OldFred.com by Peter Fairhurst
PART 1, CHAPTER 8                   
Deep and Crisp and Even.
Fred Lonsdale and his wife, Liz, have a son, Robert, who is married and has two young children, Alexander and Abigail.  The children call him Granddad but most of his friends and neighbours call him Fred and, some refer to him as ‘Old Fred’.

     Fred doesn’t use an ordinary car, like ordinary people; instead he drives a very old automobile that can be either a car or a small van when fitted with its special extra body. Most of the time, it is the van which he uses for his work.  Fred also uses a lap-top computer which he takes to his work with him, he plugs it into the van to keep the batteries charged.  When the van is parked in his combined garage and workshop, Fred connects the computer to a telephone line so that he can use the internet and e-mail; when he is away working he connects it to his mobile phone.  Fred has his own website, ‘OldFred.com’.

     The van has a strange habit of changing into something else, without warning and without any explanation.  One day it changed into an old fire engine and Fred and his grandchildren rescued some horses from a stable next to a blazing barn.  It changed into all sorts of things including a sort of crane so that they could rescue an old lady from up a tree.  The most unbelievable change was on Christmas eve when the van became Santa’s sleigh for the night, Fred became Father Christmas and he, Abbie and Alex, delivered all the presents.

     A few weeks after Christmas, about the end of January, as Liz opened the bedroom curtains she remarked, “Good heavens Fred, its been snowing, everything is covered in it, it looks quite deep.”

     Fred was half asleep and was a bit grumpy.  He replied, “What do you expect, it is the middle of winter, you know.”

     Liz took no notice and went downstairs to put the kettle on.  Fred joined her a little later and sat down with his cup of tea.  “Where’s the paper, Old Thing?” he asked.  Fred usually called Grandma ‘Old Thing’, she didn’t really mind and quite often told him that she wasn’t as old as he was.

     “It’s not come yet, I suppose the snow’s too deep, I don’t remember it being like this for a long, long time, just look at it.”

     After breakfast, Fred stood at the window, looking at the snow.  “It’s like a Christmas card out there,” he said, “very pretty to look at but how are people going to get about, no wonder the paper boy hasn’t come yet; it looks quite deep.”

     “What are you doing today, dear?” Liz enquired, “I hope you don’t have to go out.”

     “I’ve got a job to do in the workshop, I think I’ll go and put the heating on, it’ll take an hour to warm up.  While I’m doing that, you could put the kettle on again.”

     Liz laughed, “I don’t know Fred, you’re always drinking tea, I think ‘Old Fred dot com’ should be ‘Old Fred dot teapot’.  Where’s the spade, you’ll need to clear the snow to get to the garage?”

     “Dot teapot indeed,” Fred replied’ “the spade’s in the workshop but the side door opens inwards, If I put my wellingtons on, I should be able to get in and get it.”

     “Put your big coat on, and your gloves, and a hat, I don’t want you getting cold.”

     Fred did as he was told and trudged over to the workshop, Liz watched him from the kitchen window, she called out, “You look like Old King Wenceslass dot com.” but he didn’t hear her.  Fred found the spade and started clearing the snow from the path back to the house.  By the time that was finished, he was ready for his cup of tea.  The snow from his boots melted into puddles on the floor as he sat steaming in the warm kitchen.  The cold outside had made his nose quite red and Liz suggested that he looked like Santa Claus.  He replied, “Don’t talk to me about him, Old Thing, I’ve had enough of Father Christmas for one year.”

     Liz didn’t understand what he was saying but, before she had time to ask, he stood up, put his hat and gloves back on and went out to get on with his snow clearing.  It was hard work but Fred kept at it and, slowly worked his way towards the road, piling the snow on each side of the drive.  After a while, Fred heard the sound of excited children, he stopped digging and looked up to see Abigail and Alexander playing in the snow and throwing snowballs at each other as they came towards him.  The snow was so deep in places that it went right over the top of their wellingtons and made their socks wet but they didn’t seem to mind.

     “Hello Granddad,” Abbie called out, “we’ve come to help you, school’s closed and Daddy hasn’t gone to work, the snow’s too deep.”  Alex went on to say that his father had said that the snowploughs wouldn’t be able to clear the village roads for a couple of days, they would be too busy with the main roads.

     Granddad was very pleased that they wanted to help and told Alexander where to find more spades, “They’re in the corner of the workshop where Grandma keeps her gardening things, near the door, you know where the light switch is, don’t you.”

     Alex went into the garage and turned on the lights, he was very surprised by what he saw,   “Granddad, Granddad, come and look at this,” he shouted.

     Fred and Abbie rushed into the garage and were amazed to see that the van had a great big blade fitted to the front.  “What’s that?” Abbie asked.

     “It’s a snowplough, love, the van has turned itself into a snowplough; well I never.”

     Alexander said, “I’ll have a look at the lap-top, see what it says.”

     “I don’t think we need to be told, Alex, I think we know what we must do.  We’d better finish off clearing the drive so that we can get this out and get down to some serious work.”  Half an hour later, Fred and his grandchildren fastened their safety belts and drove out into the snow covered road.  They decided to clear the High Street first, right up to where it joined the main road which the big snowploughs were working on.  

      Fred drove carefully and quite slowly, pushing the snow into great heaps on the side of the road.  As they passed the houses and shops they saw  people clearing snow away; at the church, they saw Reverend Fontpew scraping and brushing the path to the church door and two choir boys making an enormous snowman.  Once the High Street was cleared, they started on the other roads in the village and, by four o’clock, as it was getting dark, they had joined up with the Council men on the main road.  The villagers were able to get their cars out and, provided they were careful, drive them as usual.

     Fred’s telephone was very busy that evening, a lot of people phoned to thank him for what he had done; without his help, the village would have been cut off for days.  The school bus collected Abigail and Alexander, as usual the next day and all the villagers were able to get on with their work.  Fred kept the heat on in his workshop and spent the next couple of days hard at work. 

