quietly as he approached her.

"What do you want?" He snapped.

"Daddy, I've come to apologise. I shouldn't have spoken to you the
way I did. I'd like to see mummy and apologise to her too."

"What you really mean Patricia, is that you've run out of money."
Patricia swallowed hard. It was true, she didn't have much money
left but that hadn't been her reason for coming back.

"I'd still like to see her, I need to talk to her."

"You need! You come back because of something you need. You didn't
want to know when she needed to see you."

"I'm here now, not just because I need to see her but because she
wanted to see me." Patricia pleaded.

"Yes, she did want to see you. She wanted to see you so much that
she neglected herself. Well it's too late now Patricia." He turned
his back on her and started to go into the house.

"Doesn't she want to see me any more?" Patricia couldn't believe
her mother had changed her mind.

"Your mother is dead! She died of a broken heart because her only
daughter wouldn't come home, didn't even care enough to visit her.
You killed her Patricia and you're going to pay for it. Now get out
of my sight." Clive stormed into the house leaving Patricia in
stunned silence. She walked forlornly away and back to the
squat.



The ever punctual Philip Carlisle arrived at eight o'clock sharp
that evening. Clive stretched out on the sofa with a half filled
whiskey glass in his hand and listened to all the details of Gerald
Copley.

"Do you have all the relevant papers Philip?" The lawyer opened his
briefcase and handed Clive a sheaf of paper. Clive surveyed them
for a moment of two. "I want to change everything, so I hope you've
come prepared for a long stay." He sat up and began to list the
alterations he wanted made to his will.

"Are you sure of this Clive," Philip asked. Clive nodded. "Well I
think that's everything, do you want to check it?" Clive took the
papers and poured himself another drink. A few minutes elapsed
while he looked through them. He put down the whiskey glass, picked
up his fountain pen and signed the papers.

"Call Barnes and the cook in please Philip. They can witness this."
Philip called through the door and Clive watched as they put their
signatures to his will. "Thank you, you may both go home now."
After they had gone Carlisle signed the document. From the window,
Clive watched the cook cycle down the drive. The chauffeur lived in
an apartment nearby and walked home.

"I'll take this straight to the office and put it in the safe with
your other papers. What shall I do with your old will?"

"Leave it with me, I'll dispose of it myself." Philip nodded and
got up to leave. He stopped and turned back as if to say something.
Clive was pouring himself another drink. "Goodbye Philip," his
voice was flat and emotionless. Philip closed the door behind
him.



Clive looked up briefly then walked back to the window. He watched
Philip drive away in his Mercedes. He was all alone in the house
now. Returning to his desk, he picked up the old will. Patricia
would get nothing from him now. Everything would go to Gerald
Copley - a man he'd never even met. He deserved it more than
Patricia, he'd certainly put it to better use than she would. He
tore the document into strips and tossed them into the fire,
watching the flames flicker as the paper turned to ashes.

A photograph of Rachael stood on his desk, he gazed at it for a
long moment. Then took a pistol out of the top drawer.

"Goodbye Rachael," he said; the he put the barrel of the gun in his
mouth and pulled the trigger.



Patricia had spent three lonely and frightened days in the squat.
Jimmy and Frog had never come back, she assumed they had moved on
as they said they would. All her money had gone and hunger forced
her out to find something to eat. The squat would be demolished in
a couple of days anyway, so she had to find somewhere to stay. She
couldn't go back home now, her father had made that clear. As she
made her way down the road she found a two day old newspaper.
Normally she would have ignored it, but the headline caught her
eye. She picked it up and saw a photograph of her father;
underneath it said 'The body of Sir Clive Reynolds was found at his
home this morning. It is believed he shot himself. Sir Clive had
been grief stricken at the death of his wife two weeks ago.'

Patricia stood alone in the dimly lit street. A sharp wind snatched
the paper from her hand. She watched it dance down the street and
shivered, clutching her thin jacket tightly around her as a sudden
shower of rain soaked through it. Winter was on its way.













Pearls Before The Swine

Sir Clive Reynolds sat by his wife's bed. She had continued to
deteriorate and drifted in and out of consciousness. She was no
longer de-hydrated since being put on a drip but her condition was
critical. Clive looked up as Dr Morgan came in.

"Why has there been no improvement?" He asked.

"We don't know Sir Clive, she should be well on the way to recovery
by now" he checked the drip. "It's as though she has lost the will
to live."

"Is there nothing more you can do?" The doctor shook his head. The
only sound in the room was the monitor. Clive watched the pulsating
line flit across the screen in time to the Lady Rachael's
heartbeat. She stirred.

"Clive."

"I'm here" a frown creased her brow. "What is it?"

"Nothing," she tried to smile. "You should really go home and get
some sleep."

"How can I when you are so ill."

"I'm sorry Clive, I'm being such a nuisance."

"Nonsense, I just want you to get well again."

"If only I could see Patricia, see that she's alright." She sighed
and closed her eyes. Clive sat clutching her hand as she slipped
back into unconsciousness. This was all Patricia's fault. After all
they had done for her. Sent her to the best schools gave her
everything she wanted and how did she repay them? He didn't care
for himself; he looked tenderly down at Rachael. If anything
happened to her he would never forgive Patricia.

"I'll be back later darling" he brushed her cheek with his lips and
reluctantly left.



Patricia checked the contents of the battered canvas shoulder bag
that contained all her possessions. The credit card her father had
given her was tucked safely in one of its many pockets. She kept it
close by her since moving into the squat with Jimmy and the others.
It wasn't that she didn't trust Jimmy; it was Sally and Frog she
had to watch. At least she would never have to go on the game like
Sally. Her father would always keep her account topped up, her
mother would make sure of that.

Frog's medication had almost run out so Jimmy had gone with him to
the hospital to make sure he got it. Left to his own devices he
would probably forget. Patricia had watched them leave; Jimmy tall
and confidant while Frog stumped alongside his head down and
shoulders hunched. How Patricia despised him.



"He can't help the way he is" Jimmy had insisted when Patricia
complained about his constant rocking to and fro. "The tablets do
help him you know, he'd be a lot worse without them.

"He should be put away" she had insisted. "He gives me the creeps."
She sighed as she left the squat. Why did Jimmy always stick up for
Frog - and Sally? It was only when he and Patricia were alone that
she didn't feel like an intruder - and that wasn't very often.



The nearest bank was only ten minutes away, but Patricia began to
feel uncomfortable as she walked along. Was it her imagination or
was she being followed? She shrugged the feeling off and strode
purposely in the direction of the bank. A hundred should do for now
she thought, first making sure there was enough in the account.
Yes, her father had made another deposit. She smiled to herself as
she counted the notes that slid out of the machine slot. Why on
earth Jimmy insisted staying in that scruffy old house with the
others when she could afford a nice flat for them both was beyond
her.

As she turned away from the cash machine, she didn't notice the
sleek black Rolls pull up to the kerb. Suddenly someone grabbed her
from behind and pushed her towards the car. She tried to scream but
a hand was clamped firmly over her mouth. The car door opened and
she was practically thrown in. She looked up into her father's
face.



Sir Clive sat opposite his daughter as the Rolls purred away.

"Thank you Sam, I think you can let go now." Patricia felt the grip
on her arm relax. "I hope you aren't going to make a fuss Patty,
I've just had the seats re-covered and I should hate the leather to
get damaged."

"What do you want?" She growled.

"I want you to visit your mother"

"Why should I?" Patricia rubbed her arms, where huge weals had
begun to form.

"I don't suppose for one moment you know where she is right now?"
Sir Clive leaned back in his seat watching her carefully.

"At the beauty parlour, or the gym" Patricia said sarcastically,
"or maybe she's preparing for a charity ball."

"She's in hospital" his eyes glittered with hate as Patricia
shrugged her shoulders, unmoved. "You really don't care do you" he
exploded. "You swan off to play happy families with those
layabouts. Your mother has been sick with worry and now - because
of you - she could die."

"I didn't ask her to make herself ill," she snapped. "She's
probably feeling guilty for neglecting me all those years, shipping
me off to boarding schools. She's only got herself to blame. She
doesn't really care about me, only what I'm doing to the family
name." A stinging slap knocked her sideways.

"Don't let me ever hear you speak about your mother like that,"
Clive hissed. Don't forget it's my money that supporting you and
your so-called friends. I notice you aren't averse to using it." He
seized the bag from her lap and took the money out. "Only a
hundred! My we are becoming thrifty."

"Why shouldn't I use it? Your obsession with making money ruined my
life, the least I can do is make the most of it now."

"Grow up Patricia, do you think these people want you for yourself.
I could cut off your allowance with just one phone call - what
would your precious friends do then?"

"But you're not going to do that are you daddy dear. Mother would
never forgive you." Sir Clive's face hardened. He put the money
back and handed the bag to Patricia. His devotion to his wife was
stronger than his dislike for his daughter. "There's an old saying
Patricia, 'what comes round, goes round.' I suggest you think about
that." The car came to a halt outside the hospital and Sam let
Patricia out. She watched the Rolls glide through the gates as her
father went home. She looked up at the building, why should she
visit her mother? 

"They can both go to hell!"



Patricia couldn't wait for Jimmy to get back, even though he would
have Frog with him. When he did a worried frown creased his
forehead.

"Is Sally back?"

"Not yet, why?"

"No-one's seen her since last night." His concern irritated
her.

"I don't know why you're so worried, she's probably still out
earning money" she sneered.

"Well don't say it in that tone!" Jimmy snapped, "earning money is
something you know nothing about, you have it handed on a
plate."

"I haven't noticed you refusing any of it" tears of anger stung the
back of her eyes. How dare he talk to her like that? She took the
wad of notes and threw them at him. "You'd be hard pushed to get
your stuff without it." Jimmy laughed harshly and picked the notes
up.

"So that's what you think I do with it." He tossed it over to Frog
"here, take care of this until tomorrow."

"What are you doing? I thought you had a meeting with your dealer
tonight."

"I have, but I don't need your money for that, it's going into
Frog's account."

"You've been giving my money to Frog!" Patricia was furious.

"Correction - I give my money to Frog. You give it to me, so it's
mine. Besides, Frog is saving up for his old age. I won't always be
here to take care of him"

"So how do you pay for the crack?"

"Sally pays for it, that's why she works so hard."

"You mean you're her pimp!" she said in disgust. "That's why you're
so concerned with Sally, but why do you help Frog? He's not your
responsibility."

"Frog is my brother" Jimmy said between gritted teeth. His words
were like a physical blow, Patricia had thought she knew him but
here he was admitting to being Sally's pimp and telling her Frog
and he were brothers.



"Why didn't you tell me before?" She whispered.

"It wasn't any of your business."

"But I thought you loved me!" Jimmy laughed.

"Do you know what kind of life Frog and I have had? Our mother
dumped us when Frog was only three years old; we've spent our lives
being pushed from one foster home to another. We don't trust anyone
- especially not rich bitches that think they've had a hard life.
You were a means to an end, just like Sally. She earns money to
live on; you've provided a secure future for Frog. Love doesn't
come into it Patricia." He turned and left her feeling empty. Her
father had been right, they didn't want her for herself - just for
her money.



Patricia wondered what to do next, she couldn't go home now and she
had lost touch with all her friends. She felt truly alone in the
world as things went from bad to worse. Jimmy spent most of his
time with Frog and practically ignored her. Sally was still
missing, no one had seen or heard anything from her. A week later
Jimmy sat reading a two-day-old newspaper he had found that
morning.

"Oh my god! Just take a look at this." he handed the paper over to
Frog. As he read, Frog began to whimper and rock backwards and
forwards. Patricia stood up and approached them anxiously.

"What's wrong?" Frog turned his back, still whimpering and rocking.
Jimmy picked up the newspaper and practically threw it at her. It
was only a small snippet, a body had been found in a building not
very far from the squat. A young woman believed to be a prostitute
had been badly beaten then strangled. "It sounds like Sally from
the description," Patricia murmured.



Jimmy threw her a look of contempt and turned to comfort Frog who
was crying uncontrollably.

"W-we should go to see her," he stuttered. "Tell the police who she
is." Jimmy nodded.

"We will Frog, we will. Then you and I will move on, start afresh
somewhere else. It's almost autumn so we have to find somewhere to
stay for the winter."

"What's wrong with here?" Patricia asked.

"Too many bad memories! Besides, this place is being demolished
next month."

"Demolished! I didn't know that, why are they demolishing
it?"

"The council plan to build a multi-storey car park here."

"So where will we go?"

"We? There is no we," Jimmy looked at her in amazement. "Frog and I
don't want you with us."

"But what will I do?"

"You have a rich family to turn to, go back to your big comfortable
house and warm bed." With that Jimmy and Frog headed off in the
direction of the police station.



Sir Clive threw the first handful of soil onto the coffin. Family
and friends followed suit then turned sadly away. Clive stared down
into the deep hole, then read the words on the black marble
headstone that already stood in place. Rachael, Lady Reynolds.
Beloved wife of Sir Clive Reynolds. 1947 - 99. Two of his oldest
friends, Doctor James Sylvester and Philip Carlisle, his lawyer,
stood by his side.

"I always thought Rachael had the heart of a lion," they turned
away from the grave. "It's strange that it should fail her."

"No one's heart could have withstood what Rachael went through
Clive," the doctor assured him. "She starved herself and hardly
slept for months through worry. I suppose you could say she
literally died of a broken heart." They climbed into Clive's
car.

"She never made a will you know," Clive turned to Philip
Carlisle.

"I know, I could never persuade her."

"She was never very materialistic. I remember when we got engaged;
she picked the smallest and most insignificant ring. Of course we
didn't have much money then. Later on I wanted to buy her something
bigger but she wouldn't have it. The small amount of jewellery she
owned was quite plain, but she didn't need any fancy adornments.
She was beautiful enough without it." He lapsed into silence, an
emptiness filling his whole being as he pondered the prospect of
life without her. "That little favour I asked you Philip, did you
get a result?"

"Yes, I traced the person you mentioned and you were right. They
had a son. He's quite brilliant but a complete failure simply
through lack of funding." They had arrived back at Sir Clive's
office.

"Good, come round to the house tonight and you can fill me in.
Right now I have work to do." He turned to his chauffeur. "Barnes,
take Doctor Sylvester and Mr Carlton wherever they wish to go then
pick me up in two hours."



"What was that all about?" Sylvester asked as they drove
away.

"Rachael's parents split up when she was about seventeen because
her father had an affair. Rachael stayed with her mother who never
had any more children although she remarried. Her father moved in
with his girlfriend and they had a son. When the boy was about
eleven, his parents were both killed in an accident while he was at
school. As there was no immediate family the boy stayed in a
children's home until he was sixteen. Drop me off anywhere here
Barnes."

"Thanks Barnes, I'll get out here too." They had arrived at the
lawyer's office. "In what way is he quite brilliant?"

"Come in for a coffee and I'll tell you all about it." The two men
went up the steps into the Regency style building. "Gerald Copley -
that's his name - is a precision engineer, his particular field is
medical equipment and he has several innovative ideas for improving
existing designs. Clive hasn't said anything definite, but I know
he was planning to cut Patricia out of his will. I suspect he's
going to make Gerald Copley his chief beneficiary now that Rachael
is dead."



Patricia walked down the familiar road. It seemed strangely
comforting to see all the houses she knew so well. She had hated
them once, resented the condescending people who owned them. People
who were cushioned by possessions and could buy their way out of
difficulty. But Jimmy had accused her of being just like them.
Maybe she had used her money to buy people but hadn't he used her?
He'd pretended to love her while he took her money. She stood
staring through the gates of her home, longing to go in but not
daring to after the last confrontation with her father. How foolish
she had been to think she could turn her back on everything. She
didn't see the car approaching, it was only when the automatic gate
began to open that she turned and saw it. Her father sat in the
back leafing through papers. She didn't know if he hadn't seen her
or was deliberately ignoring her?

She slipped through the gates before they closed and stood near the
door she knew her father would enter the house by.

"Daddy" she said quietly as he approached her.

"What do you want?" He snapped.

"Daddy, I've come to apologise. I shouldn't have spoken to you the
way I did. I'd like to see mummy and apologise to her too."

"What you really mean Patricia, is that you've run out of money."
Patricia swallowed hard. It was true, she didn't have much money
left but that hadn't been her reason for coming back.

"I'd still like to see her, I need to talk to her."

"You need! You come back because of something you need. You didn't
want to know when she needed to see you."

"I'm here now, not just because I need to see her but because she
wanted to see me." Patricia pleaded.

"Yes, she did want to see you. She wanted to see you so much that
she neglected herself. Well it's too late now Patricia." He turned
his back on her and started to go into the house.



"Doesn't she want to see me any more?" Patricia couldn't believe
her mother had changed her mind.

"Your mother is dead! She died of a broken heart because her only
daughter wouldn't come home, didn't even care enough to visit her.
You killed her Patricia and you're going to pay for it. Now get out
of my sight." Clive stormed into the house leaving Patricia in
stunned silence. She walked forlornly away and back to the
squat.



The ever punctual Philip Carlisle arrived at eight o'clock sharp
that evening. Clive stretched out on the sofa with a half filled
whiskey glass in his hand and listened to all the details of Gerald
Copley.

"Do you have all the relevant papers Philip?" The lawyer opened his
briefcase and handed Clive a sheaf of paper. Clive surveyed them
for a moment of two. "I want to change everything, so I hope you've
come prepared for a long stay." He sat up and began to list the
alterations he wanted made to his will.

"Are you sure of this Clive," Philip asked. Clive nodded. "Well I
think that's everything, do you want to check it?" Clive took the
papers and poured himself another drink. A few minutes elapsed
while he looked through them. He put down the whiskey glass, picked
up his fountain pen and signed the papers.

"Call Barnes and the cook in please Philip. They can witness this."
Philip called through the door and Clive watched as they put their
signatures to his will. "Thank you, you may both go home now."
After they had gone Carlisle signed the document. From the window,
Clive watched the cook cycle down the drive. The chauffeur lived in
an apartment nearby and walked home.

"I'll take this straight to the office and put it in the safe with
your other papers. What shall I do with your old will?"

"Leave it with me, I'll dispose of it myself." Philip nodded and
got up to leave. He stopped and turned back as if to say something.
Clive was pouring himself another drink. "Goodbye Philip," his
voice was flat and emotionless. Philip closed the door behind
him.

Clive looked up briefly then walked back to the window. He watched
Philip drive away in his Mercedes. He was all alone in the house
now. Returning to his desk, he picked up the old will. Patricia
would get nothing from him now. Everything would go to Gerald
Copley - a man he'd never even met. He deserved it more than
Patricia, he'd certainly put it to better use than she would. He
tore the document into strips and tossed them into the fire,
watching the flames flicker as the paper turned to ashes.

A photograph of Rachael stood on his desk, he gazed at it for a
long moment. Then took a pistol out of the top drawer.

"Goodbye Rachael," he said; the he put the barrel of the gun in his
mouth and pulled the trigger.



Patricia had spent three lonely and frightened days in the squat.
Jimmy and Frog had never come back, she assumed they had moved on
as they said they would. All her money had gone and hunger forced
her out to find something to eat. The squat would be demolished in
a couple of days anyway, so she had to find somewhere to stay. She
couldn't go back home now, her father had made that clear. As she
made her way down the road she found a two day old newspaper.
Normally she would have ignored it, but the headline caught her
eye. She picked it up and saw a photograph of her father;
underneath it said 'The body of Sir Clive Reynolds was found at his
home this morning. It is believed he shot himself. Sir Clive had
been grief stricken at the death of his wife two weeks ago.'

Patricia stood alone in the dimly lit street. A sharp wind snatched
the paper from her hand. She watched it dance down the street and
shivered, clutching her thin jacket tightly around her as a sudden
shower of rain soaked through it. Winter was on its way.
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