‘OldFred.com’ by Peter Fairhurst
PART 1, CHAPTER 6

The Plumrose Weathervane and the Old Church Clock

Some days later, early in the evening, the vicar phoned Fred, “Hello Mister Lonsdale, Reverend Fontpew here.  The clock is repaired and they want to bring it back tomorrow.  Is it possible that you could help get it back in the tower for us, please?  If you can’t, I’ll have to arrange a crane.”

The garage doors were open and Fred could see that the van hadn’t changed so he wasn’t sure how to answer.  He hoped he would be able to help so he didn’t want to say that he couldn’t.  He decided to postpone his answer.  He said, ” I’d love to help, but I can’t give you an answer at the moment, perhaps you will phone again first thing in the morning, about eight o’clock.  I need to  shuffle my work programme.  What time is the clock coming?”

“About mid-day, they said, between twelve and one.”

“OK, I’ll see what I can do.”

Fred was up early the following morning.  He decided to pull the van out of the garage so that he could keep a careful eye on it.  At eight o’clock, the phone rang, it wasn’t Reverend Fontpew, it was Sir Henry,  “What news of the weathervane, Lonsdale, when will it be ready?”

Fred was embarrassed and replied,  “It’s looking very good, Sir Henry, in fact…” he then saw the van changing back into the cherry picker,  “in fact I thought I might bring it out this morning, I’m sure you will like what I have done with it.”

Fred was relieved and Sir Henry was very pleased.  As soon as he had put the phone down, it started to ring.  He answered, “Hello, Fred Lonsdale. ……. ,yes vicar, I’ll be there, I’m going out to Sir Henry Plumrose in a minute and should be back by twelve……..see you later.”

Fred was worried, there could be a problem.  Each time the van had changed, it changed for just one reason and, when it had done that job, it changed back, he had been able to help get the clock down because the van had changed to rescue the old lady from up the tree.  This time he needed it for two jobs and, and, as it had changed for the weathervane, he worried that it would change back before he could to go to the church.  He could do nothing about it so he loaded his tools and the weathervane, drove to his daughter’s house to pick up Abigail and Alexander, and headed off to Sir Henry’s.

As they drove up to the Manor House, they saw some long ladders standing against the wall and Sir Henry and his man, Hopkins, waiting by the door.  Fred stopped beside them.  “Good man, Lonsdale, what a fine machine you have there, I see you won’t be needing the ladders, but never mind.  Hopkins here will give you all the help you need, I must get away, meeting in the city, you know.  Hopkins knows where things are kept.  Don’t forget to send me your invoice.  Good man.”

Fred decided that he needed to have a look on the roof to see what had to be done to the brackets.  Alex and Hopkins stayed on the ground to control the machine and Abbie said, “Granddad, I’m going to look at the fish pond while you get on, you don’t need me, do you?”

“No, that’s a good idea, but don’t go falling in and please don’t go wandering off.”

Fred was hoisted up, in the cradle, to where the weathervane was to be fitted.  He saw that the job would be quite straightforward, all that needed to be done was to brush away a bit of rust, put on a good coat of paint and then use new nuts and bolts to fix the weathervane to the bracket.  Fred was lowered to the ground, he picked up his wire brush and a scraper, the paint and brushes, nuts, bolts and a couple of spanners.  He put them all in a tool belt and climbed back into the cradle, Hopkins passed him the weathervane.

It was a bit of a fiddle holding the weathervane in place and putting in the bolts but it took less than an hour to do the whole job and, by half past ten, the refurbished weathervane was sitting proudly on the top of Sir Henry’s house. Lady Plumrose came out to have a look at the finished job,  “My word,” she said, “That looks splendid, better than ever, Sir Henry will be pleased.  Thank you very much indeed.”

Abbie come running back when she saw that the job was finished, “Granddad, I saw you on the roof, the weathervane looks beautiful, it’s lovely.  Granddad!”

”Yes love, what is it?”

“Granddad, there’s a thing in the garden, a sort of stone pillar with a metal thing on top and all lines on it.  What is it?”

“We’d better go and have a look, show me.”

Abbie took her grandfather into the garden and, as they got near to the object, Fred said, “It’s a sundial, Abbie; when the sun is shining, the shadow from the pointer tells you what time it is.”

Abbie went up to it and said, “It’s between X and XI, what does that mean?”

“They’re Roman numbers, X is ten and XI is eleven.  The time is between ten and eleven o’clock.”

“That’s not very accurate, and what happens when the sun goes in?”

“In the olden days, love, time wasn’t as important as it is now.  There was no television, no busses or trains to catch, life was much less hectic; this sort of time keeping was enough for ordinary people.”

“But why has Sir Henry got a sundial, he must have a watch and there must be loads of clocks in his house?”

“A lot of people have them in their gardens, particularly these big formal gardens; they’re a nice feature, a centrepiece.  This is a very smart one, isn’t it lovely?  It looks quite old, it was probably made by the same man that made the weathervane.”

Abbie and Fred got back to the cherry picker just as William finished loading up the tools.  They climbed aboard, said goodbye and started the short drive home.  As they got near to the place where the tanker changed back into the van on the last visit to Sir Henry’s, Fred said, “Please, dear old van, please stay as you are for another couple of hours, please.”  

It was not to be, there was the familiar rumbling sound and, in next to no time, the cherry picker had gone and Fred and his grandchildren were riding in the van.

“Oh no, now what are we going to do?”  Fred asked, without really expecting an answer.  William did have a suggestion, “We could go back to Sir Henry’s and borrow those ladders.”

“I’m not sure that ladders would be much use, I don’t think the men could work off ladders, they really need a platform.  Oh what are we going to do?  It’s nearly eleven o’clock, we’ve got about an hour to find a solution.”

Abigail said something rather quietly, Granddad didn’t hear properly and said, “What?”

“We could do with a guardian angel,” she repeated, “to fly the van up the tower.”

Fred, Alex and Abbie were dejected when they got back home, they didn’t know what to do, the ladders were the only suggestion and Fred didn’t think that they would do the job.  “I suppose I’ll have to phone Reverend Fontpew, he won’t be too pleased, it’s probably too late now to hire a crane or something else.”

Grandma suggested that Fred might like a cup of tea and said to the children, “Pop into the kitchen and get yourselves a drink, and put the kettle on for me, will you.”

Meanwhile, at the church, the men had arrived with the repaired clock.  They explained that they had come a little early because they had another job to go to.  They hoped to get the job finished quickly so that they could get away.

“I’m not expecting the crane for another hour, you said between twelve and one.” The vicar said.

“Will you phone to see if he can come earlier, please?  Waiting an hour will make us very late at our next job.”

The Vicar said he would ask, “I don’t suppose he will be back yet, he said it would be about twelve o’clock but we will lose nothing by trying.”

Fred was about to pick up the phone to ring the church when it started ringing, he picked it up.  “Hello, Fred Lonsdale,……..Ah, yes Vicar, I was just about to phone you,”  Fred sat down and looked through the window, “I’ve got some……”  he was going to say ‘bad news’ but, as he watched, the van started changing back into the cherry picker, “ I’ve got … home earlier than expected, I wondered if the clock had arrived yet?”   

Fred agreed that he would come right away.  “Forget the tea, Old Thing.” He said, “we’d better get this job done while we’ve got the cherry picker.  You never know when it will turn back.”

Fred was very impressed with the clock, the face had been cleaned and repaired and the brass mechanism had been re-furbished and polished.  The men were ready to work so they started right away.  Fred placed the cherry picker in the best spot.  One man went into the church to climb the steps inside the tower, the other man carefully put the clock into the cradle and climbed in with it.

When they were ready, Fred started the engine and operated the levers to send the cradle up to the opening in the tower.  While this was going on, Abbie and Alex did a bit of exploring around the churchyard, they read the inscriptions on some of the old tombstones.  They had never looked round the churchyard before and were very interested in all the different family names.

Abbie called out, “Alex, come over here, look at this.”

Alex went to where she was standing, looking at a headstone that said LONSDALE.  There was a William Lonsdale, 1843 to 1919, and several others.  At that moment, Fred, who had finished his work, came to find them.  “We’re finished, kids, time to go.  What are you looking at? …..Oh, I see you’ve found the old family grave.”

“Is this your family, Granddad?”

“Yes, that’s MY grandfather, William Lonsdale, he’s your great, great grandfather, he’s been dead a long time.  Long before I was even born.”

“What did he do Granddad?” Alexander enquired.

“He was an engineer, a very clever man, by all accounts.  He built my van, about a hundred years ago.  I must tell you all about him, one day.  But come on, it’s time we were going, Grandma will have made us some lunch.”

As they walked back to the van, Abbie said, “Granddad, is my great great grandfather our guardian angel?"

“Uum, could be, I suppose ; I think he probably is.” 
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