Tales of Flashover House

No. 14 Fame Beckons

Among the circulars arid bills on the doormat was a  much more Interesting item. A long buff envelope addressed to the Matron and on the reverse, The return address was given as the BBC. Speculation was rife, but one of the G3s who was not renowned for his optimism at that time in the morning, had the answer. “Matron has to pay the TV licence and we are all to be deported to Devils Island!”

Soon Matron arrived. She read the letter and put them out of their misery. “The BBC is doing a feature about specialised retirement homes, and they are sending someone to visit to visit us to see  if we would be suitable.

“No, it’s not Jill Dando is it?” said Rees Morgan, his eyes sparkling like a faulty fuse box.

“No, it’s not” said Matron. “It is an assistant producer named Roderick St. Jon Gaylord”. 

“I don’t like ther sound of that” said Angus

“No, neither do I” said Matron. “It sounds like a perfect example of what can happen when members

of a vindictive family cluster around a font, er, why are you looking at the window Weasel?”

“I am doing forward planning, Will there be enough space for the autograph hunters to parke their cars, and we will need souvenir staff for the Flashover House T shirts?”

“Don’t lets worry about that yet,” said Matron.

Early in the afternoon the BBC man arrived. He was a normal pleasant young man if you were willing to overlook the mauve trousers and pink sandals. Introductions were made all round and he got down to business.

He singled out one of the G4s. “Will you give me a run-down on what happens here on a normal day?”  The G4 glowed with pride at being chosen

“Well, Matron brings us our morning tea at half-past eight. We then look through the morning papers before going for a bath and shave. This brings us up to breakfast time when we have egg, bacon, sausage and tomatoes, followed by tea or coffee with toast and marmalade. Then it is time for us to go into our shacks to speak to our friends in Australia until we are called for our elevenses. Then ….”

“Oh dear, this won’t do at all” said Gaylord “If we pit out something lIke that it will give retirement a bad name. What we want is pathos to bring tears of pity out of the viewers. How does this sound for a scenario?”

At five am Matron walks into the dormitory where you are sleeping four to a bed. She bangs on a saucepan with a wooden spoon to wake you up. You then file into the yard where you have a quick sluice down under a pump. Breakfast is then taken. This consists of pieces of dry crust floating in a bowl of thin gruel. I have not forgotten the technical side of your activities. I can picture it now. Mr. Weasel in his threadbare jacket, reaching out a frail and trembling hand to grasp his Morse key.”

“Much more of this and l will get my frail and trembling hand round his throat” said Weasel, just out of earshot.

“Right” said Gaylord. “There is just one more item I would like to suggest. The programme will be going out after the 9 pm watershed and I know that my producer will wish me to spice things up a little. I think it would make compelling television if we had Matron in a torn blouse being pursued round the house by Mr.G2 and finally fighting for her virtue in The broom cupboard.”

“Have you any more specialist homes to visit?” asked Angus.

“Yes”, said Gayloid, “I have to goto The Blessings in Lowestoft, They are all unfrocked vicars Then there is Plummet House  Broadstairs, where the residents are short sighted tightrope walkers. The last one is The Pythons at Bognor Regis. They are a funny old lot. They are all retired snake charmers and they sit there all day playing the flute”

“WelI” saidAngus, “If you hurry you should just about make Broadstairs before dark.”

“You’re tight.” said Gayord picking up his belongings “I will be in touch.”

“Don’t ring us, well ring you.” said Angus giving him the theatrical agents farewell.

Matron looked at Angus. “I suppose you realise that you have just ruined my chances of becoming an international sex symbol?”. She looked at her watch. “Ten minutes to go to suppertime Come on G2. Just time for a quick circuit of the broom cupboard!”
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