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Social media 

If you or your family use social media please check out our 

sites and help us to reach more people. Please also like or 

share our posts to help raise awareness. 
 

 

www.facebook.com/EastMidlandsAsbestosSupportTeam 

www.facebook.com/groups/emastbereavementsupportgroup 

 
 

www.instagram.com/emastuk 

 

 

bsky.app/profile/emastuk.bsky.social 
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Welcome to the April/May 
Edition of Stepping 
Forward. 

As we move into April and 
May, there is something 
reassuring about the gentle 

arrival of spring. The days are 
becoming lighter, the first 
flowers are beginning to 

appear, and there is a sense of the world slowly waking up again 
after the long winter months. Even small signs of the season 
changing ð birdsong in the morning, blossom on the trees, or a 

patch of sunshine ð can bring a welcome lift. 

This time of year also brings several important dates in the 

calendar. Easter and Good Friday are times that many people 
mark in different ways, whether through faith, family traditions, or 
simply taking a quiet moment for reflection. For those who are 
bereaved, these occasions can sometimes highlight the absence 
of someone special, particularly if they were times usually spent 
together. 

Towards the end of April we also observe International Workers 
Memorial Day (28th April). This is an important day of 

remembrance for workers who have lost their lives because of 
their work. It gives us an opportunity to pause, honour their 
memory, and recognise the families and loved ones who continue 
to carry that loss. 

At the beginning of May we see May Day, traditionally a 
celebration of spring and community. Across the UK it has long 
been a time that marks the turning of the seasons, with longer 
days and the promise of warmer weather ahead. 

Spring can sometimes feel like a time when the world is moving 
forward quickly, while grief reminds us that our own journeys do 

not always follow the same pace. Some days may feel lighter, 



others more reflective ð and that is entirely natural. Grief is 
deeply personal, and everyone experiences it in their own way. 

We hope that within these pages you will find stories, information 
and shared experiences that offer comfort and understanding. 
Our community is built on people supporting one another, 
listening, and reminding each other that no one has to face 

bereavement alone. 

Whether itôs through a conversation, a shared memory, or simply 

knowing others understand, those small connections can make a 
real difference. 

As always, thank you for being part of this community and for 
continuing to support one another. 

 

 

 

Together We Carry On 

In quiet moments, hearts still ache, 
For all the love that loss can take. 

Yet hand in hand, though paths feel long, 
We find in one another strength to carry on. 

A listening ear, a knowing glance, 
A shared memory, a second chance 
To speak their names, to let tears fall ð 
And know we are not alone at all. 

Through gentle words and kindness shown, 
Through stories shared of those we've known, 
A community grows, steady and true, 
Held together by the love we once knew. 

Though grief may walk beside us still, 
Our shared compassion gives us will 
To stand together, day by day ð 
And light each otherôs way. 



We would like to give a 

massive thanks to Cathryn 

Haywood and everyone 

involved in putting on a very 

successful and enjoyable 

Music Marathon to raise 

money for us. EMAST were 

pleased to attend and 

enjoyed the talented acts 

and delicious food and drinks. Thanks to everyoneôs kind 

donations, an amazing Ã240 was raised for EMAST!  



Easter here in the UK arrives like a gentle nudge from the universe that 

winter canôt actually last forever. The days stretch out, the mornings 

brighten, and suddenly the world looks a little less grey. Even if the 

weather is still doing what British weather does best (being deeply 

unsure of itself), Easter brings a sense of warmth and possibility. 

For many people, Easter is about faith and reflection. For others, itôs 

about family, springtime, and the very serious business of chocolate 

consumption. And for most of us, itôs a bit of everything ð tradition, 

comfort, nostalgia, and perhaps a slightly overambitious attempt at 

making a roast dinner on a long weekend. 

What Easter actually means 

At its heart, Easter is a Christian   

festival celebrating the 

resurrection of Jesus Christ. It 

follows the solemnity Good 

Friday, which remembers the      

crucifixion, and leads into Easter 

Sunday, a day of hope, renewal, and new beginnings. 

Even for those who arenôt religious, the themes of Easter have a 

universal pull: rebirth, light returning after darkness, and the idea that 

difficult seasons donôt last forever. Itôs no surprise that Easter lands in 

spring - the natural world is doing its own version of resurrection, with 

daffodils pushing up, lambs appearing in fields, and blossom showing 

off on every street. 

A calendar that keeps moving 

Unlike Christmas, Easter doesnôt have the decency to stay on the same 

date each year. It moves around the calendar, which means every year 

someone ends up asking, ñWhen is Easter this time?ò as if itôs a 

mischievous relative who refuses to RSVP. 



Easter is celebrated on the first Sunday after the first full moon 

following the spring equinox. That sounds complicated, but it does 

explain why it can fall anywhere between late March and late April. It 

also gives Easter a slightly mysterious vibe ð less ñfixed holidayò and 

more ñancient seasonal ritualò. 

British Easter traditions: the serious and the silly 

In the UK, Easter is a delightful mix of the meaningful and the mildly 

ridiculous. Churches hold special services, people attend family 

gatherings, and at the same time the nation collectively agrees to hide 

chocolate eggs behind plant pots and pretend this is a normal thing for 

adults to do. 

One of the most loved traditions 

is the Easter egg hunt. Gardens, 

living rooms, and sometimes 

entire parks become 

battlegrounds as children sprint 

around in search of foil-wrapped 

treasure. Adults often stand 

nearby with a cup of tea, offering ñhelpful hintsò while quietly hoping a 

spare egg might mysteriously go unclaimed. 

Then there are Easter bonnets, a tradition that feels like it belongs in 

another era but still pops up in schools across the country. Children 

create hats decorated with chicks, rabbits, and far too much glitter. 

Parents glue on pompoms with the haunted look of someone whoôs 

been up until midnight wrestling a hot glue gun. 

Hot cross buns: the true taste of Easter 

No Easter is complete without the arrival of hot cross buns. Soft, 

spiced, and studded with raisins, they appear in supermarkets from 

about Boxing Day onwards (which is both impressive and mildly 

concerning). Traditionally eaten on Good Friday, the cross on top 

symbolises the crucifixion, though most people would agree it 

symbolises ñthe start of acceptable snacking season.ò 



There are now endless varieties ð salted caramel, chocolate orange, 

apple and cinnamon ð and purists will insist these are not hot cross 

buns but ñsweet bread imposters.ò Either way, toasted with butter, they 

remain one of the best parts of Easter. 

Eggs, rabbits, and why we donôt question it 

Easter is filled with symbols that are so familiar we rarely stop to think 

about how odd they are. Why eggs? Why rabbits? Why do we give 

each other chocolate shaped like things that donôt naturally lay 

chocolate? 

Eggs have long been a symbol of new life 

and fertility, dating back to pre-Christian 

spring celebrations. The tradition was 

absorbed into Easter as a symbol of 

resurrection and renewal. The practice of 

giving decorated eggs became popular in 

Europe, and eventually evolved into the 

chocolate eggs we know and love today. 

The Easter bunny is believed to come from 

German folklore, where a hare would deliver eggs to children. This 

made its way into British and American culture over time. And now, 

without question, we accept that a rabbit is responsible for distributing 

chocolate in pastel-coloured packaging. Itôs a strange world, but itôs our 

world. 

Good Friday: quiet traditions and fish on the menu 

Good Friday is often the quieter part of the Easter weekend. Some 

people attend church services or spend time reflecting. Traditionally, 

Christians avoid eating meat on Good Friday, which is why many 

families in the UK still have fish - fish and chips remains a popular 

choice. 

In some towns, there are still Good Friday processions, where 

communities walk together in remembrance. While these traditions 

arenôt as widespread as they once were, they still form part of Easterôs 

deeper cultural roots. 



Easter Sunday: roast dinners and new beginnings 

Easter Sunday often brings family meals, and in many British 

households the traditional centrepiece is roast lamb. Lamb has long 

been associated with Easter in Christian symbolism, but it also fits 

perfectly with spring, when lambs are in the fields and the season feels 

fresh and new. 

Of course, some families go for roast chicken, beef, or a vegetarian 

feast. The important part isnôt the meat ð itôs the gathering. Easter 

Sunday tends to be about being together, sharing food, and enjoying a 

little pause in the year. 

The magic of a long weekend 

Letôs be honest: part of Easterôs charm is that it comes with a built-in 

gift from the heavens ð a bank holiday weekend. Four days of slightly 

slower living, where people tackle gardens, take walks, visit relatives, 

or simply enjoy the rare luxury of doing nothing without guilt. 

A season that brings hope 

Easter is not just about chocolate and tradition. Thereôs something 

quietly powerful about it. It arrives after the long stretch of winter, when 

many people feel tired, low, or worn down. Easter reminds us that 

seasons shift. That light returns. That change happens slowly but 

surely. Even if life feels difficult, spring brings small signs of renewal: a 

brighter morning, a warm patch of sunlight, a flower opening. Easter 

carries the message that beginnings are possible, not always dramatic, 

not always immediate, but real. 

So whether you spend Easter in church, with family, in your garden, or 

simply enjoying a hot cross bun in 

peace, itôs a moment worth 

noticing. A small seasonal 

milestone. A gentle reminder that 

brighter days do come. And if 

nothing elseé itôs a very good 

excuse to eat chocolate for 

breakfast. 



 





  Remembering 

Dema: A Reflection 

on Work, Loss, and 

Hope 

This April, as we mark 

International Workersô 

Memorial Day, many of us 

are reminded that asbestos-related diseases are not just medical 

conditions ð they are the lasting result of workplaces that failed 

to protect the people who kept them running. 

In Chesterfield, the site where Chesterfield Football Club now 

stands was once home to Dema Glassworks, a factory where 

generations of local families worked in extreme conditions. 

Former workers describe heat rolling from the furnaces, the 

constant roar of machinery, and the relentless pace demanded 

by production. Cuts and burns were common, and safety was 

often treated as an afterthought. 

But the greatest danger was the one nobody could see. 

Fine dust drifted through the air, settling on workbenches, hair, 

clothing - even sandwiches. It was often referred to as ñlagging,ò 

and it coated pipes and insulation throughout the factory. 

Workers repaired and stripped old insulation without masks, 

sometimes watching it crumble into clouds around them. At the 

time, many did not know the word ñasbestos,ò and those who did 

were rarely warned of the risk. It was simply accepted as part of 

the job. 

Years later, the true cost became clear. 

Many former workers developed breathing problems, lung 

disease, and cancers such as mesothelioma - conditions that 



often appear decades after exposure. Families have been left 

with grief, anger, and unanswered questions. It is a painful truth 

that asbestos-related illness is not óbad luckô. It is the 

consequence of preventable exposure, and a legacy that still 

affects thousands across the UK. 

Yet alongside this history is another important story: the story of 

people who fought back. 

Trade unions played a crucial role in raising concerns, 

challenging unsafe practices, and demanding better protections. 

They did not win every battle, and for many workers the 

changes came too late - but their courage helped shape the 

workplace safety standards we now rely on. 

Today, where Dema Glassworks once stood, supporters gather 

under floodlights to cheer their team. Children play nearby, and 

families attend events in a space that has been rebuilt and 

reimagined. But for those who remember, the ground holds two 

histories - one of industrial labour 

and hidden danger, and one of 

community pride. 

For anyone living with an asbestos-

related disease, remembrance is not 

just about the past. It is about 

recognising that your story matters. 

Your experience matters. And as we 

continue to campaign for 

awareness, research, and justice, 

we also hold onto something equally 

important: hope. 

Because every act of remembrance 

is also a step towards change. 



 How did you find Ruth 

Jonesô book, Love Untold? 

In this warm and moving 

novel, Ruth Jones explores 

the complicated ties that bind 

families together. As Grace 

approaches her ninetieth 

birthday, she has one 

heartfelt wish ð to repair the painful rift with her daughter that 

has divided their family for over thirty years. 

Through the voices of several generations of women, Love 

Untold gently reveals long-held secrets, regrets and 

misunderstandings, reminding us that even after many years, 

love, honesty and forgiveness can still offer a way forward - I 

thoroughly enjoyed the book! 

 

Our next book recommendation is Stepping Up by Sarah Turner 

Beth has never stuck at anything.  

She's quit more jobs and relationships than she can remember 

and she still sleeps in her childhood bedroom. It's not that she 

hasn't tried to grow up, it's just that so far, the only commitment 

she's held down is Friday drinks at the village pub. 

 

Then, in the space of a morning, her world changes. 

An unspeakable tragedy turns Beth's life upside down, and she 

finds herself guardian to her teenage niece and toddler nephew, 

catapulted into an unfamiliar world of bedtime stories, parents' 

evenings and cuddly elephants. Having never been responsible 

for anyone - or anything - it's not long before she feels seriously 

out of her depth. 

 

What if she's simply not up to the job? 

With a little help from her best friend Jory (purely platonic, of 



course ...) and her lovely, lonely next-door neighbour, Albert, 

Beth is determined that this time she's not giving up. It's time to 

step up. 

 

This is a story about digging deep for strength you never knew 

you had and finding magic in things that were there all along.  

Here are some thoughts to consider, as you read the book: 

 

Ý What are your first impressions of Beth as a character? Did 

your opinion of her change over the course of the book?  

Ý Which secondary character had the biggest impact on 

Bethôs journey (e.g., Jory, Albert, or the children)? Why?  

Ý How did the childrenôs perspectives shape the emotional 

impact of the story?  

Ý What does the novel say about familyðboth biological and 

chosen?  

Ý How does the story portray grief and recovery?  

Ý What message do you think the author wanted readers to 

take away from the story?  

Ý Would you recommend this book 

to others? Who do you think 

would enjoy it most?  

Ý Were there any moments that 

particularly moved you 

emotionally?  

 

Please let us know what you thought 

of the book and perhaps give us a 

book recommendation of your own. 



Navigating Grief: Finding 

Your Way through Loss 

Grief is something every one of 

us will face at some point in our 

lives. Whether itôs the loss of a 

loved one, a close friend, or 

someone who played an im-

portant part in our life, grief can 

feel overwhelming, confusing and 

deeply painful. 

Yet while grief is universal, the 

way we experience it is entirely 

personal. There is no single ñright 

wayò to grieve, and there is cer-

tainly no timetable for when it 

should begin or end. 

Understanding grief 

Grief is our natural response to loss. It can affect us emotionally, 

physically and mentally. Some people feel intense sadness, others 

feel numb or disconnected. You might feel anger, guilt, relief, ex-

haustion, or even moments of calm or laughter that leave you won-

dering if something is wrong. 

Nothing is wrong. All of these responses can be part of grief. 

It can also come and go in waves. One day you may feel as 

though youôre coping, and the next a memory, a smell, or a song 

can bring the pain rushing back. This is normal. Grief doesnôt 

move in a straight line. 

Common myths about grief 

There are many misconceptions about how grief ñshouldò look. 



These myths can make people feel they are grieving incorrectly, 

when in reality they are simply grieving in their own way. 

Myth: Time heals all wounds. Time can help us adjust, but 

healing often comes from what we do with that time. Talking, re-

membering, finding support and allowing ourselves to feel are all 

part of the process. 

Myth: You have to stay strong. Strength isnôt about hiding your 

emotions. Itôs about allowing yourself to experience them and 

seeking support when you need it. 

Myth: There are stages of grief that everyone goes through. 

While some people may recognise certain stages, grief is rarely 

neat or predictable. People move through emotions in their own 

order and at their own pace. 

Myth: You should be ñover itò after a certain amount of time. 

Loss changes us. We donôt get over it, but over time we learn 

how to carry it. 

Practical ways to help yourself 

While grief cannot be rushed or fixed, there are things that can 

help you care for yourself during this difficult time. 

Talk about your feelings - Speaking to friends, family or a 

support group can help you feel less alone. Sharing mem-

ories of the person youôve lost can also be comforting. 

Be kind to yourself - Grief can be exhausting. Simple things 

such as eating regularly, getting enough rest and spending 

a little time outdoors can make a difference. 

Take things one day at a time - When everything feels over-

whelming, focusing on small steps can help. Some days, 

getting through the day is enough. 

Find ways to remember - Looking at photographs, visiting 

meaningful places, lighting a candle or marking special 



dates can help you stay connected to the person youôve 

lost. 

Accept support - Sometimes people want to help but arenôt 

sure how. Letting someone cook a meal, run an errand or 

simply sit with you can ease some of the pressure. 

Seek additional help if you need it - If grief begins to feel 

too heavy to carry alone, speaking with a bereavement 

counsellor or support service can be very helpful. 

Finding hope again 

Grief changes us, but it doesnôt mean joy disappears from our 

lives forever. Over time, many people find that alongside the 

sadness there is also space for gratitude, love and meaningful 

memories. 

The relationship we had with the person weôve lost doesnôt end 

ð it simply changes. Their influence, the lessons they shared 

and the love that existed remain part of us. 

For those grieving, remember this: you are not alone, and there 

is no right or wrong way to feel. With time, support and patience 

with yourself, it is possible to find a way forward while still hon-

ouring the person who mattered so much. 

Grief is not something to ñget overò, but something we learn to 

live alongside ð and in doing so, many people discover a quiet 

strength and compassion they never knew they had. 

 

 



Grief can feel like stepping into a world that has suddenly changed 

shape. The familiar becomes unfamiliar, and everyday life can feel 

heavy and uncertain. In the early days of bereavement, it is 

common to wonder whether life will ever feel manageable again. 

Yet many people who have experienced loss say that, over time, 

something gentle begins to return. It might not be happiness in the 

way it once was, but rather a quiet sense that life can still hold 

meaning. 

Often, it begins with small moments. A conversation with a friend. 

A walk outside where the air feels a little fresher than expected. 

The memory of a loved one that brings a smile instead of tears. 

These moments may seem small, but they are powerful signs that 

healing is slowly unfolding. 

Grief does not follow a timetable. Some days will feel heavier than 

others, and that is entirely normal. Allowing yourself patience and 

kindness during this time is one of the most important steps you 

can take. There is no right or wrong way to grieve. 

For many people, remembering the person who has died becomes 

a way of carrying their influence forward. The values they shared, 

the love they gave, and the memories created together remain part 

of the story of our lives. 

Over time, many people discover that grief and hope can exist side 

by side. While the loss never 

disappears, it gradually finds a place 

within us. 

And in that space, life slowly begins to 

grow again. 



From Hazard to Hope: New Technology Turns 

Asbestos Sheets into Safe Building Material 

It has been 27 years since asbestos was banned in the UK and 

yet it still represents a dangerous legacy. But an innovative 

technology, from here in the UK, is offering a positive new 

possibility ð transforming old asbestos roof sheets into a safe 

construction material called óCalmagô. 

For decades, asbestos was widely used in buildings because it 

was strong, durable and resistant to heat. Cement roof sheets 

containing asbestos were particularly common on garages, 

factories and farm buildings.  

Today, when asbestos materials are removed from buildings they 

must be carefully sealed and transported to licensed landfill sites. 

The problem is that asbestos does not break down over time. 

Once buried, it remains there indefinitely, meaning the UK 

continues to manage large quantities of hazardous waste. A 

company called ñThermal Recyclingò, based in the UK, has 

developed a pioneering process that could change how asbestos 

waste is handled in the future. 

How the process works 

The technology uses a specially designed high-temperature kiln 

to treat asbestos cement sheets. Inside the kiln, the materials are 

heated to extremely high temperatures. This intense heat alters 

the chemical structure of the asbestos fibres. Instead of 

remaining asbestos, the fibres are permanently transformed into 



harmless mineral compounds. 

The end product is a new material called ñCalmagò, made mainly 

from calcium, aluminium and magnesium. Once cooled, it can be 

crushed into powder or aggregate and reused in construction 

materials. 

Extensive testing has shown that the finished product contains no 

detectable asbestos fibres, making it safe to handle and reuse. 

Better for the environment 

The potential environmental benefits are significant. Around 60% 

of asbestos waste sent to landfill comes from asbestos cement 

roofing sheets. By converting these sheets into Calmag instead 

of burying them, large amounts of hazardous waste could be 

diverted away from landfill sites.  

Calmag can also act as a ñlow-carbon alternative to cementò, 

helping reduce the environmental impact of construction. As 

cement production is responsible for a large share of global 

carbon emissions, finding alternatives is increasingly important. 

Looking ahead 

The technology has already been demonstrated at a facility in 

Wolverhampton and has attracted growing interest from industry 

and researchers. While asbestos will always require strict safety 

controls and careful management, innovations like this show that 

new ideas and technologies can help tackle the legacy of 

asbestos in more sustainable ways.  

For communities affected by asbestos-related disease, this 

research represents a small but meaningful step towards a future 

where hazardous materials are not simply buried, but safely 

transformed. 

 



Those were the days... 
We continue our nostalgic journey back in time through the 
memories shared by friends and beneficiaries of EMAST. 

 
My husband, Pete, took up wine 
making in a big way, even my 
roses weren't sacrosanct and I 
had two hundred of them. We 
had demijohns glugging away all 
over the place and he was 
famous for his strong beer (he 
cut down the amount of water 
that was needed). He joined the 
wine circle and entered the annual competition for master vintner 
which he won, having escorted the judge round and helped with the 
sampling - they both ended up pie-eyed.  
Susan Wilson 
 
One of my pleasures was buying 
records, singles were 6 shillings 
and 3 pence (33p) and albums 27 
shillings and 6 pence (Ã1.37)  - my 
Saturday job paid up to Ã2 - so 
keeping a record collection up to 
date could be an expensive 
business. I formed a syndicate with 
my two girl cousins across the 
avenue. We bought an album each 
week and paid one third of the 
cost. We chose a record we all wanted and this was much easier than 
it sounds, as 'The Charts' dictated what was popular. We wanted 
'popular' and the music each of us liked limited the choice each week. 
Dave Brown 
 
It was 1949 and I was six years old and at the time I didn't have a 
domestic pet, although I did have chickens. However, our next-door 
neighbour's cat decided that this would change. She was a 
Tortoiseshell cat and had one kitten which she gave birth to just under 



our kitchen window. At one end of the window there was a huge 
rambling rose which was very prickly and at the other end some coal 
which my Dad had covered with big chunks of wood to keep it dry   but 
obviously there was a space big enough for a pregnant cat to squeeze 
in and have her kitten. 
 
And so, Boogie, as we called him, became my first kitten. He was 
beautiful, a black fluffy kitten who was adorable. I was not interested in 
dolls any more because Boogie would let me dress him in a dolls 
nightie and he slept in the dolls cot and I took him for walks around the 
garden in a little push chair. He was my constant companion.  
 
However, whenever he wanted to come into the 
house, he would go to the kitchen window and sit 
there meowing, but instead of coming through the 
window, he would turn on the little ledge with his 
back legs sprawled up the window so he could turn 
round. This, of course, was because his option 
going forward was into the roses and he had the 
sense to know that would hurt. One day my Dad 
took a photo of him. 
 
He was also very special in another way because I used to have a 
comic called óGirlô in which you could send little stories to a letters 
page. So I sent a story about Boogie, along with a photo and he won 
first prize (5 shillings) and his story was printed in óGirlô. Sadly, I lost the 
actual comic over the years because the story was printed in the early 
1950s, but I am so pleased that I have Boogie's photo. 
 
Boogie set the trend because over the years, I was rarely without a 
feline friend and people would even bring unwanted kittens to us as 
they knew we would give them a good home. 
Audrey Carlin 
 
My Dad was a bus driver in Sheffield from the 1970s onwards, 
although he has now retired and is spending his time driving around in 
a motor home instead. He has always been obsessed with things on 
wheels, when I was growing up I often heard the story about how he 
ran away to the bus and tram terminus at Intake when he was a 
toddler, just to have a look at them. 
 
One day in 1983, he was taking a break between bus duties and was 



on his way to the busman's canteen in the city centre. He walked past 
a telephone box, and out of the corner of his eye he saw an unusual 
movement. Looking more closely, he saw that a sports bag had been 
left on the floor and that a puppy was struggling to get out. He opened 
the 'phone box door and was met with the most keenly beautiful pair of 
brown eyes ð of course he couldn't just leave it there! But he was 
short of time, so he took the bag and puppy along to a bus inspector's 
but while he got some dinner and then picked up his next bus duty 
from High Street. When he was able to return to the Inspector some 
time later, the puppy was still there, and had eaten the Inspector's 
sandwiches without permission. He was grudgingly glad to give it back 
to Dad, although he said that many people had offered to take the 
puppy on if he was unwanted. 
 
Dad then took the puppy down to my 
Mum's workplace which was 
Ladbroke's bookmakers next to the 
Sheaf Market. The little dog then spent 
the rest of the day under the counter 
and because there was nothing else 
available, he was given a Double 
Decker chocolate bar to eat (we know 
now that you are not supposed to give 
chocolate to dogs, but this was unknown then, and the poor thing was 
starving). Because my Dad spent his days driving double decker 
buses, the name that the puppy was given later that day was an 
obvious choice - Decker. 
 
I used to go to my Auntie's house after school, and would get picked 
up by Mum or Dad when they had finished work. That day's pick up 
was the only one that I remember. Auntie opened the door and both 
Mum and Dad stood there with a bundle wrapped in a towel. I went to 
see what was going on, and a little furry face peeped out at me. There 
was no question of Decker going to any other family. 
 
It involved a bit of juggling to our lives to ensure that he wasn't left 
alone for very long periods, but Decker became part of the family 
immediately. Despite his abandonment, he never showed anything but 
wide-eyed happiness. We had him checked over by the vet, who told 
us that he was a male and was around 5 weeks old - breed unknown, 
a bit of everything probably. Many people would observe over the 
years that he looked a bit like a fluffy fox. As I entered my teens he 



became my best mate, he was the friendliest and most faithful 
companion that I have ever had. We went everywhere together (except 
school!) and he also took over my bed. Most mornings I would wake up 
clinging to the edge of the mattress, while Decker sprawled luxuriously 
across the bedspread. He lived until 1997 and I was bereft when he left 
us - I still have his photo by my bed even today. I really feel that fate 
delivered me the thing that completed my childhood that day when Dad 
happened to glimpse into a telephone box. 
Sarah Walters 
 
It is early but the day is already warm, I can feel the sun on my back. 
I'm sitting on a low stone wall, pretending to read, I can hear the 
humming of the mower as Dad cuts the lawn. I suddenly sense 
movement and look up to see a white rabbit, just like the one in Alice in 
Wonderland. Dad has seen it too and stops mowing so as not to  
startle it further. 
 
Dad tells me we need to catch it as it 
won't survive in the wild and instructs 
me to fetch the fishing net. I obey 
silently, but my heart is pounding. 
Dad points wildly and we dash 
around trying to capture the white 
rabbit, with big red eyes. Eventually, 
he is cornered and once in Dad's 
arms, he relaxes and doesn't 
struggle. I stroke him, he is big well-fed with velvety ears. I decide I'll 
call him Snowy (not very imaginative I know). We already had a hutch 
so we put him in there with some food, hay and water.  
 
"Ok" Dad says "We now need to ask the neighbours if they have lost 
their pet rabbit". My eyes prickle with tears, I think I'm going to cry!  
 
We did locate the owners of the rabbit but they didn't want him back, 
so I did keep 'Snowy', and he lived happily with us for many years. 
Joanne Gordon 
 
 
 

 Look out for more stories in the next issue! 



 

Hearing Aids, Hair 

Noises and the 

Ginger Ninja 

Iôve known for a while that my 

hearing hasnôt been quite 

what it used to be. (Probably 

too many noisy gigs and loud 

music in my younger years!)  You know the signs ð asking 

people to repeat themselves, turning the television up ñjust a little 

bit moreò, nodding along in conversations while hoping you 

havenôt just agreed to something ridiculous. 

Eventually, I decided it was time to take the plunge and book a 

hearing test. The result? I now have hearing aids! 

Oh, the joys of getting older. In the last five months alone Iôve had 

a new hip (I like to think of myself as slightly bionic now), new 

eyes in the form of glasses ð not just one pair, but three different 

pairs depending on what Iôm doing ð and now new ears as well. 

If this keeps up, Iôll soon qualify as a fully upgraded model. 

What nobody warned me about, however, was just how noisy the 

world actually is.  Was it always like this? When exactly did the 

birds start singing through megaphones? Iôm fairly sure they used 

to chirp politely in the background, not perform what sounds like 

a full-scale dawn concert outside my window. 

And then thereôs my dog, Lincoln ð otherwise known as the 

Ginger Ninja. For years Iôve proudly told people that heôs not 

much of a barker. A quiet dog, Iôd say. Well, that may technically 

still be true, but nobody mentioned the rest of the soundtrack. 

The slurpingé.The sniffingé..The little whining noises he makes 

that I swear Iôve never heard before. 


