‘OldFred.com’  by Peter Fairhurst
PART 2,  CHAPTER  6.


Grandma Puts her Foot Down

When Fred and the children arrived home, Liz, Catherine and Robert were already there and the kettle was on.  Abbie rushed up to the toilet.  Liz said, “That didn’t take you long, which way did you come?”
“Why do you ask?”  Fred said.

Liz replied, “Well, you set off before us and we didn’t pass you, you must have come a different way.”

Alex interrupted, “We’ve been to Wigan, we went to see Granddad’s granddad and his family, and his car.  It was brilliant, like that working museum we went to, but better, it was real.”

Robert took Fred to one side and said, “Dad, hasn’t this gone far enough, you’re planting all sorts of strange ideas in the kids’ heads.  Your clever additions to the van are fine, making them into a special mystery is okay too, but these fairy stories, they’re a bit far-fetched, and now, a journey into history; don’t you think ….”

“Robert,” Fred interrupted, “it’s not like that, I’m afraid; the things did happen, just as the children have said, I can’t explain them but, …remember, when you were at college, we had that saga of the electric car, that really happened, didn’t it?  I give you my word,  we didn’t make them up.”

“But Dad,”

“No Robert, I know it’s hard to believe, but it’s true; it’s not just me and the children, remember, Catherine’s mother and I had a similar experience in Windermere, she dismissed the other stories as fiction, an imaginative old codger telling his grandchildren fanciful tales, but I didn’t tell her that we became a boat, she was there, it happened to her.”

“Are you sure, you could have made up the story and she agreed to go along with it?”

“Robert, believe me; in fact, you saw the newspaper, about the mystery boat, how do you explain that?”

“You could have read the newspaper and then concocted the story, that’s where you got the idea from.”

“Okay, perhaps, I tell you what; you ask Abbie and Alexander, separately, not together, ask them questions about our trip to Wigan.  Ask them the same questions; ask them questions that they couldn’t answer if they hadn’t been there.  We didn’t have time to make up a story, not a detailed story, I won’t tell you what to ask them, you might think that I would have given them the answers; no, you think of your own questions.  And Robert, one last thing; if I made the fire engine, the tanker, the cherry picker, the snow plough, and most recently, the roller, where are they now, you won’t find them here, they don’t exist?”

“What are you two talking about?” Liz interrupted, “We want to hear all about your latest escapade.”  

Fred and the children told the whole story, Robert was amazed by what he heard, things that his children could not possibly have known, unless they were telling the truth.

The phone rang.  Catherine answered it.  It was a strange electronic noise.  “It sounds like a fax, Dad,” she said, “what should I do?” 
 “There shouldn’t be a fax on that line, love, I’d just hang up; whoever it is, if it’s important, they will try again.”

Alex said, cautiously, “It could be a message for the van, or the car; shall I go and have a look?”

Without waiting for an answer, he went outside and, only a moment later, rushed back in shouting, excitedly, “Granddad, Granddad, come and look, it’s changed; I think it’s a helicopter, come on, quickly.”

They all rushed outside and there, sitting on the drive, they saw a wonderful machine.  The car’s wheels had gone, replaced by two ski shaped skids, and, on a framework, a sort of construction above the seat, there was a big, two-bladed rotor, tuning slowly and almost silently, round and round.

Fred, like everyone else could not believe his eyes, “Wicked,” he said, “that’s what you say, isn’t it, Alex, Wicked?”

“That’s more than wicked, Granddad,” he replied, “it’s really cool.”

Robert was very disappointed, he felt that Fred had not taken him seriously and not really told him the truth.  “Dad,” he said cautiously, “I don’t know how you did this but I do think that you have definitely gone too far this time.  You must have someone helping you; they made all the changes while we were inside and then, when they had finished, they phoned you from a fax machine so that we would come out to investigate and find this.  It’s very clever, but I don’t like what it is doing to my children, I wish you wouldn’t do it.”

“Robert, my boy,” Fred replied, “I didn’t do it, and nobody else did it, they couldn’t have in the time; a conversion like this couldn’t possibly be done in an hour, and that’s how long it is since we got back, and there would have been some noise, you couldn’t do this sort of work without someone hearing; and they, whoever they might be, couldn’t do it in the dark, if they had lights powerful enough to do the work, we would have seen them, the curtains were open.  I’m afraid that there is no explanation except …. well,…. it does it all by itself, and there is always a reason for the change; I wonder what it is trying to tell us?”

Liz stared in amazement at the helicopter and then looked up to the evening sky.  “Fred,” she said, sternly, “you’re not flying that thing up there; fire engines, cranes and tankers are one thing, they’re all on the ground; boats are all right because we can swim, if necessary, and, don’t forget, we nearly had to.  But aeroplanes and this helicopter thing are different; we, you and the children, that is, cannot fly; tell it to go away, I don’t want you up there in the clouds.  If you must, then you should have had flying lessons but I think you are a bit old for that.  Now tell it to go away and let you have your car back.”

Abbie was excited, she whispered to Fred, “Where are we going, Granddad, are we going to rescue someone?”

“No love, we’re not going anywhere,” he told her, “not today, at least; perhaps another day.  There isn’t a rescue mission this time, I think the car changed to show your father that it changes by itself, I don’t think he believed you and Alexander when you told him about our other adventures, perhaps this will convince him that we always tell the truth.  Oh, look, …..”  He pointed at the helicopter.

As they watched, the helicopter rotor blades began to fade away, the skids started to disappear and the wheels returned.  In no time at all, all traces of the helicopter had gone and the car was sitting there, just as it had been about an hour before.  Robert said, “Sorry, Dad, I’ve seen it with my own two eyes but I still don’t believe it.  Are you sure you’re not …. don’t answer that, I’m sorry.”

A little later that evening, when Catherine and Robert had taken Abbie and Alex home, Fred and Liz were sitting quietly talking about the Wigan visit.  “It’s a very strange feeling,” Fred said, “that seven year old boy was my father, or would be forty odd years later, he was getting on a bit when I was born, I think he was nearly fifty.  And that boat, it was covered up but we could still see the shape, it was very much like the one the van changed into.  Remember, you called our boat ‘Lily’, Granddad’s oldest daughter was Lillie, the mystery boat at Windermere was ‘Lillie’, I bet he finished the boat and took it to the lake.   And our visit could explain why Grandfather was able to make such modern looking brakes and steering for his car.  There’s still an awful lot I’d like to find out.”

“I think you should, love, finding out about your family and your grandfather’s inventions will be safer that flying about in that helicopter thing.  Now promise me, I want you to promise me that you won’t try to fly it.”

“Liz, love,” he replied, with his fingers crossed, “I have no control over what the van, or the car for that matter, changes into, I don’t suppose we will ever see that helicopter again.”

“Just make sure you don’t,” Liz said, “I want you on the ground, not flying around in the sky, are you listening?”


“Yes, Old Thing, I hear you; now, isn’t it time for bed, it’s been quite a day?”










