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Every Thursday for the last seventeen weeks, Albert had made the 

same trip to Sandmouth Services along the dual carriageway. 

Whatever the level in his tank, he would put in £9.50 of diesel, pick 

up both the Sandmouth Times and Philately Weekly, pay and leave. A 

couple of miles further along the road, he would loop his Corsa 

around the roundabout and head back home, keeping strictly to the 

speed limit at all times. The whole journey, he had calculated, took 

him thirty-seven minutes if there were no delays. 

Pulling onto his drive he applied the handbrake before taking off 

his driving specs and exchanging them for the reading glasses he 

kept in the breast pocket of his tweed jacket. He shook open the 

paper, spreading it out over the steering wheel in front of him. The 

pages fluttered under his trembling touch as he leafed through page 

after page, eyes scouring for a conclusion to his story. 

He had passed the centre spread and was beginning to lose 

heart for another week, when a short article caught his eye at the 

bottom of Page 26.  

“The body of WWII veteran 92-year-old Jimmy Cole has been 

found in his Sandmouth flat. Authorities believe he had been dead 

for about four months when discovered by the postman. Jimmy was 
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found sprawled across the floor, the remains of a cup of tea, a plate 

of stale biscuits and a stamp album on the coffee table beside him. 

One glass marble lay on the floor nearby. It is thought Jimmy slipped 

on the marble and banged his head. The coroner reports a verdict of 

accidental death.” 

Albert deflated like a balloon. He hadn’t realised he had been 

holding his breath as he read the article. 

He dug deep into his wallet and smiled as he extracted his 

precious Penny Black stamp. Over eighty years since Jimmy had 

suggested the playground exchange it was finally back in Albert’s 

possession. He would take it everywhere from now on. Never let it 

go again. The stamp fitted in his wallet so much better than the 

marble ever did 
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