‘OldFred.com’ by Peter Fairhurst
PART 1, CHAPTER 5

The Magical Misty Ride

The following Sunday, Fred decided to have a lazy day, he mowed the lawn in the morning and, after lunch, went into the lounge and fell asleep in front of the television.

“Granddad, Granddad, come at look at the van,” his granddaughter Abbie called excitedly, 

“It’s gone peculiar, the wheels have gone and it’s sitting on a carpet.”

“What are you talking about, ….. a carpet?”

“Yes, Granddad, come and look.”

Alexander was sitting in the van, looking at the lap-top, “There’s nothing on the screen, Granddad, what are we going to do?”

“I don’t know, there’s not much we can do, the van won’t go anywhere without wheels.  I wish it had turned into a cherry-picker crane again, we really must get Sir Henry’s weathervane back on his roof.”

“Granddad?”

“Yes Abbie, what is it?”

“I think it’s a magic carpet.”

“I think you might be right, let’s get strapped in and see what happens.”  The three of them squeezed into the seat.  “Now hold on tight,” he said, “ I’m going to turn it on.”

Fred turned the starter key, there was no sound but the van rose, very gently, from the floor and drifted silently out of the garage.

“Wow, that’s cool; we’re on a magic carpet ride. Now what Granddad?”

“I’m going to press the accelerator, get your seat belts on and keep holding tight.”  The van gathered speed and climbed, gracefully into the air.  Fred found that he could steer it and make it go where he wanted it to go.  They flew away over the countryside and were soon over a farm.  “That’s Henpecker Farm, Granddad, and there’s Mr. Allcorn repairing the burned out barn.”

“Let’s go and see what Mrs. Arbuthnott’s doing, I wonder if her cat’s been climbing any more trees.”  

As they flew over the house they could see the old lady standing at the foot of a tree with a bowl in her hand.  “Look at that, I bet Nelson’s up that tree again, she’s trying to get him down with a bowl of milk.”  

The children waved as they passed overhead and Alice waved back.

“Can’t we stop and help her, Granddad,”  Alex asked.

“I’m afraid not, the van seems to have taken over, I can’t control it, it looks as if we’re heading towards the coast, I wonder what we are going to do, I don’t know but the van obviously does.”

“Look Granddad, there’s Sir Henry’s pond, it looks pretty full, I hope the fish are all right now.”

Granddad tried turning the steering wheel but nothing happened, the van carried on, heading towards the sea.  “I wish I could steer this thing,” Fred said, “We’ll be over the sea in a minute and I’d rather we weren’t, I’d prefer to be going home.”

Alex was thrilled and said, “Don’t worry Granddad, it’s a lovely day and the van knows what it’s doing, isn’t this exciting?”

“Perhaps it is a lovely day but we are going to be over the sea in a minute and it looks a bit misty to me, I wish we could turn back.”

The sea was all sparkly, the sun was glistening on the gentle waves below them.  The ride was so smooth and silent.  After a few minutes Abbie looked back and said, “We’re right over the sea now, I can hardly see the beach, I wonder where we are going?”

Granddad replied, “We’re going into a cloud, we won’t be able to see anything in a minute and I can’t do anything to change it.”

“We’ll be all right Granddad, trust the van.”

“I do, I do, but I’d like to think that I was in control.  It’s very strange, sitting here with nothing to do.  And now, were in this cloud, we can’t do anything, we can’t see anything, we can’t hear anything.”

“I can Granddad, listen, …. There’s someone crying.”

“Don’t be sill……what’s that noise?”

“It’s someone crying.”

“It can’t be.”

“It is, and it’s coming from over there.”

The van turned and headed in the direction that Abbie was pointing and then began to slow down.  “Keep going, Granddad, we’re not there yet.”

“I can’t do anything about it,” Fred replied.

There was a shape gradually emerging from the mist.  The van stopped alongside the shape and the children realised that it was an angel, sobbing gently.  Abbie unfastened her seat belt, got out of the van and went to the angel.  “Why are you crying, what’s the matter?”

“I’ve hurt my wing, see, it’s torn; I got tangled in the blades of a helicopter last week.  The helicopter was rescuing my little Geoffrey who was being blown out to sea on a Lilo.  I’m Geoffrey’s guardian angel but I couldn’t help him then and I’m no good to him now, I can’t use my wings.

Abigail was brilliant.  She said, “I’m sure we can help you; Granddad, we need some thread, and a needle.”

“I don’t know where we will find that, I’m an engineer not a needleworker.”

Abbie replied thoughtfully, “We could probably take some long strands of thread from the carpet, it might be a bit thick, not like cotton, but it would be strong and do a good job.”

Alex said, “Granddad, you could make a needle, it wouldn’t have to be particularly small, you could make one out of a piece of wire.”

“I could, I’ve got my tools in the van; I could file a point on a piece of wire, flatten the other end and use my cordless drill to make a small hole in it.”

Fred walked carefully to the back of the van, “Don’t step off the carpet, whatever you do,” he told the children, “Remember we are not on dry land.”  He found a straight piece of wire and, only a few minutes later, he handed his home made needle to Abbie.  In the meantime, Alex had helped Abbie to unravel some strands of thread from the carpet.

Repairing the wing took some time, Alexander and his grandfather worked very carefully to open it out, it was surprisingly big.  All the feathers were put back in their correct places and smoothed out.  As each section was prepared, Abbie tacked it together with rather big, but quite delicate stitches.  

The whole job took ages but, eventually it was finished.

The angel had stopped crying by now and was smiling serenely, “Shall I try my wings now,” she said, “shall I see if I can fly?”

She raised herself to her full height and spread her enormous wings, she, slowly and carefully, began to raise them up and down.  The mist swirled around, disturbed by the flapping wings and, ever so slowly, she began to rise up.  She flapped a little faster and was soon flying, she soared away and disappeared into the mist.  A moment later she was back, 

“Absolutely brilliant,” she said, excitedly, “as good as new, thank you very much.”

“I can’t believe it,” Abbie exclaimed, “We’ve actually repaired an angel’s wing.”

Alex was less excited, “I don’t know whether I should be pleased or not, I don’t think I want my friends to know about this; they would say I’m daft, flying on a magic carpet and repairing angel’s wings, not very cool for a boy, is it?”

Fred reminded them, “Don’t forget, children, we don’t tell people about our special van; remember, it’s our secret.  Now, it’s time to get back, our work is finished here, let’s get back on board and see if we can head for home.” 

The Angel thanked them again and said, as she waved them goodbye, “You’ve done a wonderful job, thank you very much indeed, now off you go, and remember, there is always a guardian angel looking out for you.”

Once again, Fred had no control over the van, it was no problem, however, as they could not see where they were going because they were still flying in the clouds.  After a little while, the clouds began to get thinner and the shape of the land began, slowly to emerge from the mist into the bright sunlight.

“There we are kids, there’s the beach, we’ll be home soon.”

“Granddad, I don’t want to worry you,” Abbie exclaimed, “but the carpet seems to be getting thinner, I can see the sea through it.”

Fred said, “Oh dear,” and, as he too looked down, he could see the van wheels beginning to appear, “let’s not panic, there is nothing we can do, the magic carpet ride is coming to an end and we are still over the sea, I don’t know what to do now, we’d better just hang on and hope for the best.”

“Granddad,” Alexander said, “we’re dropping out of the sky, we’re going to crash into the sea, we’ll all be drowned, I’m frightened.”

Alex was right, the van was certainly dropping down towards the sea, gaining speed as it fell. Within a moment, the van was in shade, as if it was covered by a dark cloud; they all looked up and could see the reason.  There were an enormous pair of wigs, one on each side, flapping above the van.  As they watched, a pair of hands appeared, one on each side of the van, holding on to the roof.  The van stopped falling and glided, smoothly and gently towards the beach.

By the time it got to the beach, the wheels had returned completely and the sound of the engine could be heard above the gentle lapping of the waves.  The wheels touched down, very smoothly on the beach, Fred steered up the sand and onto the shingle before stopping.  The dark cloud had gone and, on looking up, the children and their Grandfather could see the guardian angel circling away in the sky.

“Wow, was that the same angel?” Alex wondered.

“I don’t know,” Fred replied, “perhaps it was, it certainly was our guardian angel.  I think it’s time we went home, I’m supposed to be having my Sunday afternoon nap.”

Fred dropped the children off at their house, drove home, put the van into the garage and went back indoors.  There was no sign of his wife, “Are you there, Old Thing?” he called, but there was no reply so he went back into the lounge, sat in his armchair and was soon fast asleep.

Fred’s sleep was disturbed and he woke up to see Liz fiddling with some flowers on a side table.  “Hello, Old Thing, where’ve you been?”  He asked, yawning.  

“Nowhere,” she replied, “I’ve been arranging these flowers in the kitchen while you’ve been nodding.  I’ve got the kettle on, would you like a cup of tea?”

Fred was a bit confused, “Yes please,” he replied, we’ve had a very busy afternoon.”

“Really?”  she replied, sarcastically.
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