
May and September
Jerry slowed down and stopped at the red light. He looked both ways, just watching the traffic flow 
through the intersection. Suddenly he heard the squeal of tyres on tarmac and another car slammed 
into his from behind, and his car was shunted out into the traffic. He didn’t see it, but a car clipped 
the rear of his car and spun it across the road into the opposite lane where another car hit him and 
stopped the spin. Jerry’s car slid off the road and stopped.

Jerry didn’t know it, but he was lucky. The airbags had deployed, and all the collisions had been 
glancing ones. Still, he was unconscious, and he had moderate to severe injuries to his legs. He was 
cut from the car and taken in an ambulance, with sirens blaring, to the nearest hospital.

***
“So, Jerry,” said the doctor. “Can I call you ‘Jerry’? You’ll want to know about your injuries, and so
on. You’ve been very lucky, but you’ve been bashed around a bit. Maybe a bit of whiplash, but 
hopefully not too much. Small cut to your cheek, bruises to all four limbs, strained or bruised 
shoulder and hip. Fortunately, only bruises and scrapes to your body, we think. Nothing more 
serious. Then there’s your legs.”

Jerry looked at the doctor, dreading his answer. “What about my legs, doctor. Will I be able to 
walk again?”

“Haha,” laughed the doctor, but it wasn’t really a laugh. “Oh yes. You’ll be able to walk again. 
Eventually. You’ve broken both your lower legs. Clean breaks, luckily. They will take some time to 
heal, it’s true, but after that you will able to walk again. After the physiotherapy. Um. You’re going 
to be out of action for a couple of months, I’m afraid, but you should be back to, um, eighty per 
cent, in three or four months or so. You were lucky.”

“I see,” said Jerry. “I suppose that I will have pain? Will that go away, eventually?”
He emphasised the word ‘eventually’.
“Er, yes. I’m afraid that there will be pain, as the fractures heal, and there may be pain after they 

have completely healed. You will get headaches, most likely, from the bashing around. In most 
cases like yours the pain becomes less and less, and after a year or so, you might not have any 
pain.”

“Might not,” said Jerry.
“Hopefully not,” said the doctor.

***
“You should retire, Dad,” said Graham.

“No,” Jerry answered. “I’m not ready to retire yet. I’ve only just passed fifty. Fifty three. I’ve got
a good few years in me yet.”

“Yeah, you should enjoy them. Relax. Take cruises. After all, the business is doing well. There’s 
not much for you to do now. I could handle it.”

Jerry loved his son, but he wouldn’t be happy to pass the firm over to him. Graham was a good 
accountant, but Jerry didn’t think that he could run the company successfully. Jerry sighed. When 
he and his late wife had started the company, they were doing it for fun, for the challenge. They 
didn’t expect it to grow as fast as it had, and when Sue had left to have first Don, then Graham, 
Jerry had built up the firm in the expectation that he could pass it on to one of them. Don had 
become a successful doctor, and Jerry was pleased of course, but Don had no interest in the firm. 
Jerry could still leave the firm to Graham, but over the years he had come to realise that Graham did



not have the ability to run a business as big as the firm now was. Jerry loved his son, but this made 
him very sad at times.

“No, no,” said Jerry. “I’d be bored. I’ll only be out of action for a few months, son. No need to 
worry.”

“If you say so…”
***

One day one of his top managers dropped by.
“Jenny! How are you? Nice to see you!”
“Good to see you, Jerry. Did you really request peace and quiet? To be left alone to recover?”
“No! Who’s been saying that? Oh.”
“Yeah, it was Graham. I thought that it didn’t sound like you. When will you be back, boss? 

Graham’s been pushing his ideas, and frankly, some are appalling.”
“Hm. I need to talk to my doctor, I think. I need to get out of here as soon as possible. Now, 

bring me up to date, please.”
After talking with Jenny for half an hour, Jerry felt energised, Yes, his legs still hurt most of the 

time, but he could manage that. He realised that he was coming out of a mental fog that had been 
with him since the accident. He needed to take charge of his life again.

Jerry called his doctor, and they discussed his progress to that point, and the program for the 
future. The doctor reluctantly agreed to let him go home.

“You’ll need someone to help you out,” he said, when he learned that Jerry lived alone.
***

Jerry had a big house. When his sons were younger it had seemed smaller, but when they became 
teenagers, he had built an extra room onto the house. It was almost a self-contained bedsit for Don, 
and when Don moved out, Graham had moved into it. It remained empty when Graham had moved 
out. When Jerry’s wife had died, Jerry had shut down several of the rooms. He had a cleaner come 
round twice a week, but he was a tidy person anyway. Now and then he paid a firm to do a deep 
clean of the whole house.

Jerry wasn’t the sort to be lonely. Of course, he was working during the day, and he often did a 
bit of work at home too, but was careful to not let it get out of hand. He had friends, family, and 
sometimes colleagues over for meals, and he tended to his garden, which was his pride and joy. He 
walked and kept fit, and wondered about getting a dog. Sometimes he missed his wife, and talked to
her when he was alone. He had mentioned this to his doctor, who reassured him that this was not 
unusual.

But after the accident, he needed someone. He could make a cup of tea, but it was a struggle, and
sometimes painful. He could pick things up off the floor if he dropped them, but it was difficult for 
him. Cooking was out of the question, he couldn’t make his bed, and he couldn’t tend his garden.

So Trixie came to work for him, and moved into the bedsit. Trixie was twenty-seven when they 
met. Roughly half his age, and slightly younger than his sons. She was friendly, cheerful, and most 
people liked her.

“You job is to help me with things about the house,” Jerry told her. “But you are not my nurse. 
It’s just that ordinary things, like making a cup of tea, are almost impossible for me at the moment.”

“Can’t one of your sons help you?” she asked. “Are you estranged from them or something?”
Jerry laughed. “No, they have their own lives to lead. Their own families. Don, he’s the oldest, 

wanted to move into the house with his wife for the duration, but I said no. They’ve got kids at 
home and it would be disruptive for all of them.”

“What about the other one?”



“Graham? He and his wife both work. I wouldn’t expect them to take time off just to look after 
me.”

Graham had not suggested it and neither had Jerry.
“Oh. Yeah, that would be difficult.”
She didn’t seem convinced.

***
Trixie had a son, who usually lived with her ex-husband, Max. Jerry didn’t pry, but from what 
Trixie said, she got on well with her ex-husband, and their family dynamic seemed to suit all three 
of them. Trixie sometimes had her son to stay overnight, and Jerry liked the boy.

He discovered that the boy liked the same sports team that he did.
“I’ll have to get you tickets to a match, Marty” he said.
“You could come too,” Marty suggested.
Jerry laughed. “My legs would make that difficult.”
He was still using a wheelchair most of the time. His legs were in plaster casts which were 

usually supported by extensions to the chair, straight out in front.
“Yeah, that’s right,” said the boy, disappointed.
“But there might be a way…”

***
“This is great!” said Marty. “Wow! You must be very rich!”

“Marty!” said Trixie.
They were sitting in a corporate box, high in the stands of the sports stadium. One of the seats 

had been moved to one side and Jerry’s wheelchair had been fitted into the gap. Jerry had been here 
before, so he knew that it was accessible by lift.

Jerry laughed. “No, Marty. I’m not that rich. I couldn’t afford a box like this! But I know the 
man who rents this box, and he let me use three seats of the seats. That’s him over there.”

He waved, and his friend waved back.
“Shall we have a hot dog or something, Marty? Can you get a menu from that guy there?”
The boy hurried away on his errand.
“Is that OK, Trixie? I should have checked with you first.”
“That’s OK, Jerry. What’s a game without a hot dog?” she said, smiling.
A little later the whole box cheered as the local team came on to the field.

***
“I’m worried, Trixie.”

They were watching some soap or other on the TV. Jerry had been surprised at how addictive 
they were.

“What about?”
She was just going to make them a cup of tea, but she paused.
“It’s silly really. Tomorrow’s physio session. I’m going to be walking for the first time. Oh, I’ve 

used crutches before, but this time I’ll be bearing my full weight.”
“Oh. It might hurt?”
“Yeah. I can handle that, I guess. But knowing about it in advance seems different. I have this 

worry, too, that I might break the bones again. Are they healed enough? The doc says yes, but… He 
also said that it’s a common fear.”

“Do you want me to come with you?”
He clasped her hand for a moment. “Could you? As a friend? That would be great. ”
“You’re welcome.”



She went off to make the tea.
***

Trixie rolled him into the boardroom in his wheelchair. She handed him his crutches, and he made 
his way to the head of the table. His son, Graham, looked up in astonishment as his father entered 
the room.

“Move,” Jerry said.
Graham moved to a seat at the foot of the table, and Trixie helped Jerry get seated.
“Jenny? What’s the top item on the agenda?”
Jenny cleared her throat. “Um, well, it’s how we manage the new contract.”
“This one?”
Jerry tossed some papers onto the table.
“Er, yes,” Graham said. “It’s a good deal.”
“Yes. It would be great, if we could manage it. But we would need to retool the whole factory. 

We could do it, but it would cost us a fortune.”
Graham looked at his father. “Yes, but...”
“But nothing. The penalty clause! Did you think about that?”
“Well, if we fulfil the contract…”
“If we fulfil the contract, the costs will be high, and we will go broke. If we don’t fulfil the 

contract, the penalty clause will make us go broke.”
Graham stared at the table.
“Is there anything else that we need to discuss, Jenny?”
“No, sir. I don’t think so.”
“OK. Let the staff know that there are issues with the new contract that we will be working 

through them. Tell them that we will keep them up to date. We owe it to them. Thank you all. The 
meeting is over. Jenny, can I talk to you for a minute, please?”

The others left.
“Sorry, sir,” said Jenny. “I couldn’t do anything about it.”
“Yes, Jenny. Don’t worry. I gave him too much authority. Don’t worry. Is there anything that we 

can do?”
“Not without an injection of money to pay for the retooling, sir.”

***
At the physio session, Jerry introduced Trixie as his friend. The therapist started off Jerry on some 
exercises.

“Your leg muscles need building up,” the therapist said. “You’ve spent a long time in the 
wheelchair and have only been using your crutches a little, so your muscles will be wasted. Now we
need to reverse that.”

“OK. What do you need me to do?”
“Parallel bars. Come over here and support your weight on these bars.”
The physio assessed the situation. Trixie was obviously anxious.
“Can you take his wheelchair, my dear,” he said.
Trixie jumped out of her seat.
“Are you OK, Jerry,” she asked.
Jerry smiled at her and licked his lips.
“Yeah, yeah. Thanks.”
He pulled himself upright, and supported his weight on the bars, helped by the doctor. Trixie 

moved the wheelchair back a little.



“Right, doc. Now what?”
‘Use the bars for balance. Not support, if you can help it. Can you do that?”
“Yeah.”
Jerry was sweating and swaying a little.
“Easy. Easy. Let me know if it gets too painful. Try shuffling forward.”
Jerry managed a couple of shuffling steps.
“Enough!” declared the physio. “Very good. Very good.”
Trixie brought the wheelchair up behind him and Jerry sat down. He ached, but was elated. 

Trixie hugged him, and he kissed her cheek.
“Oh, sorry. I shouldn’t have,” he said.
“Don’t worry,” she said, and kissed him back.

***
“Jerry?”

“Hmm?”
“We need to talk.”
“Sure. What about?”
They were watching a quiz show. She seemed serious so Jerry muted the TV.
Trixie leaned forward. “Umm. I think that I should hand in my notice.”
“What? Why? I still need a lot of help.”
“Yeah, I know. We’ll have to find someone to take over from me. Someone good.”
Jerry was devastated. “What’s wrong? I thought that you enjoyed being here! What did I do?”
She was crying. “You called me ‘Sue’. Your wife’s name.”
“Oh.” Jerry thought about that for a minute. “Oh, I see. I’m sorry.”
“Oh, it’s OK. A bit of a compliment really. But I can’t stay. I like you a lot, Jerry, but I don’t 

want to get too close to you, because… because… Well, just because…”
“Because it’s wrong? Because I’m your employer?”
She was nodding her head.
“Because you might… you might fall for me? Is that it, Trixie? Is that it? I know that I’m twice 

your age?”
She jumped up and kissed him, full on the lips.
“Ouch!” His legs had spasmed and pain shot up them.
“Oh, sorry. Yes, all of that.”
“Let’s sleep on it, Trixie. Let’s talk more in the morning. I think that I am falling for you, you 

know. I know I shouldn’t but…”
“OK. Can I kiss you again? I’ll be more careful this time.”
“Of course.”

***
The next morning, after the nurse had helped Jerry bathe and had watched him do his exercises, all 
three had coffee together.

“I think that you should be able to have the cast removed in a week or so, sir,” said the nurse, 
“but it’s up to the doctor, of course. Do you have an appointment this week?”

“Friday.”
“So, early next week, then, if everything is OK. Is anything wrong, sir? You seem a bit quiet 

today.”
Jerry glanced at Trixie. “No, I’m fine. I’ve just been thinking about things.”
The nurse concluded that he was depressed.



“Ah, OK. If things get on top of you, the doctor can prescribe something. Lots of people need 
something at some time during their recovery.”

She gathered up her things and left, leaving Trixie and Jerry looking at each other.
Jerry sighed. “I think that you should leave my employment, Trixie, but there is no reason to 

move out. I don’t want you to move out. What do you think? Do you want to become my 
housemate, at least until we can decide what to do?”

He shuffled over towards her on the sofa. It hurt a little, of course.
“Yes, I don’t want to leave. I could go back to the firm that I worked for before. Caring for 

people in their homes. But I’d only do it in the daytime. You could employ someone for the daytime
only.”

“I wouldn’t want you to come home and have to look after me!”
She waved that away. “You don’t need much looking after these days! Things should be easier 

once your cast is off too. Charge me something for the room, so that it is all above board.”
“I could go back to work full time, too. I need to sort out the mess that Graham has got us into. 

I’m not sure if I can.”
She smiled at him. “So it’s all decided. I’m so glad. I was dreading leaving!”
She put her hand on his hand and kissed him.
“There’s one more thing,” she said.

***
Graham didn’t like the growing closeness between his father and Trixie.

“She’s only in it for the money! She’s winding you round her little finger! Open your eyes, Dad! 
She’s living here practically rent-free and you keep buying her presents!”

Jerry nearly lost his temper. “She’s become a good friend of mine! You have a mean streak, son!”
Graham sniffed. “You know she’s a divorcee? Got a son? She’s probably setting up some scam 

or other.”
“Yes, I know that she is divorced. I’ve met her ex-husband. Nice chap. He and their son came 

round for dinner one day. He’s a nice person.”
“What?”
“Graham, please stop poking your nose in! Trixie is the most open and honest person that I 

know. Besides, for your information, I did a thorough check on her before I first employed her!”
***

Don was more positive. “You’re sure, Dad? You’ve never had a housemate before.”
Jerry nodded. “I know,” he said. “She’ll make the house seem more lived in. Brighten the place 

up.”
Don picked up on something unsaid. “Hmm? More than a housemate? Dad! Are you serious?”
Jerry nodded again.
Don exhaled. “Does she feel the same way?”
“I think so. I hope so.”
Don considered. “I like her. So does my wife. And the kids. She’s hellava young, though. 

Compared to you.”
“She’s about your age. Mmm. Yes, I know. I know. If we end up more than friends, well, it’s 

going to be hard.”
“More than you can imagine. Do you mind if I tell Ruth?”
“That’s OK. But it’s early days yet. It may all come to nothing. What about Graham?”
Don snorted. “What about him? He’s not going to like it. So what?”

***



Jerry looked at his legs, appalled. They were thin, and they were white. There was a bit of a smell.
“Oh my goodness! I’m glad to get the casts off, but, wow!”
Trixie was laughing at his reaction.
“We’ll have to work on building up your muscles, Jerry,” said the doctor. “You have a physio, 

don’t you? Good, good. Walking will help, if it isn’t too painful.”
“Thank you. Thank you very much.”
“Well, things are looking good. I’d say that you are well on your way to recovery.”
When they got home, Jerry uncovered his legs again. He looked at them and sighed.
“We should have spaghetti tonight,” Trixie said, and they laughed.

***
When Jerry and Trixie announced their engagement Graham went ballistic.

“You can’t be serious! You’re old enough to be her father! People will laugh behind your back. 
Dad, think again. This is so wrong!”

Don stepped forward. “Back off, Graham. It’s up to them, not you. Just wish them well or get 
out!”

“I’m going. But you’ve not heard the last of this!”
Don held both their hands. “I’m not sure you two are doing a sensible thing. But I wish you both 

well, and we’ll give you all the help we can. Ruth warned me that this would be the reason you 
called us together. I was sceptical, but… Well, we’ll see.”

***
Jerry and Trixie were ecstatically happy. They didn’t notice the side looks, and they didn’t hear the 
comments that people made behind their backs at first. Don counselled them not to shut themselves 
off from the rest of the world.

“He’s right, Jerry,” said Trixie.
So they forced themselves to be sociable. Trixie’s friends and Jerry’s friends mixed uneasily at 

first, but then more easily. Jerry and Trixie were pleased at how well things were going, but then 
they came across people who Graham had been talking to.

Jerry asked Graham to visit. He and Trixie had decided that she should not be there.
“Graham, you have to stop spreading rumours about Trixie. She is not after my money! She’s not

after the firm!”
“She’s up to something! She must be. Dad, you’re twice her age. She can’t be in love with 

someone twice her age!”
“And what did your Private Investigators find, Graham? We know that you have people checking

up on her! It’s disgusting.”
“Nothing. They found nothing. But she must be up to something!”
“Graham, if you don’t stop this I will disinherit you. I will cut you out of my will. I will fire you 

from the firm.”
“Fine! But her true nature will reveal itself eventually.”

***
The marriage was celebrated in style. Trixie’s ex-husband, Max, gave her away. When they had 
asked him, he was pleased to do it.

“It seems appropriate somehow,” Max had said, laughing.
Their page boy was Trixie and Max’s son, Marty. The flower girls were Don’s daughters, and 

Ruth, Don’s wife, was matron of honour. Trixie’s older sister was the bridesmaid.
There was a spectre at the feast, of course. Graham and his wife, sitting at the back, with faces 

like thunder. Don went to them and told them to smile or leave. They smiled.



***
“Hullo, I booked a room for me and my wife.” Jerry gave his name.

Jerry saw the desk clerk’s eyes flick to Trixie and back again.
“Yes, sir. The, umm, Bridal Suite?”
“Yes, that’s right.”
Jerry was a little annoyed. The desk clerk was a professional, but Jerry thought that he looked a 

little shocked. He was just about to say something to the clerk when Trixie squeezed his hand.
“Ah, I’ll get someone to take your bags up, sir and ma’am. You’ll find a complimentary bottle of 

champagne in your suite, and I hope you enjoy your stay with us.”
His smile was slightly awry.
“Thank you,” said Jerry, a little stiffly.
The clerk closely considered something on his desk as they walked to the lifts, but Jerry sensed 

that he was watching them. He fumed as the lift took them up to their suite.
When the door of their suite closed behind the valet who had carried their bags, Jerry turned to 

Trixie, but Trixie put her finger on his lips. Then she kissed him.
“Jerry, my love, don’t get angry! This won’t be the last time that we see that sort of reaction! We 

need to get used to it, or at least, get used to ignoring it.”
Jerry relaxed. “You’re so right, Trixie, dear. But it’s hard not to get annoyed by it!”
“Yes, but this is our wedding day. Don’t let it spoil it! Now, where’s that champagne?”
They relaxed on the big sofa with their glasses.
“Happy?” he asked.
“Yes, of course.” She paused. “How are your legs?”
“A bit of an ache. Not too bad.”
“Good. I’ll give you a massage later.”
“Thanks.” He kissed her.

***
The woman confronted them at the supermarket. Somehow she knew that Jerry and Trixie were 
man and wife.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” she said to Jerry. “She’s young enough to be your 
daughter!”

“Sorry, ma’am, but it’s none of your business!”
“And you!” said the woman, turning her attention to Trixie. “You’re just marrying for his money,

I suppose. It’s disgusting.”
“As I said, it’s nothing to do with you,” repeated Jerry. “Please go away.”
“I will, I will. But I’m going to complain.”
As the woman stalked off, Trixie and Jerry looked at each other.
“Wow. That was the worst, so far,” said Jerry.
“Yeah. Let’s finish our shop and go home. I’m a bit shaken up.”
“Yes. Me too. But one thing is for sure. I’m not going to stop coming here.
She nodded. “I agree.”
When they checked out, the supermarket manager apologised to them.
“It’s OK,” Jerry reassured her. “It’s not your fault.”

***
“Have you heard the latest?” Graham was on the phone to his brother. He sounded triumphant.

“Yes, Trixie’s pregnant. Is that what you mean?”



“What? You knew? The baby can’t be Dad’s. He had a vasectomy, remember? It’s proof. Finally,
it’s proof!”

“It’s proof of nothing, you idiot! Don’t you remember? Mum made Dad bank some of his sperm 
just before he got the snip. Oh, we were tiny at the time, but I’m sure that Dad mentioned it at some 
time.”

“Ugh! That’s almost as bad.” Graham sounded deflated. “So you reckon it is Dad’s baby?”
“Of course it is! Get it through your thick head, numbskull. There is no sinister plot!”

***
All through Trixie’s pregnancy, Jerry and Trixie ran into people like the desk clerk and the woman 
in the supermarket. Jerry was constantly mistaken for Trixie’s father. Trixie was accepting of the 
situation, and she stayed as cheerful as was possible during the pregnancy. Jerry found it very 
wearying, though he was as supportive of Trixie as he could be.

Jerry massaged Trixie’s feet for her. “Payback,” he said, and she smiled.
At the end of the pregnancy, Trixie had to be admitted to hospital. Jerry was present for the birth 

of little Roxanne, and cuddled the baby for a while. The doctors took Trixie off for “minor issues” 
and wouldn’t let Jerry accompany her. He was left for what seemed a very long time with his 
daughter sleeping in a crib, but eventually Trixie was brought back to her room, still woozy from 
the anaesthetics. The doctor took Jerry outside of Trixie’s room.

“Jerry, your wife has suffered some complications. Nothing too serious,” said the doctor. “I’m 
afraid that she will be unlikely to have any more children. I’m sorry.”

“Thank you, doctor. Should I tell her?”
“No, no,” said the doctor. “I will, but tomorrow, when she is free of the anaesthetics.”
Then she left Jerry with his wife and daughter.
“She’s beautiful,” he told Trixie later, as Trixie was feeding Roxy. “You both are.”
Trixie laughed. “You’re besotted!”
“True.”

***
Jerry was waiting outside the kindergarten for Roxy when police officer approached him.

“Excuse me, sir. Can I ask what you are doing here?”
“Hmm? I’m waiting for my daughter, officer. Is anything wrong?”
“Your daughter, sir?”
“Yeah. Roxy.”
“You seem a bit old to have a child at kindergarten, sir.”
Jerry thought that he could have claimed to be Roxy’s grandfather.
“Yes, I was fifty-five when she was born. My wife was twenty-nine. Can I show you a photo?”
“Sure”
Jerry showed the officer a picture of their wedding. It was clearly Jerry in the photo, and Trixie 

was obviously a lot younger than him. The police officer was not convinced.
Just then Roxy ran up to him. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!”
He picked her up. “Hello, my lovely. Did you enjoy kindy?”
“Good, good. Where’s Mummy?”
“Dentist. We told you that Daddy would pick you up.”
But she wasn’t listening.
The head of the kindergarten came up to Jerry and the officer.
“What’s going on here, officer? I’m the head of this kindy.”



The officer was beginning to look uncomfortable. “Sorry, ma’am. We had a report of an older 
man hanging around the kindy. Anonymous report.”

“Oh, and you saw Jerry here, and decided to question him? I assure you that he is Roxy’s father.”
“It’s OK, Miriam. I understand. The officer is only doing her job. Really, I understand.”
“Thank you for your understanding, sir. I’m sorry to have troubled you. Have a nice day.”
“Bye!” said Roxy.
The kindy head looked after the police officer. “I suppose it’s a good thing she checked. But 

anonymous!”
“Don’t worry, Miriam. I’m used to this sort of thing.”
“Yeah. I guess.”

***
“Boys, I’m going to sell the firm.”

Don and Graham looked at him.
“Sell the firm? But I thought that I was going to take it over when you died!”
“No, Graham. That’s not going to happen. I gave you several chances to show that you could run

it successfully, and you messed them all up. Besides, you’ve had nothing to do with it for years.”
“Yes, because you effectively kicked me out! Those issues were not my fault!”
“You didn’t handle them properly. Sorry, but some of our people have been employees for a 

long, long time, I’m not repaying their loyalty by letting you run the firm into the ground.”
“I think it’s a great idea, Dad,” said Don. “You can retire and relax at home with Trixie and 

Roxy!”
“Trixie likes her work, so she will keep working. She’s very good at her job.”
“That little trickster! I suppose that you are going to leave everything to her! I bet she put you up

to this. Well, I’ll challenge your will! She’ll not get a cent.”
“But I’m not…”
But Graham had stormed off. The door slammed and his car roared off up the road.
“I’m actually going to put the money from the sale into a trust fund.”
“Don’t worry, Dad. You’ll never get through to him. He’s my own brother, but he’ll always be a 

bit of a loser.”
Don touched his father on his shoulder then left, with none of the drama of his brother’s exit.

***
Roxy was at university when Jerry became ill. When he got the diagnosis, Roxy wanted to come 
home immediately.

“No, no, my love. You’ve only a few days of term left. We’ll send you a plane ticket as usual. 
Love you.”

“OK. Love you. Love you, Dad. Love to Mum. See you in a few days.”
“Was that cruel?” he asked Trixie. “Should I have let her come home?”
“No, she’s sensible. She’ll be OK. There will be tears aplenty when she comes home, though.”
“And you?”
“And me? Tears aplenty. We’ve been lucky. Nearly twenty years. Nearly twen…”
She broke down and Jerry held her tight.”
“Nearly twenty years,” he said. “And more. We mustn’t forget Sue and Max. We’ve been double 

blessed.”
“Oh yes, that’s true. And Marty, and Don and Graham. And their families.”
“Yeah, even Graham. I think my son knows that I love him, doesn’t he.”
“If he’d only stop and think about it, he would.”



***
“You’re such an idiot, Graham.”

They were talking after Jerry’s funeral.
“What? Because I want to prevent that woman getting a cent from Dad’s will?”
“Yes. Dad hasn’t left her anything. Except the house and some minor items. If you dispute those, 

I will oppose you.”
“What? He left her nothing? But surely… Why not?”
“Because she doesn’t need it and doesn’t want it. She has a half share in her ex-husband Max’s 

firms, and Max’s firms could swallow Dad’s firm and it would make little difference.”
“She’s rich?”
“Ten times richer than you and I. She doesn’t show it, does she?”
“How do you know this? How do you know what’s in Dad’s will?”
“I asked him. If you had asked him, he would have told you too. He put it all in a trust fund. One

third for you and one third for me and one third for my daughters. He wanted to give my daughters 
more, but I said no. They’ll get most of my share in the end anyway.”

“Why didn’t Dad tell me?”
“Because you didn’t give him a chance. You were always ranting about Trixie and her supposed 

plots.”
Graham considered this for a while.
“You know,” said Don. “You remember when you signed that disastrous contract? When Dad 

had his accident? The contract that nearly made Dad’s firm fail?”
“That wasn’t my fault! They…”
“It is never your fault, is it, Graham? Well, anyway, Dad’s firm survived because Trixie 

persuaded Max to loan Dad the money to retool. It was close, but the firm survived, and Dad was in
debt to Max and Trixie for years after that. So you have Trixie to thank that you even have an 
inheritance.”

***
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