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Chapter One

Her red name was Eli zabet Wiesnieczki.

The Polish region d Dabrowa Gérnicza had hidden the se-
crets of her origin, bu its investigation suggested that she may
well be the arrrent produce of an ancient Eastern European
roya family. In her mind, she was a princess whase ancestors
had fled their homeland in a time of turmoil and had continued
to run, always looking badk bu forever destined to run.

Andthat is how we came to have apostwoman called Lizzy
Wizz.

The fastest mall operative in Copperthorpe, who aways ran
from doa to doa, delivering mail before anyone dse in the
town stirred into their daily routine.

Theliesyoutell your children.

We oould have simply commented: ‘My word, ou post-
woman isfast’. But no, in true parent style, we had dreant up a
story for our daughter, to suppat the evidence before us - a
small woman who peferred to deliver our mail at a frenetic
pacebecaise it was a part-time job and the early completion o
her tasks all owed her to take her own children to schod.

And so it was that one January morning, Lizzy Wizz came
radng acrossour lawn with the post.

‘I wish she would use the path,” | moaned as | usually do
when someone has committed the cadinal sin of trampling
over my carefully cultivated lawn. Presidents of the world's
grea nations would be delirious with pride, if they could be
seen addressng their nation astride such a lush, green rug in
front of their palatial homes.

‘Why Daddy? asked Kayleigh, aur own seven yea-old
princess

‘Because, at that pace she will scorch my prized turf,” |



whinged, ‘and | don’t want to be resporsible for abush fire that
forces one hunded and thirty thousand people to evaauate their
homes and fleeto Barnsley’.

‘It’s got more weeds than a Rastafarian all otment,” came the
sobering observation from Sharon, my spouse.

‘Well, they are our weeds and I'm trying to do something
with that lawn,’ | replied, tartly. ‘ Anyway, here sheis.’

And in an instant, there it was. Almost luminescent and
resting perfedly square onthe WEECOME rug (that we bought
very chegly from acar boa sale) lay an Air Malil | etter.

‘Wonder who that's from? emerged the daft, rhetoricd
guestion from my lips.

In my experience urlessit’s an overseas lottery scam con
gratulating you onthe outside of the envelope for winning three
hunded thousand pound for doing nothing, you generaly
dorit have aclue do you? And by the way, why is it that to
clam your prize you have to send thirty-five pound? Couldn't
they just send you two hunded and rinety nine thousand nne
hunded and sixty-five quid and cdl it square?

| picked upthe item carefully. ‘1t's an Air Mail |etter from
someone.” My blinding revelation would probably give Stephen
Hawkins many restlessnights at the thought of such advanced
intellecdual competition.

‘Who? asked Sharon. Now, it was my turn to look at her
and then toward an imaginary audiencea la Oliver Hardy.

‘How do | know? | haven't even — hang on, there’'s an ad-
dresson the back.’

Andthere, onthe bad of the envelope in startling print was
my name! Well, my surname & any rate.

Frank Bovington
2111Bradley Hill s
Perth

Western Australia



| looked at Sharon and experienced a strange sensation as |
gingerly attempted to open the ewvelope withou destroying the
address

| unfolded the letter within and kegan to read.

‘Dear Gerald Bovington,

Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Frank Cagrey
Bovington andl amtrying to trace my father.

His nameis Henry Lewis Bovington andhe was born onthe
8" March 1914in liford in Esex He married my mother, Rene
Alice Nosworth on 14" April, 1938 andl am the ddest of his
three dildren.

When | was 5 years old my mother died and ow father sud-
denly disappeared withou trace | have spent all my life trying
to trace him withou any luck and & your surname is the same
as mine (with anunuwsual secnd Christian nane), | wonder if
there is a remote chance that we may somehow be related and
that you could gveme any dues asto hiswhereabous.

| cannd imagine that anyone from Yorkshire an be related
to anEast Londonfamily but I got your name from the dedion
listingsandyou ae my last hope.

| enclose a stamped addessed envdope and my eamail ad
dressisbelow, so | would be most grateful if you could reply to
me.

Yours faithfully,

Frank Bovington'

| was dumbstruck.

“Youlook dumbstruck, love,” Sharon commented helpfully.

| wasin pessesson d aletter from a wmplete stranger with
my surname and referring to my father. Yes, my dad. | didn't
share parents with anyone except my sister, Rubella, and even
then she hadn't been crazy abou being his daughter.

‘| can't understand this. What's it al abou? | finally ex-
clamed to the room, like a Shakespeaean ador abou to de-



liver a 20-minute solil oquy. But | got as far as muttering: ‘The
old sod —I can’'t even ask him abou this.’

That was the truth. The old man had been dea for nearly
twenty years now as the result of a fre&k acddent at work,
which was oddin itself - he never realy needed help with mis-
fortune & he wasredly rather goodat it.

My memory will forever recdl the times when he would
wander into the kitchen just slightly ahead of atrail of cascad-
ing blood, clutching some part of his anatomy. He would al-
ways complain abou the fad that modern day work todls were
not constructed as gurdily as they had been in his youth. Saws
flew through the ar with grace and style & if they had been
built for that purpose, rather than as a result of him not being
knowledgeable dou how to use these deally, bloody weapors.

He wondered why cars fell on hm after he jadked them up
on lricks to change their brake pads. Pet German Shepherd
dogs turned on hm within days of ownership to render light
surgery necessary - first aid baxes could be found empty, save
for the housing of haspital outpatients reports.

His mishaps continued at work where trains crushed him as
he wandered between trucks on rallway lines during hs ‘less
than-succesdul’ experience & a goods guard. He spent time in
hospital with food pasoning as a result of sampling his prod-
ucts as a doa-to-doar snacks salesperson lkefore his worst
mishap before deah. Working as a miner, he put two large
lumps of coal in his pockets to take home and fell over on his
way out which required surgeons to labou for hous to extraa
histesticles from hisinner stomac wall.

So when the day arrived which brought the message of
doam, there was a sense of inevitabili ty which accompanied it.
Father had passed quetly away in his dee as the two-tonre
forge hammer he was resporsible for maintaining, sought re-
venge on its custodian. Over the years | had made light of it by
joking that it was the first eight-foot diameter, six-inch degp
coffin ever produced in South Yorkshire. Yes, | jest now but |



wonder how on eath he had stayed alive long enough to pro-
duce atotal of five off spring.

‘Youd better reply to hm quickly because by the tone of
his letter he’ Il want to be put out of his misery as onas poss-
ble;” Sharoninstructed.

‘Yes, of course but how can | tell him that after al thistime
gpent seaching for his old man, that he's dead and hs grave
can be seen from outer space?

‘Oh, shut up, Gerald, she snapped, ‘that’s just nat funny
any more. Think abou the poa man — he wants to find ou
abou hisfather.’

‘Him? | raised my voice adedbel higher. ‘What abou
me?



