
Dark Angel 

 

John Bonthron for Writers’ Circus:         “She wasn’t like that.”                May 2015 Page 1 
 

It was interesting to stand in the shadows, invisible at last, as I’d always wanted 
to be. The Cathedral was packed with all the usual dignitaries and wannabees. It was no 
more than I deserved. 

 

Of course it’s because I’m very talented, that is the nub of it all. Only those of us 

who have enjoyed un-remitting fame over many decades could understand why I did it. 

But there it is. As Father Aquinas droned at us at St Mary’s Convent School all those 

long years ago, “the mill of time grinds without ceasing, moving only one way: time is 

irreversible”.  

 

Ergo what I did cannot be undone. Or so I always believed. And there was that 

documentary a few weeks ago which insisted that Einstein had proved that time could 

be ‘bent’.  

 

Anyway, it’s not my problem!  

 

Not now that I’ve crossed over…. 

 

And eighty-one years was enough, really it was. I had had a ball - truly. Of course 

I didn’t enjoy those last few months, but before that, right from the start, I was a 

great success. I managed the changes from child to teenage stardom and then on to 

become a mature woman of substance. My career went on and on. They said I became 

better and better with age, like an old wine. Well, I don’t know. Really, I don’t. What I 

do know was that I just ‘was’, as it were. I didn’t analyse it. I lived life to the full and 

ignored them all, the lesser ones, those who sniped at me.  

 

      oo0oo 

 

‘Cecilia, come with me. Cecilia!’ 

‘Me? No, no, I’m sorry, I’m Hermione Glessop. Surely you recognise me?’ 

‘Not really. But whoever you were, that’s gone. You have a new name now.’ 

‘Please, just a few more minutes. I love this hymn. I used to sing it at all the big 

funerals.’ 

‘Now, Cecilia. In this place “Obedience” is the cardinal virtue.’ 

 

Oo0oo 

 

The garden was crowded but without the hubbub that I would have expected. 

The tall man approached, accompanied by two others. They were dressed casually, in 

chinos with short-sleeved open-necked shirts. When the crowd turned to watch I felt 

that familiar rush of heat flush through my body. I glanced down to see that the 

wrinkles had disappeared from the back of my hands, and noticed that I was wearing a 

dark business suit. 
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The tall man smiled and I smiled back, beaming at him with full power. I felt 

dizzy with excitement, as if I was seventeen again. The shorter of his two companions, 

the one who was almost bald, held out his hand. As I shook it he said, “Aha, it’s Cecilia? 

Yes? Good! We’ve been expecting you. Take a seat over there and study this folder. 

Memorise it. Documents such as this must remain here. You will be on location in an 

hour.” 

 

 It was very detailed and not at all like a film script. Soon I was in a world of my 

own; absorbed. It all seemed easy, and made perfect sense, even though it contained 

words and formulae that I had never seen before. I became engrossed and read 

through the pages quickly, flicking rapidly, desperate to get to the end, as the words 

and their images filled me with energy and purpose. 

 

 I closed the folder. The cover was yellow and covered with thousands of pale 

blue flower shapes. I’ve never been good with flower names but I knew at once were 

“Myosotis - Forget-Me-Nots”.  At the bottom of the folder, in tiny red letters I read: 

 

  ‘Sunshine Retirement Home’ (Miss Cecilia Hayes, Interim Manager.) 

 

 How strange that this wording would be in red! 

 

      oo0oo  

 

 I looked up and I was in an office; a small, smelly office, more like a broom 

cupboard. The large dirty grey window looked down onto a bus garage three floors 

below. The buses were revving up and spewing out clouds of black smoke. The ashtray 

on the desk in front of me was full to overflowing. There was an empty glass and a pill 

jar beside a half-full bottle of Famous Grouse whisky. A grubby blue nylon jacket hung 

from the peg on the wall. A Dymotaped name-tag stated: 

 

 “Mr s . Gla dys    Pro udfo  ot: Ma tro n- in-C ha rge” 
 

Someone rolled passed the open door in a wheelchair. He stopped and peered in 

but did not see me and just rolled on whining in a high voice: “Helen! Come and get me! 

Helen, please, Helen!  Come here at once! Helen, please, please….”  

 

A smell wafted in – of urine and faeces.  

 

Now it came to me and I knew what to I must do. I was reluctant, but now I 

knew that Einstein was right, just as the folder had shown.  

 

I forced myself upright and into the corridor. It was dimly lit with old-style low 

energy bulbs, most of them failed, dark grey, hanging down, like dead bats. The décor 

was worn out, wallpaper peeling, stained. The curtains were torn and blinds broken. The 
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floors were grimy and dusty, the furniture grubby, broken. Plates of congealed uneaten 

food were lying around with dead flies everywhere.  

 

From a distance came the sounds of laughter with loud music and applause 

blaring from a television. It was “Strictly Come Dancing”, a show I had once starred in. 

The faint odour of tobacco smoke wafted towards me, intermingled with the pungent 

scent of cannabis.  

 

Behind me a voice I recognised called out: 

 

‘Help me. Mummy, help me. Help me. Mummy, Mummy, help me.’ 

‘Hello, what’s your name?’ 

‘Miony. Is that you Mummy?’ 

‘No, I’m Miss Hayes, I'm new here but don't worry, Miony, we’ll soon get you 

sorted.’ 

 

I eased the shrivelled frame of Miony upright and tucked the pillows around her. 

I checked her incontinence pants and was relieved that they were dry. Then I saw that 

the water jug was empty and that there was no tumbler. Miony’s body was covered with 

open bed sores and her limbs were twisted with arthritis. Her pulse was weak, 

intermittent. 

 

‘Is that black owl yours? Take it away, Mummy. Please, please, take it away. Open 

the window, Mummy, let it out, please, please, please.’ 

‘There you are, Miony, there we are, all gone.’ 

‘Oh, oh, oh. Thanks Mummy. Oh, that’s better, thanks. You have nice soft hands, 

Mummy.’ 

‘Now, drink this nice cool water, Miony. That’s it. Now off you go to sleep, baby. 

That’s it, my dear one. Just let go. See you on the other side, Miony. Night, night, 

baby.’ 

 

 Oo0oo 

 

‘Oh F***! Oh F***! Not another one! Nurse Buubtu, get in here, quick!’ 

‘Yessa Missa P, what issa? Oh, no! Sheessa dead Missa P. Why she dunna that? 

Sheessa no’ like tha, Missa P, shessa strong one. Thassa six now, Missa P, all same way.’ 

‘Get her back up, get her into her bed! Now!’” 
‘How day get dee windows open? Why day hang demselves, Missa P? We gotta 

phone dee Police now, Missa P, we jussagotta.’ 

 ‘No, Buubtu, I’ll do it, from my office, all right? You check everyone else.’ 

 

oo0oo 

 

Gladys Proudfoot closed the door to her office, locked it, let down the blind, 

switched out the lights, leaving only the yellow glow of spillage from the bus garage. 
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She filled the glass and washed down half the pills then emptied the rest into 

the remaining whisky, topped it up and watched them fizz. She lit a cigarette and took 

a deep drag. She slurped down the rest of the concoction and closed her eyes. The 

cigarette dropped from her fingers and rolled across the desk to fall in the waste-

paper bin.  

 

‘Glad, come on! It’s time to catch your bus, girl. You’ll be late for school. Here. 

Let me help you with your tie. That’s it. Now step up, Glad, and jump out of your 

bedroom window, save you running all the way round from the front door.’ 

‘Are you really my Mummy?’ 

‘No, Glad, but I’m all you’ve got left. Now, JUMP!’ 
 

    oo0oo 

 

When Senior Nurse Christophe Buubtu burst open the door the blaze exploded 

out into the corridor and spread rapidly. Despite the best efforts of the Fire and 

Rescue Service the entire building burned down. Twenty-three Residents and five 

members of Staff died, many of smoke inhalation. Matron Proudfoot jumped to her 

death from her third floor office window. Christophe died of first degree burns. 

Checks revealed that he was an illegal immigrant with no qualifications.  

 

At the time of the accident the home had been under scrutiny, the Care 

Commission quickly announced. Two years later the Fatal Accident Inquiry would learn 

that the fire alarm installation at the Sunshine Retirement Home had not been serviced 

for many years and had become inoperable.   

 

In the immediate aftermath it became known that the great actress and singer 

Dame Hermione Glessop had been a victim. Media interest hyped the tragedy into an 

international outrage. The news-hounds soon uncovered the fact the Dame Hermione 

had been part of a group of like-minded thespians who, thirty years earlier, had banded 

to build this home for ageing actors and their families. This press intrusion also 

highlighted the irony that Dame Hermione herself had become resident eleven years 

prior to her death, when she contracted Alzheimer’s disease. In recent years the care 

home business had been bought out of Administration by a consortium said to be based 

in Cyprus, a business no longer trading.  

 

     oo0oo 

 

It was interesting to stand in the shadows, invisible at last, as I’d always wanted 
to be. The Cathedral was packed with all the usual dignitaries and wannabees. It was no 
more than I deserved. 

 

     

 


