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Aunt Marie 

Author: Dee Holmes 

 

I sat beside my Aunt who had had a stroke a couple of weeks 

ago.  My Sister came in with a half-eaten bunch of grapes and joined 

me in my silent vigil by the bed.  Aunt Marie had been asleep the 

whole time I had been there so far which meant I would have to stay 

longer than intended as she wouldn’t take into account my vigil time.  

Although the rolling park land outside was spectacular and 

stretched far into the distance green and beautiful in the spring 

sunshine, inside wasn’t quite so appealing.   An all-pervading smell of 

urine mixed with antiseptic hung in the air, sticking to one’s clothes 

and wriggling up the nostrils there to remain for the rest of the 

evening.  It was dingy, a few more light fittings wouldn’t have gone 

amiss either 

Elderly ladies lined both walls and visitors were either trying to 

make conversation at 90 decibels or had clearly run out of 

conversation after the first hello.   

Suddenly, her eyes flipped open and she launched immediately 

into descriptions of the other occupants and the state of their 

health.   Rather too loudly.   
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“That one over there with the frizzy hair, honestly, I don’t think 

there is much wrong with her, she’s putting it on.  And the one with 

no teeth, she could do more for herself than she does” 

Shut up, shut up Aly and I were both thinking.  We needed 

something to distract her, and it arrived in the most unexpected of 

guises. 

A man in a WW2 flying suit appeared in the doorway, leather 

jacket sheepskin lined, a leather helmet from which dangled his air to 

base radio, and goggles strung around his neck.  From somewhere, 

and I swear I don’t know where, the Dam busters tune began playing 

loudly. 

“Afternoon ladies” he boomed as he strode down the ward.  The 

entire populace of the room gawped in amazement.  The ladies in 

their beds thought their prayers had at last been answered, but what 

a pity it was so late.  He stopped at the end of my Aunts bed. 

“Hello Marie, heard you weren’t quite the ticket so thought I 

would drop by” 

He was tall with dark hair and dark twinkly eyes and a fair-sized 

dark moustache.  I think tall, dark and handsome would best 

describe him.   

“But Douglas I thought you went down with your” “No no no, 

don’t believe that nonsense dear girl, I’m here aren’t I” 

“Coming for a spin old bean” 

And to our utter astonishment Aunt Marie, who hadn’t left her 

bed since the stroke, became all of a flutter and yes, I would say 

giggly.   She pushed the covers back, swung her legs over the side of 

the bed, whereupon Douglas the flyer came and took her arm.  Off 

they walked, through the French windows and out into the park 
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where his tiger moth sat waiting for them.  We followed and 

wondered if we should stop her, but it would have seemed rude to 

intrude such was her joy at seeing him.  They climbed into the 

cockpit, Marie gave us a wave and off they trundled across the grass 

and up into the blue yonder.   

Aly and I went back into the ward not quite knowing what to do 

next.  Everyone seemed to have resumed their conversations and 

were carrying on as though nothing had happened, it was quite 

extraordinary. 

As we were making our way back to Aunt Marie’s bedside, not 

knowing quite what else to do I saw a nurse coming towards us, “I’m 

so terribly sorry” she said “but while you were outside, your Aunt 

passed away very suddenly.  It was very peaceful though and she had 

the most beautiful smile on her face” 
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