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Bakers’ Dozen 

 
     Synopsis 
 
 
 
Do-Do and Ray Baker have run their fish and chip 
shop in Stockport for almost 20 years. No kids, plen-
ty of chips though. 
 
The couple check their Lottery tickets every Satur-
day night after closing the chippie and on a wet, 
windy, night they win the Jackpot! 
 
Demands pour in. Like the Irish priest looking for 
donations (declined) asking, ‘Does the Lord not live 
in your house then?’ and Do-Do responds, ‘No luv, 
we don’t take lodgers.’ 
 
An old lady turns up to kidnap Do-Do, and a fair-
gound visit sees Do-Do’s mum and sister stuck on 
top of the big wheel. Firemen finally appear after the 
ladies couldn’t find a long ladder anywhere. 
 
The couple take a Grand Tour that sees Do-Do leg-
less after a Bangkok reflexology session and Ray 
piggy-backing her to their hotel. A flight from Phuket 
has them sitting next to a mini-skirted Thai ladyboy 
dancer whose activities have them gasping. 
 



 

 

Visiting a Siem Reap, Cambodia, failing orphanage 
sees the couple decide to help. The tour’s cancelled 
as they stay to get the place running properly. 
 
Various dramas ensue as a Christmas visit by rela-
tives and friends brings drama and surprises. 
 

 
 
 
 
1 
 

 
 It’s a rainy late-March Saturday evening in 
Stockport up in England’s   north west and in 
The Best Plaice fish and chips shop, close to  
 Stock port market, the owners are closing for 
the night. 
 
 The chippie has a faded fawn half-glass door 
and two chipped chunky  welcoming stone steps 
outside. It sits on the end of a row of eight  
 shops built decades ago with upstairs ac-
commodation. 
 
 The shops line up at the top of a gently rising 
concrete pavement with  kerbside parking along a 
road that has its moments during the average  day 
as far as traffic flow is concerned. 
 



 

 

 Side streets on either side of the block offer 
access to the lane at the   rear of the proper-
ty and middle-class semi-detached houses run to 
the  horizon along meandering roads, small ave-
nues, leafy crescents, curvy  
 cul-de-sacs and pleasant drives.  
 
 Chippie owner Do-Do Baker, a slim lady of 
average height with naturally  wavy  fair hair 
down to her shoulders, tonight held back in a thick 
dark  blue band, is wrapping up the last order after 
another busy session.   Husband Ray is 
turning off the fryers, the glass pie-warmer and  
  anything else with a switch. 
 
 ‘Right, Tracy luv. Two fish and chips and one 
meat pie and chips with   gravy. That’s ten 
pounds fifty, please.’ A warm smile accompanies 
the   numbers…free of charge. 
 
 Her customer hands over the exact amount, 
both smile and the last 
 order wraps for the evening.  
 
 ‘Thanks Do-Do, that’s great. See you next 
time.’ 
 
 ‘Right oh. Tara chuck, say Hello to yer mum 
from me.’  
 



 

 

 ‘Will do…’ The lady turns to her little girl, 
aged about nine. ‘Say tara to  Mrs Baker, 
 Sauvignon.’ 
 
 ‘Tara, Mrs Baker.’ 
 
 ‘Tara, Sauvignon, luv. Awww, that’s such a 
luvly name. I’ve never met a  Sauvignon before. 
Well, only in a bottle.’  
 
 ‘Oh, I know. She’s named after my favourite 
wine. Two glasses of that  and I’m anybody’s, as 
her dad soon found out. Well, at the time he did.
 Never got his full name, I didn’t, all a bit of a 
blank it was, as is the   Father’s Name 
slot on her birth certificate.’ 
 
 ‘Fancy that, so you didn’t know his name at 
all?’ Do-Do clarified. 
 
 ‘No, luv. Had a few other things to think about 
at the time, I did.’ 
 
 ‘I’ll bet. So what did you call him?’ 
 
 ‘Big boy.’ 
 
 ‘Quite tall, was he?’ 
 



 

 

 ‘No, not really, no,’ she shuddered some-
what. 
 
 ‘Oh, right…sorry I asked.’ Do-Do gulped as 
her mouth twitched and her  Best Place for 
Plaice blue and white work pinny felt suddenly ra-
ther   tight around the neck.  
 
 ‘That’s OK, doesn’t bother me. Mind you, his 
daughter’s name plus   his Blank name 
on the certificate make up the full name of the wine 
of  course, Sauvignon Blank. So it all worked out 
quite nice in the end, if   you ask me.’ 
 
 ‘If you say so, chuck,’ Do-Do gulped again as 
her mouth twitched once  more. ‘It takes all sorts, 
and types of wine, eh?’ 
  
 The kid is by now standing by the door tug-
ging her mother’s coat.  
 
     ‘Come on mum, I’m starving.’ 
 
 Mother and child open the shop door - which 
dings - and leave with   warm food 
thoughts. Customers and food well-wrapped against 
the   outside chill.  
 
 A rather stunned Do-Do locks the door, turns 
the dangling white plastic  OPEN sign to CLOSED, 



 

 

which clinks as it taps against the steamy  
 glass, pulls down the blind and wanders back 
behind the counter. 
 
 ‘What was all that nattering about?’ Her al-
most-six-foot tall husband is  still packing things 
away and had heard some of the conversation. He 
 too has thick fairish hair, though much short-
er than his wife’s, and his   overall look is fin-
ished off with a natural smile. 
 
 ‘I’m not really sure, still trying to take it all in. 
In fact my mind’s gone a  complete blank after 
that, which is quite appropriate actually.’ 
  
 ‘Right oh,’ Ray wasn’t really taking the story 
in anyway, just being   chatty. ‘That’s it 
then, all done, luv?’ 
 
 Husband Ray, like wife Do-Do, is around the 
forty year milestone. He   one over, she two 
under. 
 
 He checks on his somewhat weary compan-
ion as they are finally alone  after another busy 
session at the chip-face. 
 
 ‘Yeah, all done, thank goodness. I’m a bit 
tired after being on my feet for  so many hours, 
especially after that last chat. Still, best to be busy 



 

 

  rather than empty, eh?’ Do-Do knew 
which side her freshly baked    wholemeal 
 bread was buttered on…preferably with a few 
chips on it. 
 
 ‘Course it is, the time passes quickly when 
we have customers and as 
 it’s Saturday night if we’re not busy tonight 
we’ll never be busy. Mind  you, it’s nice to 
see the lighter nights coming since we put the clock 
  forward a couple of weeks ago.’ Ray 
was into light relief. 
  
 ‘Oh, I know. Maybe we’ll go and feed the 
ducks on the lake in the 
 park tomorrow morning, I always enjoy that 
and we haven’t been for   months.’  
 
 ‘It’s been too flipping cold, that’s why.’ Her 
weather man reported. 
 ‘Oh, I know, but it should be getting warmer 
soon. Anyway, what time   did Wendy go, I 
never saw her leave?’ Do-Do was checking on staff 
  movements. 
 
 ‘You were dead busy, that’s why. She left just 
after ten, as usual, hard  worker that she is. Fast-
est fish and chips wrapper in Stockport, that  
 one.’  
  



 

 

 ‘Oh, I know, nice girl too. Anyway, I’ll go and 
put the kettle on while you  
 close everything up, chuck. If that’s OK?’ Do-
Do liked everyone she   met. 
 
 ‘Perfect…and we can check our Lottery tick-
ets as I’ve got a feeling in   my soda water 
about tonight’s numbers.’ 
 
 ‘You say that every Saturday, but we never 
win. Not sure what you’re   adding to your 
water but I think you need a sieve as all we get are 
  rubbish numbers.’  Do-Do didn’t think 
their numbers were up - just   yet. Maybe 
one day… 
 
 ‘Well, someone’s going to win so it may as 
well be us. And, let me   remind you, the 
last draw wasn’t won so they have 50 million 
pounds as  a Jackpot Rollover Rover amount. So 
who knows what a win tonight   would be 
worth once they add the latest bets to the 50 million 
already in  the kitty? Imagine that. It would be a 
very nice win for some lucky folk.’  
 
 ‘If only…’ she wasn’t too confident. Never 
was. 
 



 

 

 Go on then, tea and a nice slice or three of 
that lush carrot cake I saw  in the kitchen earlier, 
please.’ 
 
 ‘Well, I hope you’re right. It would be a nice 
change, a bit of luck coming  our way and all 
that. We haven’t won anything for ages, not even an 
  argument.’ 
 
 Ray checked the front door locks, closed and 
bolted the iron grill across 
 it then lowered and locked the front window 
grill.  
 
 
 He walked down the passageway from the 
shop towards the lounge,   knocking the old 
wall clock glass three times for good luck after slip-
ping  the till into the safe in the cupboard below the 
clock. 
 
 He then passed the stairs heading to the 
bedrooms and bathroom   above before turn-
ing left into the living room and plonking himself in 
his  easy chair. 
 
 Do-Do appeared with a tray and placed it on 
the low coffee table in front  of the telly. She 
sets out a couple of mugs, pours the just-brewed 
tea   into warm and welcoming homes and 



 

 

passes over a few slices of the   carrot cake 
treat to Ray as she settles on the comfy sofa. 
 
 ‘Thanks luv, just what the doctor ordered,’ 
Ray was a happy chappie. 
 
 ‘I’m quite hungry too so let’s enjoy this, eh? I 
s’pose we’ve missed   the live Lottery 
draw on BBC 1 again?’ Do-Do checked. 
 
 ‘Course we have, seeing as it’s on at ten and 
we don’t close till half   past. But that’s 
OK, the winning prize won’t be going anywhere oth-
er   than here tonight as it’s all locked in 
with our name on it, just waiting for  us to claim 
the dosh.’ 
 
 ‘I do love your positivity, there’s a lot to be 
said for it. I just wish I could  share your confi-
dence. So how do we check the numbers now, 
Ray?   I’m always forgetting. Losing it you 
know…and I’m only twenty-five.’ 
 
 ‘Plus a forgotten decade and more, my luv. 
But that’s OK, you don’t look  a day over sixty-
three and a half to me.’  He ducked as she threw a
  handy cushion his way as he hummed 
the Beatles song ‘When I’m   Sixty-Four.’ 
 



 

 

   ‘Turn on BBC 1, would you, Do-Do? They 
show the numbers across the  bottom of the 
screen after they’ve been drawn. Now, where 
you’ve  hidden the tickets to instant success?’ 
 
 ‘They’re between the wooden slats in the 
mini-grandfather clock on the  wall down the 
passage, as usual. And I changed the numbers this 
  week.’ 
 
 ‘For goodness sake, why? What was wrong 
with the old ones?’ 
 
 ‘What was wrong was they never came out 
so I decided it was time 
 for a change.  And, I bought three lines in-
stead of the usual two,  ‘cos I felt like it.’ 
 
 ‘Goodness, six quid laid out, at this rate you’ll 
soon be terrifying the   Monte Carlo Ca-
sino owners. You are such a spendthrift, you know. 
It   has to stop.’  He smiled at her 
shocked face. 
 
 Ray took a bite of the cake and moaned in 
delight, slapping his knees in  support of his 
taste-buds tango. ‘Oh, my word! This cake is so 
nice,  delicious, really great, quite wonderful, 
mmm… Where did you get it?’ 
 



 

 

 ‘That new cake shop outside Stockport mar-
ket, they have some lovely  stuff, they really 
do. And everything’s always nice and fresh.’   
 
 Do-Do picked up the remote and tuned into 
BBC 1 on the wide-screen  telly in the corner. She 
then walked to the wall clock down the passage 
 and returned with the lottery tickets . 
 
 ‘Nice one, chuck. Sorry to go on about it but 
this cake is so very tasty,  now let’s see how much 
we’ve won. Give us a ticket, please.’ Ray  
 smiled knowingly as Do-Do sat upright on the 
sofa, hands behind her   back. 
 
 ‘OK, there are two tickets in one hand and 
one in the other. Which hand  do you want?’ 
 
 ‘Decisions, decisions, why is life so full of de-
cisions? Go on then, the   left one.’   
 
 She hands over one ticket and opens the two 
in her right hand.  
 
 ‘Oh, here they come, racing across the bot-
tom of the screen. Write   them down quick
 will you, luv?’ Ray instructed his numbers as-
sistant. 
 



 

 

 ‘Oh no, I missed them, I was looking for a 
pen and paper. Right, next   time they 
appear could you call them out?’ Do-Do was almost 
ready,   best biro in hand. 
 ‘OK, here we go again. Write fast. Five, nine-
teen, thirty-three, forty-two,  fifty and fifty-five. 
Bonus Ball - ten. How’d you go on yours?’ 
 
 ‘Give us a minute, will you? I have to check 
carefully.’ A silence fills the  room as Do-Do 
scans the tickets time and again.  
  
 Finally, she speaks, ‘Nothing. Sorry, I was 
wishing for a few changes on  these tickets 
thanks to my number-changing eyes capability, but 
it didn’t  work. I got one - number five - on one 
line - nothing on the other. No   good at all. 
Sorry, I’ll go back to the old numbers next week. 
How about  you?’ 
 
 ‘Let’s see now…’ Ray sits up and holds his 
coupon in one hand as he  passes his other hand 
across the top of it quietly muttering to himself.  
 
 ‘Genie of the Lottery…don’t be shy with this 
man…give us six numbers  tonight if you can.’ 
She looked at him, daft like. ‘Let’s have a win for the 
 fish and chippie folk of good  old Stock-
port…please.’  Always polite, was  Ray. Even 
when talking to a piece of paper. 



 

 

 
 Do-Do sits looking at him, half listening to the 
news being read by a   clean-cut lady in a 
smart blue suit. 
 
 Ray gasps. Blinks a lot, sits back, sits up 
again, hits the side of his   head, reads the 
numbers on the TV screen as they again flash past. 
  He then looks at the numbers on 
Do-Do’s notepad again and again. He  says noth-
ing, looks down, looks up, then passes the ticket to 
her. 
 
 ‘Not too sure actually. Can you check them 
for me, please?’  
 
 Do-Do takes the ticket as the telly shows the 
Beckams wandering   around some 
fashion show. She’s looking miserable, he’s smiling 
at   everything, as they do.  
 
 ‘Do-Do!’ She jumps and looks at him, 
shocked. ‘Can you forget about   Posh and 
Dosh for a minute and check the flipping numbers 
on that   ticket, like I asked you to do ten 
minutes ago, please?’ 
 
 ‘Right oh…narky…keep yer hair on.’   
 She goes through the numbers carefully then 
sits silently for a couple of  minutes, head down, 



 

 

deep breath, head up, head down, eyes up, eyes 
 down, then up again, another deep breath. 
Finally, she looks across at  Ray, gulps and 
quietly speaks. 
 
 ‘All six numbers are on this ticket.’ 
  
 ‘That’s what I thought. Are you sure it’s for 
this week?’ 
 
 ‘Course it is, I only bought it yesterday. The 
date’s shown here anyway  …and it’s for to-
day’s draw. And none of the six numbers here are 
the   extra number either.’ Do-Do was cer-
tain it was all OK. 
 
 ‘Right, then what else could be wrong with 
it?’ 
 
 ‘Nothing. It looks like we’ve won, blimey 
Charlie. So what do we do   now?’ 
 
 ‘Call Camelot, I think. They run the lottery in 
England.’ 
 
 ‘And ask for King Arthur?’ She was such a 
laugh, was Do-Do, even at  a tense moment 
like this. 
 



 

 

 ‘Sure, and when he comes on ask if you can 
book the round table as   we should be able 
to afford a few dinners after this. Maybe.’ He was 
  quietly becoming more confident about 
things. 
 
 ‘That depends how many other folk have won 
as well, I s’pose. There  could be dozens for all 
we know.’ Do-Do was being cautious. 
 
 ‘You might be right, then again it could be 
just us.’ Ray kept his    thoughts 
simple. 
 
 ‘Yeah, s’pose it could. So what do we do?’ 
 
 ‘Find the phone number for Camelot. Can 
you look on the back of the  ticket and see if 
it’s there?’  
 
 She turns the ticket over. 
 
 ‘Nothing,’ Do-Do reports to her head-batter-
and-numbers-mixer chef. 
 
 ‘OK, Plan B. Can you get your laptop and 
check their website?’ 
  



 

 

 Do-Do goes over to the polished brown side-
board and brings the small  computer back. A 
few clicks and she reports:— 
 
 ‘There’s a number here. Camelot…01923 
425000, and there’s another -  0845 920 0000 - 
‘For more help’. Shall we call one of them?’ 
 
 ‘It’s a bit late now, isn’t it? It’s gone eleven 
you know, and it is the  weekend. Who’d 
be working at this time on a Saturday night? And I 
bet  they’re off on Sunday too. Maybe we should 
wait till Monday, someone  should be there by then.’ 
 
 ‘Right. So we’ll just go to bed then?’ 
 
 ‘Think so.’ 
 
 ‘Right oh, chuck…let’s get up the stairs then, 
and dream of numbers.’ 
 
 
 
 ‘Ray?’ 
 
 ‘What?’ 
 
 ‘Are you asleep?’ 
 
 ‘Yes.’ 



 

 

 
 ‘Talking in your sleep again, eh?’ 
 
 ‘Someone has to.’ 
 
 ‘I was just wondering…’ 
 
 ‘What?’ 
 
 ‘What if we were the only winners? It’s not 
easy to pick six correct   numbers from 59, 
you know.’ 
 
 ‘I know. And?’ 
 
 ‘And if we are, can we get that dishwasher 
I’ve fancied for a while?’ 
 
 ‘You’ve become such a spendthrift in a mat-
ter of hours. We don’t even  know how much 
we’ve won and here you go lashing out on all sorts 
of  things. It all depends…’ 
 
 ‘On what?’ 
 
 ‘On the price tag.’ 
 
 ‘But if we’re the only winner surely we’ll have 
enough for one?’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Who knows, how much are they?’ 
 
 ‘I don’t know, I’ve not checked in detail lately.’ 
 
 ‘Then why do you want one?’ 
 
 ‘Cos we could do with one.’ 
  
 ‘We’ll have to see. Now go back to sleep and 
dream of clean plates.’ 
 
 ‘Back? I haven’t been asleep at all…thinking 
about things I - we - could  do with and can maybe 
now afford.’ 
 
 ‘Daft bat. Counting your fish catch before it’s 
landed, eh?’ 
 
 ‘Not at all. Just wondering if we should 
change the name of the shop?’ 
 
 ‘To what?’ 
 
 ‘Well, as it’s called The Best Plaice at the 
moment I was thinking that   seeing as 
we sell more cod than plaice - and always have - 
shouldn’t   we change the name to some-
thing like Cod’s Law?’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Becoming a lawyer now, are you, Judge Do-
Do?’ 
 
 ‘Not guilty, your honour. It just seems per-
haps more appropriate to me.  Maybe it’s time for 
a change, that’s all.’ 
 
 ‘Let’s see how much we’ve won first, eh?’ 
 
 ‘Right. Ray?’ 
 
 ‘What is it now, woman?’ 
 
 ‘What do we do tomorrow?’ 
 
 ‘What we always do on Sundays. Open the 
shop at dinner time, then 
 again at five for tea and for the supper folk. 
Simple.’ 
 
 ‘Can I tell anyone that we think we’ve won?’ 
 
 ‘No, you cannot. Not until we have it con-
firmed by King Arthur and 
 his knights - Monday and Tuesday - and after 
that, we’ll see.’ 
 
 ‘Isn’t Camelot owned by Branson?’ 
 



 

 

 ‘I think it is but he’ll probably be swanning on 
his Fancy Nickers Island  so won’t be calling us.’ 
 
 ‘Funny name for an island. Can’t I even tell 
Carol? She’s one of my   best friends, you 
know.’ 
 
 ‘No. And if you did tell her what’s happened 
you’d quickly find she’d be seeking top spot on your 
Ladies to Lunch With list. So say nowt…and  re-
main silent till I say so. Right?’ 
 
 ‘Right oh then…chuck.’ 
 
 ‘Not a word to anyone until I say so.’ 
 
 ‘You just said that.’  
 
 ‘I know I did, sometimes you need telling 
twice.’ He could be dead   picky, could Ray. 
 
 ‘Right, chuck. Message received and under-
stood. Now stop moaning   - and keep calm, 
will you?’ Our Do-Do could be emphatic when she 
  felt like it. 
 
 ‘Someone has to take the lead.’ 
 
 ‘But we haven’t got a dog…so why would we 
have a lead?’ Do-Do loved  animals. 



 

 

 
 ‘I know, no pets allowed. I don’t want a re-
peat of when the two goldfish  who sat in the 
shop window for ages finally died, OK?’ 
 
 ‘If you say so, chuck.’ Do-Do just wanted a 
quiet life. 
 
 ‘I do…’ Ray repeated his point. 
 
 ‘Right, that’s OK then.’ 
 
 ‘Just get to sleep, will you?’ 
 
 ‘If you’d stop nattering maybe I could.’ 
 
 ‘OK, that’s it. No more speaking.’ 
 
 
   
 ‘Ray?’ 
 
 ‘What is it now?’ 
 
 ‘Well, seeing as we got through Sunday with-
out saying a word to   anyone…’ 
 
 ‘You could have said, ‘Hello, luv’ to the cus-
tomers you knew when they  came in the shop 
you know.  



 

 

 
 ‘Taking the silence instruction a bit far you 
were. Well, I thought you   were, though it 
was probably for the best, so I said nowt to you.’ 
 
 ‘And everyone thought it was Christmas.’  
Do-Do felt. 
 
 ‘Why?’ 
 
 ‘You saying nothing, me saying noth-
ing…Silent Night.’ 
 
 ‘You are daft.’ 
 
 ‘I try to please,’  she always made an effort. 
 
 ‘I know.’ 
 
 ‘Right, chuck. So what’s the plan for the 
morning? It’ll be Monday when  we wake up - if 
we ever get to sleep - so everyone should be at 
 work.’  
 
 Do-Do was a great time keeper deep down. 
 
 ‘We’ll just have to see, won’t we? Look well if 
they have Monday off,   that lot at Camelot 
I mean. Could be you know.’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Oh, I hope not. I can’t take much more of this 
not knowing, I’m a   nervous wreck.’ 
 
 ‘Which explains why you kept giving double 
chips to everyone    yesterday even-
ing?’ Ray had a great memory. 
 
 ‘Did I?’ 
 
 ‘You did. I was watching via my rear-view 
counter-watching mirror on   top of the 
fryers.’ 
 
 ‘Fancy that. Sorry.’ 
 
 ‘That’s OK, just don’t do it again. We’re not 
made of money, you know.’ 
 
 ‘Actually, we might be so you can’t say that.’ 
 
 ‘Until King Arthur and his horse Dobbin say 
we are, then we aren’t. 
 OK?’ 
 
 ‘If you say so.’ 
 
 ‘I do.’ 
 
 ‘Right…’ 
 



 

 

 
 
 The excited couple sit on the living room so-
fa, Do-Do holding her   mobile phone out 
in front of her. It’s ten past nine in the morning. 
 
 ‘Go on then, call them. Don’t be shy…’ Ray 
urges. 
 
 ‘I’ve lost the numbers.’ 
 
 ‘No, you’ve haven’t, they’re on the website on 
your laptop sitting on   your knees. Just 
call the first number shown, it shouldn’t be too hard 
to  do.’ 
 
 ‘What shall I say? Maybe you should call, 
head of the household and all  that. I probably 
won’t be able to speak, nerves you know.’ 
 
 ‘And maybe a woman’s voice is more likely to 
get a better prize  payout  than a bloke’s 
would. So call it, woman, now!’ 
 
 She calls. It rings out and after a while some-
one answers. 
 
 ‘Oh, hello. This is Do-Do in Stockport…’ 
Ray’s eyes roll and his pained  face screws up 



 

 

‘…can you put me through to the Lottery Winners 
  department, please?’  
 
 Ray’s face is a picture as his feature twitch 
and shout, sort of. 
 
 ‘Just wait, will you? She’s putting me through 
to the right area,’ Do-Do  is doing OK-oh, she 
thinks, oh. 
 
 ‘Let’s hope so…’  He’s still edgy. 
 
 She smiles - we have lift off. 
 
 ‘Oh, hello. I’m calling from Stockport, we - my 
husband and me - think 
 we have a winning ticket from last Saturday’s 
lottery draw.  Yes, all six 
 numbers.’   
 
 She nods knowingly at Ray, smiles again, 
mouth pouting, lips clenched  tight, chin sitting 
comfortably on the right side of her neck. 
 
 ‘Yes, I can. Mrs Doreen Baker, 155 Bedford 
Road, Stockport. Yes, I do  have  the ticket here. It 
was bought near Stockport market.’ 
 
 Ray is now hyperventilating, hoping she gets 
the pay-out amount before  he drops dead 



 

 

from advanced tension. Do-Do can see and feel his 
  stress and takes deep breaths to re-
main calm, hoping it will spread to  him. 
 
 ‘She’s checking, just wait. Innt this exciting?’ 
Her shoulders now crunch forward as her body 
shakes and twitches. Can’t sit still, she can’t. 
 
 ‘Hello again. Yes, I’m still here. Right, can 
you repeat that, please?   Sixty-six…? 
Right.’  
 
 Her face drops. Silence as she lowers the 
mobile. Do-Do turns to Ray,  
 
 ‘She says we’ve won sixty-six.’ 
 
 ‘Pounds?’ He was a currency dealer in a for-
mer life. 
 
 ‘I think so. Wouldn’t be Euros would it, not 
now we’re free of that EU   gang.’ She picks 
up the mobile once more.  
 
 ‘Hello again, is that pounds?’ 
 
 Do-Do nods, ’She says yes…sixty-six, and it 
is pounds.’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Must be loads of winners then so there goes 
your new dishwasher,   we’d need a lot 
more than that to get a decent one. Oh well, never 
  mind. You win some, you lose some.’ 
 
 ‘Oh, I know, I know…’ Do-Do tries to put on a 
brave face as she holds  her mobile and rocks 
backwards and forwards, head down. Hopes  
 rather dashed…spending plans thwarted. 
 
 A voice can be heard coming from the mo-
bile, both of them look at it,   Ray indi-
cates for her to put it back to her ear. 
 
 ‘Hello? Sorry. Yes, I’m still here. I missed 
what you said. Oh right, just a  minute.’  
 
 She turns to Ray, mouth wide open. ‘She 
says she heard what we just  said to each oth-
er, and I got it wrong.’ 
 
 ‘Typical woman. Go on then, what should it 
have been? Ray pulls a   face and looks at 
his wife with much frustration and a shaking head.  
 
 She says nothing but puts the mobile back to 
her ear. 
 
 ‘Could you repeat that, please chuck?’ Do-Do 
goes for a second   opinion. 



 

 

 
 ‘What did you get wrong then, dozy devil? 
Hello, anyone there please?’ 
 
 Ray asks as he clicks his fingers. Do-Do’s 
eyes go hazy as she stares  at the room’s flo-
ral wallpaper without seeing any of the pale green 
  rhododendron bushes in the design. 
 
 Do-Do shakes her head. She speaks slowly 
as she turns to him. 
 
  ‘We are the only winners,’ Ray’s eyes open 
wide ‘and the winning   amount isn’t sixty-
six pounds, it’s sixty-six point eight million pounds.’ 
 
 Silence reigns. 
 
 ‘Sixty-six point eight, goodness.’ He can’t 
breathe. 
 
 ‘Keep the change, chuck.’ Do-Do had always 
liked round numbers, but  would take  the ‘point 
eight’ if they insisted. 
 
 Both sit in silence for quite a while, totally 
gobsmacked, mouths wide   open, ad-
vanced shock setting in. Ray suddenly stands up 
and walks a  clockwise circuit of the sofa, he then 
does another trek anti-clockwise.  He next falls 



 

 

backwards over a chunky arm onto the cushions, 
just   missing the forward-leaning Do-Do 
where he starts shaking and   twitching. 
Do-Do looks at him then talks to Mrs Camelot again. 
 
 ‘Hello, can you hold on a minute? My hus-
band seems to have fainted… or he’s laying an 
egg…probably both. I have to see to him, don’t go 
  away…I’ll be back in a minute.’ 
 
 Do-Do runs off to the kitchen and returns with 
a tall glass of water. She  stands looking at Ray, 
spare hand on hip while shaking her head. She 
 then drinks most of the water before passing 
the almost empty glass to  him, supporting his wob-
bly head. She keeps hold of it while his   
 unsteady hand tries to guide  the water 
to his mouth. Finally, Ray   manages to speak 
after sipping a drop. 
 
 ‘Blimey, Charlie. Take her name and depart-
ment details, and ask her to  send a text on 
your mobile - and an e-mail - confirming all that. We 
  can’t  risk this being a hoax so ask 
what happens next?’ 
 
 ‘Hang on…’ Do-Do puts the phone to her ear 
again. ‘Hello? Oh, you   heard all that, 
right? So what do we do now, Kate? And your sur-
name’s  Robinson? OK, thanks.’ 



 

 

 
 She mouths ‘Her name’s Kate…’ to Ray. He 
nods. 
 
 Kate explains the procedures and ends with 
the advice that Camelot   will be sending 
someone to discuss the win with them later today.  
 
 It seems that Camelot knew the winning tick-
et had been sold in    Stockport and 
now contact had been made with the winners one of 
their  staff would be on the next flight to Manches-
ter from London. They will  collect a hire car on arri-
val and drive over to the chippie as quickly as  
 possible. The visitor will remain in Stockport 
for a couple of nights.  
 
 Do-Do speaks to Kate again.  
 
 ‘OK, I’ll take a picture of the winning ticket 
and send it you from my   phone, can you 
give me the number to send it to, please?’  
 
 She repeats the number back to Kate. ‘OK, 
great. Any problem just call  me.’  
 
 ‘That’s fine, and my mobile number is …161 
496 0638. Our home   phone is…161 
496 0151. OK, then? Good.’ 
 



 

 

 Ray and Do-Do could expect the visitor 
around five this afternoon   though the person 
will call from Manchester Airport after arrival to  
 advise a more exact time. No, she didn’t 
have a name as to who it   would be just yet 
but would they pass the winning ticket to whoever it 
  was who turned up? 
 
 Do-Do checked the request with Ray, who 
nodded, very pleased with   progress. Do-Do 
chats on, then puts a hand over the mobile and 
turns  to him, mouth twitching. 
 
 ‘She wants to know how old we are.’ 
 
 ‘Then tell her.’ 
 
 ‘Now then, you know I never tell my actual 
age to anyone, not even my  mum. If I tell Kate, 
the whole world will soon know.’ 
 
 ‘Listen, for sixty-six million you can tell the 
world, the Man in the Moon,  the budgie in the 
butcher’s next door but one, and the Woman on 
Mars  selling Milky Way bars for that matter. Do it!’ 
 
 ‘Right, chuck.’ She brings the mobile back to 
her ear. ‘Hello Kate? My  official age is 29 and six-
twenty-sevenths but I’m actually thirty-eight.’   
 



 

 

 She breathes deeply, are there no secrets in 
the world worth keeping   these days?   
  
 ‘And old man Ray here is forty-one. We’ve 
been married nearly twenty  years and have 
had the chippie since we got hitched. No, no kids.’ 
 
 She looked tellingly at Ray. 
 ‘That wasn’t too painful, was it?’ His eyes 
open wide as Do-Do pulls a  face at him while 
still listening to Kate.  
 
 ‘Now she’s asking if we want - or don’t want - 
any publicity?’ 
 
 He twitches, ‘Don’t know really, what d’you 
think?’  
 
 Decisions, decisions. 
 
 ‘I don’t know either, you’re the head of the 
household so you say.’ 
 
 ‘Look, it’s going to get out once we start sell-
ing fish and chips out of the  back of a new 
Jaguar van down by the lake in the park, so let’s say 
it’s  OK for some publicity.’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Right,’ she puts the phone to her ear again. 
‘Hello?’ Listens, ‘Oh, you  heard all that too, did 
you? OK, good.’  
 
 ‘Yes, that’s my husband Ray…Raymond in 
full, of course. Right, thanks  Kate. OK, go on 
then ask the question, it’s OK.’ 
     
 Do-Do mouths to Ray conspiratorially ‘She 
has a question,’ he nods.   She listens then 
explains to her new fifth best friend without consult-
ing  her husband. 
 
 ‘Well, we though you’d be closed, it being 
Saturday night. Then   Sunday’s a 
day off for everyone, so we thought, which is why 
we didn’t  call yesterday either.’ 
 
 She smiled at her rich husband, wondering if 
he might leave her now for  a younger spud-
peeler-cum-fryer-cum-chips-wrapper.  
 
 ‘And, to be honest, we wondered if you may-
be had Monday off too as  some places do, us for 
one. But there you are, answering your phone  to-
day …which was good news.’ 
 
 Do-Do turns to Ray. ‘She’s asking why we 
didn’t call earlier.’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Right…better late than never, eh?’ He could 
be such a wise soul at   times.  
 Do-Do continued talking to Katie Camelot. 
‘Well, we have this chippie  you see and 
Monday’s our day off, so we had time to call just 
now. And  you’ve answered so that’s all great, 
got there in the end, eh? Thanks   again Kate, 
luv. Speak to you soon…tara.’  Do-Do clicks her 
mobile off.  
 
 ‘Phew!’  
 
 ‘What was she asking?’ 
 
 ‘Why didn’t we ring them on Saturday night? 
So I told her.’ 
 
 ‘I know, I heard you. Quite right too, Do-
Do…quite right.’ 
 
 ‘So what do we do now?’ 
 
 ‘Put the kettle on and if there’s any of the car-
rot cake left from Saturday,  I wouldn’t mind a 
piece in official celebration, chuck.’ Ray smiled. 
 
 ‘What a good idea, let me check. If there’s 
none left we can probably   afford to buy a 
fresh one now - if not the whole lot.’     
 



 

 

 Do-Do stood up and headed off to the kitch-
en. 
 
 ‘I think we’d better have a family conference 
over the cuppa, chuck.’ 
 Ray shouted after her. ‘Two people need to 
be present, you and me. Let  me write down a 
few points for discussion while you’re brewing.’ 
 
 ‘Right oh…’ A distant kitchen-based voice 
confirmed the arrangement  and her likely at-
tendance.  
 
 A few minutes later and the couple sit down 
with their tea and cake.   Ray picks up his
 notepad while finishing off the still-moist treat. 
 
 ‘Right, first of all before the meeting starts 
properly I want to know   something, and 
this is a very serious question.’ 
 
 Do-Do’s eyes open wide and she looks wor-
ried. His beady eyes bore   into hers. 
 
 ‘And you have to tell the truth, the whole truth 
and nothing but the truth,  OK? 
  
 Do-Do nods, ‘OK…’ she’s somewhat con-
cerned. 
 



 

 

 ‘Did you agree to marry me almost 20 years 
ago for my money?’ 
 
 ‘I’ll have to think about that.’ 
 
 ‘Go on then.’ 
 
 She waits one zillosecond, looking at him daft 
like. 
 
 ‘Can I remind you that you didn’t have two 
bob to rub together at the   time,  chuck…so 
the answer’s no.’  
 
 She didn’t hold back, not our Do-Do. 
 
 ‘What was it then?’ 
 
 ‘Probably your battered old blue bike, if you 
must know. I loved you   taking me out for 
rides  all over the show, me sitting on the crossbar 
  while you pedalled away like mad. 
Dead nice it was.’ 
 
 ‘Those were the days,’ he free-wheeled back 
in time. 
 
 ‘I know, pity about the freezing crossbar 
though.’  
 



 

 

 ‘What did you expect? It was a bike not a 
blinking hot water bottle.   There’s never any 
central heating on bikes I’m afraid.’ 
 
 ‘I know that and it wasn’t too bad after I 
bought the thermal knickers.   Mind you, I 
still got frozen to the thing in winter and had to dig 
myself   out with my trowel from the al-
lotments where I worked on Saturday  
 morning.’ 
 
 ‘The things women carry in their handbags.’ 
Ray was amazed. 
 
 ‘Oh, I know. You try digging through ice while 
sitting side-saddle on a   bike crossbar 
while the rider’s tickling you. It’s not easy. Takes a 
lot of  balance it does, a lot.’ 
 
 ‘Do you remember the old woman in the gyp-
sy tent at the Fair when we  went one summer 
who said I would end up being very rich?’ He 
steered  the crossbar chat away from the bike 
rack.  
 
 ‘I do, but she said that to everyone in the 
hope that one might just crack  it. Then she’d ask 
for some commission because of her monetary 
  forecast capabilities.’ 
 



 

 

 ‘She also said she saw the open sea and 
tons of fish in my life.’ 
 
 ‘I know. And you thought you’d become a 
great sailor and save the   whales from ex-
tinction, when she actually meant you’d end up own-
ing  a chippie offering three types of fish.’ 
 
 ‘And here’s me thinking you fancied me for 
my new Walkman.’ 
 
 ‘Which soon became your old Walkman and 
always sounded dead tinny  to me anyway.’ 
 
 ‘I loved my Walkman, I still have it you know. 
It will be with me for  always, you’ll see. Any-
way, I also had…well, let’s see now…oh yeah,  I 
 know…my dead-smart Nike runners.’ 
 
 ‘Which didn’t do much for me either. How 
they pronounced the name   never 
made sense to me. Let’s face it, you ride a 
bike…not a bikeee.   So why say the name 
Nike as Nikeee? Dafteee.’ 
 
 ‘Right, so we’ll drop the question then,’ Ray 
rested his caseee. 
 
 ‘Good thinking. Now, can you stop being daft 
and present some serious 



 

 

 questions?’ She sought more tea, hoping 
their second round of  talks   would 
prove more sensible and productive. 
 
 ‘If you insist. OK, I think we should call a fam-
ily meeting right after the  
 person from Camelot’s been.’ 
 
 ‘That makes sense, and it would be best if it 
was this evening as we’re  not open tonight.’ Do-Do 
knew her working hours. 
 
 ‘We might not be working on any other even-
ing after this.’ Ray was   looking into the 
future. 
 
 ‘We can’t just drop our customers, Ray. And 
if we do give the business 
 up we’ll need it to sell is as a going concern, 
so we can’t just close like  that.’ 
 
 ‘Right, good thinking.’ He agreed. 
 
 ‘So what next?’ 
 
 ‘I think we should go for a walk to the park 
and feed the ducks. That   should help us 
think clearly about a few other points that are bound 
to  come up.’   
 



 

 

 ‘Great, let me get some stale bread and me 
coat then.’ 
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 Do-Do’s mobile rang at a quarter past four. 
 
 ‘Hello?’ she answered. 
 
 A lady’s voice reported that she had arrived 
at Manchester Airport and  would be with them in 
half an hour. The voice also revealed her name 
 was Dylis Evans and she was the Camelot 
P.R. lady handling their   case. 
 
 Ray was informed of the timetable and the 
lady duly rang the chippie   door bell at 
4.45pm as forecast. These Camelot folk were good 
with   their numbers they both felt. 
 
 The three of them sat in the living room and 
Dylis explained how these 
 things usually played out. Ray asked that she 
be gentle with them as   this was their first 



 

 

time at winning the lottery…and there was a lot to 
  take in. 
 
 As requested during her phone call, Ray 
handed over the winning ticket 
 - after taking pictures of it on its own, as well 
as in Do-Do’s hands. A few  others were tak-
en, one with Dylis and Do-Do in the frame  and 
another  with Ray and Dylis in the shot. - win-
ning ticket to the fore. Another   picture was 
of the ticket lying on the front of today’s Daily Mirror 
-   showing the date. Just in case; you 
can’t be too careful these days. 
 
 Dylis stayed just an hour then had to leave as 
she needed to check-in  to her Stockport hotel 
around 6pm. 
 
 
 
 Do-Do closed the shop door after they said 
their goodbyes to Dylis.   They  walked 
back into the living room, both feeling rather weak, if 
not a  fortnight. 
 
 ‘Well, that was quite draining, if you ask me.’ 
Do-Do felt. 
 



 

 

 They both flopped into the usual armchair 
and settee, the always-on   telly providing 
background noise of no interest to either.  
 ‘It was. Any particular thoughts on what she 
said?’ Ray pondered. 
 
 Do-Do tried to recall everything mentioned.  
 
 ‘Not really. Though I’m not that keen on hav-
ing all the newspaper and  TV people in and out of 
the shop tomorrow morning. Mind you, best get 
 it over with now we’ve agreed to do it, eh?’ 
 
 ‘I think so, and it’ll all be done by eleven so 
we can open as usual at   noon.’  
 
 ‘Yeah…don’t worry, it’ll be OK.’ She had to 
be positive, she felt.  
 
 ‘It will, for sure. All part of the show.’ Ray was 
quite practical. 
 
 ‘Now, what time are all the relies coming this 
evening?’ He was heavily  into time-tables at the 
moment. 
  
 ‘Around half seven. I’ll just nip to the shops 
and get some food to offer  them. Nothing special, a 
few sandwiches and biscuits. What about  
 some drinks?’ Do-Do was watching the time. 



 

 

  
 ‘Sure, but not too much. No big celebrations 
till we have the cheque in  the bank…and it’s 
cleared.’ 
 
 ‘Right oh, good thinking. See you 
soon…tara…’ and she was gone. 
 
 
  
 Ray’s mum and dad, Lucy and Tom, and his 
two brothers, Dave and   Richard, plus 
wives, duly appear at twenty past seven. Do-Do’s 
   parents, Hilda and Walter, and 
sister, Lisa, turn up spot on half past.   Lisa 
isn’t married so came alone. 
 
 ‘Come in, come in everyone,’ Do-Do took on 
the happy hostess role.  ‘Help  yourselves to but-
ties, cakes and biscuits - we can recommend the 
 carrot cake, it’s lovely.’ 
 
 The guests pile up their plates with much in-
tent and her mum Hilda   pours out the tea 
as everyone seems happy to be together for a nice 
  change. 
 
 ‘Right, now you’ve all settled, and have filled 
your stomachs with   snacks, sarnies and oth-
er delights, Do-Do and me have an   



 

 

 announcement.’ Ray advises the group as 
the clock closes in on eight. 
 
 ‘You’re pregnant! I knew it, I just knew it. 
Here we go - Grannie Hilda,   has a nice 
sound to it, eh what, Walter?’  She nudges her hus-
band, who  kept silent. 
  
 ‘No, mum, we’re not; sadly. Even though 
none of the dozens of doctors  we’ve seen over 
the years can pin-point why. It seems it’s just one of 
  those things that’s not going to happen 
for us, so we’ve accepted the   fact. After 
loads of tests - and we’ve had them all - it doesn’t 
look like   we’re meant to be parents. 
That’s the way it goes, you just never know. 
 Right?’ 
 
 ‘Oh, yes, right oh, then. Sorry. So what is it 
then, what indeed?’   
 
 ‘I’ll let Ray tell you…’  Do-Do sits on the arm 
of his accommodating   easy chair. Ray 
sits upright, smiling at the attentive little group. 
 
 ‘Right, well, as you know, we, like many folk, 
buy a few lottery tickets   from time to time.’ 
 
 ‘Like every week,’ The nodding Do-Do clari-
fies. 



 

 

 
 ‘But only once a week. No way are we prob-
lem gamblers, we can’t get  carried away, oh 
no, not us.’  Ray was raving rather. 
 
 ‘Just get on with it, will you?’ Tom, his dad, 
asks as he devours an  Eccles cake in 
one. 
 
 ‘Right. Well, I believe it was on the news ear-
lier today that last    Saturday’s big UK 
lottery winner is from Stockport…’ a few heads nod 
 in agreement ‘…and actually it’s us.’ 
 
 All movement stops. No chewing, no drink-
ing, no breathing, no sound  at all…which for a 
group of a dozen or so is quite something.  
 
 Everyone just sits there looking at Do-Do and 
Ray. Finally, his mother,  Lucy, speaks. 
 
 ‘They said on ITV News at 6.30 tonight that 
the sole winner has won   over sixty-million 
pounds. Would that be right, and from what you just 
  said, would that really be you two 
then?’ 
 
 ‘Yes, and yes it would…’ Do-Do confirmed 
the prize and the recipients. 
 



 

 

 ‘Actually, it’s sixty-six point eight million, to be 
exact.’ Ray detailed,   trying to keep his 
heart-beat down. 
 
 ‘Sop there’s quite a bit of change in the 
prize,’ Do-Do detailed the   point, sort of. 
 
 ‘I can’t believe this…’ was exclaimed by each 
of the visitors over the   next 60 seconds 
or so.  
 
 ‘Neither could we, at first. But it’s true…and 
we wanted you to know  
 before our names hit the telly screens and 
newspapers tomorrow as   there’s a prize-
giving event inside and outside the chippie in the 
  morning.’  
 
 ‘So here you all are, the first to know. Tomor-
row the rest of the world   will know, but for 
now it’s just us.’ Do-Do smiled, trying to keep calm. 
 
 Gasps and more shaking of heads followed. 
Do-Do’s dad  Walter looked  like he was about 
to faint, which he does from time to time when 
 surprised suddenly. 
 
 ‘I can’t get my head round it…’ Ray’s brother 
Dave declared…as did 



 

 

 Do-Do’s sister Lisa. ‘So what happens next 
for you?’ 
 
 ‘Well, the press and TV people will be here 
around ten tomorrow  morning, we will 
give a few interviews and the cheque will be handed 
  over by someone well known, all ar-
ranged by Camelot.  
 
 ‘Their P.R. lady came to see us a couple of 
hours ago and has now   gone off to sort 
out all the angles they want the story exposed to. 
She’ll  be here again around nine tomorrow morning 
to run through the likely   programme with 
us…then off we go.’ Ray reported. 
 
 ‘Amazing…’ Ray’s dad Tom felt. 
 
 ‘The chippie will be open as usual as we 
don’t want to leave our   regulars in the 
lurch. We’ll consider what we’ll do with the shop
   sometime soon, after careful 
thought. For now though, there are no  
 changes to anything.’ Do-Do shared. 
 
 ‘Careful thought?’ Hilda asked, ‘What’s there 
to be careful about, given  that you never need to 
work again?’ 
 



 

 

 ‘Maybe, but we need to let it sink in for a 
while and think about what we 
 want to do. We don’t want to rush into deci-
sions we might regret later.’ 
 
 Ray shared their approach to which many 
nodded agreement.  
 
 ‘Meanwhile, we plan to buy each of you a 
new house in the area plus  a  new car 
each, as well as send you all on a slap-up holiday to 
the   destination  of your choice. More de-
tails as time goes by, but for now   these are 
our initial intentions.’ Ray’s smile was bounced back 
to him   by all the relies. 
 
 ‘Goodness,’ his mum Lucy summed it all up. 
‘Is there any more tea in   the pot, Do-Do, 
please? I think I need a refill.’ 
 
 ‘Sure there is, Lucy, of course. And there’s 
plenty more from where this  came from, 
chuck.’ 
 
 Ray did the honours this time…share and 
share alike, as happens in   the best of 
households. 
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 ‘Do-Do, Camelot Dylis is at the door.’ 
 
 ‘Right, can you let her in while I fix my ear-
rings, chuck?’ 
 
 Ray opens the door to the chippie after he 
quickly removes the blind   and security grills 
on the door and front window. 
 
 ‘Hello again Dylis,’ he greets the visitor. 
‘Come on in, the kettle’s on.’ 
 
 ‘Thanks Ray,’ their guest smiles as she 
shakes hands and kisses his   cheek then 
walks into the living room. Do-Do joins them as she 
brings  in a fresh pot of tea. She also shakes 
hands and shares cheek kisses  as Dylis sits on 
the couch, Do-Do on a nearby beanbag from a hun-
dred  years ago. 
 
 ‘You have such a lovely name, Dylis. We 
don’t get many of them to the  dozen around 
here,’ Do-Do felt. 
 



 

 

 ‘Thank you. It’s Welsh actually and means 
sincere or genuine,’ Their   visitor revealed. 
 
 ‘So are you Welsh?’ Do-Do asked the fiftyish 
P.R. lady looking very   smart in a light 
grey two piece suit and white blouse. 
 
 ‘I am. I’m from Builth Wells originally, not far 
from the Wales-England   border. I only 
joined Camelot a few weeks ago from a P.R. firm in 
  London so you’re my first Big Winners 
project.’ The lady smiled. 
 
 ‘You always remember your first…so they 
say.’ Said Ray with a straight  face. 
 
 ‘They do. At the moment I’m staying with an 
aunt in Watford, where   the Camelot HQ 
is, but looking for my own place. So I really am a 
  Welsh boarder at the moment.’ Dylis 
smiled as her listeners looked   rather puz-
zled. 
 
 ‘Right then,’ Ray moved the chat forward. 
 ‘So, just a quick run through with what’s go-
ing to happen soon.’ Dylis   got down to work. 
 
 Her audience paid attention. 
 



 

 

 ‘Right now it’s almost half nine,’ she checked 
her watch as did those in  the Winner’s Circle. ‘As 
you know, the press and television people will  be 
here around ten.’ 
 
 Do-Do and Ray nodded.  
  
 ‘We have an actress from Coronation Street 
coming to present you with  the cheque, I’m 
not sure who but I’m told she’s very well known. Af-
ter  that, you will be interviewed by a few 
newspapers, radio and television channels. Is that 
OK?’ 
 
 Do-Do and Ray gulped as they again nod-
ded. 
 
 ‘Now, some quick questions, if I may. Will 
you both be OK to drink some  champagne with 
the Corrie lady for the cameras - and on your own - 
  holding the giant prizewinning cheque 
in front of the chippie? I have to  check that neither 
of you are allergic to alcohol?’ 
 
 Both shake their heads. ‘Perish the thought,’ 
Do-Do felt. ’Not a    problem,’ Ray 
confirmed. 
 
 ‘Good, and have you thought about what 
some of the questions might  be, and how you 



 

 

would answer?’ Both shook their heads while reach-
ing  for the fresh tea. 
 
 ‘OK, then. Well, some of them are obvious, 
like…What do you plan to  buy immediately? What 
do you plan to do with the chippie? You’ll surely 
 not carry on with it? Any plans to move? Any 
long-time dreams that can  now come true?’ 
 
 ‘Goodness,’ Do-Do breathed deeply. ‘I can 
tell you one of the answers.  I’ll buy a new 
dishwasher, it’s much needed.’ 
 
 ‘And we’re still considering what to do with 
the chip shop. We’ll just   carry on for a 
while then maybe sell it, we’ll have to see,’ Ray re-
ported. 
 ‘We haven’t thought about moving, or making 
any long-time wish come  true as there isn’t one. 
We’ll just have to see…no rush…it takes time to 
 sort these things out.’  Do-Do shared. 
 
 ‘Course it does. OK, that’s fine. Now, the 
cheque that Miss or Mrs   Whatever off the 
telly will hand over is a genuine cheque, and after all 
 the snappers are finished outside Camelot 
wants a picture or the two of  you handing the 
cheque over to your bank manager. Is your bank far 
  from here?’ 
  



 

 

 ‘No, just round the corner…it’s a branch.’ Ray 
revealed. 
 
 ‘Fine, that’ll be great. If you could pass me 
the details - and phone   number - I’ll give 
them a quick call and set it up. All things considered 
  we hope to have it wrapped up and 
finished by half eleven.’ Dylis  shared the 
likely time-table. 
 
 ‘Just in time to open up for the dinner-time 
trade…’ Ray felt as Do-Do  looked through a drawer 
for a bank statement with the local outlet’s  
 phone number on it. 
 
 Dylis paused, looked at them with surprise 
and asked, ‘So you intend to  open up as usual 
today, do you?’ 
 
 ‘Of course, we can’t just ditch our regulars. 
They’ve supported us for   years so we have 
to support them until all the fuss dies down and we 
  decide what’s next.’  Do-Do felt. 
 
 ‘How noble, and so very nice. Right, I can 
hear a few vehicles moving  about out front so 
let me go outside and see who’s here, then get 
some  sort of programme order in place with them. I 
see you have some bank  papers there Do-Do, 
does it show your local branch’s phone number?’   



 

 

 
 Do-Do nodded and shared the details. Dylis 
wandered off to do what   she had to do, the 
chippie door dinging twice. 
 
 The couple in the Winner’s Circle looked at 
each other apprehensively. 
 
 ‘Look what you’ve gone and done now, Do-
Do.’ Ray declared. 
 
 ‘I know, deep breath intake,’ she breathed 
deeply, as did Ray.  
 
 ‘Shoulders back, smiles in place and off we 
go, chuck. Think of all the  good  publicity we’ll get 
for the chip shop.’ 
 
 ‘I know, I reckon we’ll have to order double 
deliveries of everything this  week as I’m sure 
loads of folk will want to come and try our fried 
 delights.’ Ray the natural salesman was 
planning ahead. 
 
 Do-Do looked at him with wide-open eyes, 
‘Oh yeah, probably. Do you  want to give the 
suppliers a call now?’ 
 
 ‘No, luv, we don’t want to keep the folk out-
side waiting. We can do it   later,  no rush.’ 



 

 

 
 ‘No, of course not.’ Do-Do agreed, calming 
down. ‘Right then, whatever  you say, Flash. 
Ready?’  
 
 Ray was on his starter’s blocks with Usain 
Bolt two lanes away. You’ve  no chance today, 
chuck, we’re the winners in this one, he quietly  
 confirmed to himself, Finish Line dead ahead. 
 
 His happy wife smiled, nodded and took his 
hand as they made their   way to the chip-
pie’s front door…opening it with one ding, and two 
  smiles. 
 
 Do-Do looked rather smart in a lemon blouse 
and dark blue skirt, low   blue heels fin-
ished things off nicely. Ray wore a white Polo shirt 
and   fawn slacks. Dark brown loafers set 
the casual footwear tone.  
 
 Chaos wasn’t the word to describe the rugby 
scrum that greeted them  outside as they closed 
the door with another ding, but would have been 
 close to spot on. 
 
 Dylis took charge and positioned the couple 
outside the chippie window,  each  holding a 
glass of champagne, as photographers snapped 
away.  The Coronation Street star then handed over 



 

 

the huge cheque and   more pictures fol-
lowed. Smiles all round. 
 
 Interviewers next moved in and fired ques-
tions a’plenty, some totally   unex-
pected. 
 
 ‘Who’s the better fish batterer between you?’ 
a cheeky chappie from the  Daily Mail asked. 
 
 ‘Ray is,‘ Do-Do confirmed her husband’s ma-
jor role. ‘I stick to mainly   cutting up the 
spuds and serving customers.’ So now he knew. 
 
 ‘Is it true that you had two goldfish called Salt 
& Vinegar in the front   window of the 
chip shop once?’ a Daily Telegraph lady wondered. 
 
 ‘No. They were called Meat Pie and Mushy 
Peas.’ Ray shared the   details. ‘And be-
fore anyone asks, the cat was called Any Bread 
Luv?   as we offer wholemeal bread slices 
that make the best chip butties in   Stockport.’  
A natural salesman, was Ray, natural. 
 
 ‘What was the first thing you bought after 
knowing how much you’d   won?’ A SKYN-
ews lady asked. 
 



 

 

 ‘A carrot cake from a shop near Stockport 
market,’ Do-Do revealed. 
 
 ‘How was it?’  The BBC TV lady wondered. 
 
 ‘Smashing, I’ll tell you how to get there later if 
you fancy some.’ Do-Do 
 offered while licking her lips. 
 
 ‘Any truth in the story that you’re planning to 
give all the money away?’   The Sunday Ex-
press man wondered. 
 
 ‘No…’ came the emphatic joint response. 
 
 A young cub reporter from the Manchester 
Evening News asked 
 Do-Do if she’d like some champagne as she 
posed for his photographer  with a fresh plate 
of fish and chips, quickly knocked up by shop  
  assistant Wendy who had appeared 
early to prepare advance dinner-  time offer-
ings. 
 
 ‘You smooth-talking devil you, though if you 
plan to be in the picture I   have to ask are 
you old enough to drink?  
 ‘I can always get you a Coke Lite.’ Do-Do 
checked. Blushing was back  in fashion as a 
result of her response. 



 

 

 
 Camelot’s Dylis choreographed things like 
the obvious professional she 
 was and after a dozen or so interviews…and 
pictures both outside and  inside the chippie…it 
was all over, more or less. 
 
 The Coronation Street star was lovely and 
brought her mum along. 
 She’d insisted on coming as she fancied 
some fish and chips for her   dinner an-
yway.  
 
 ‘On the house…for everyone,’ declared Ray 
in a flush of hot batter   extravagance.  
 
 Wendy got extra busy inside the shop while a 
reporter from The   Guardian asked, ‘Any 
truth in the story you’re buying a racehorse?’ 
 
 ‘Why would we buy a racehorse? Do-Do que-
ried. 
 
 ‘So you can race it,’ He felt. 
 
 ‘I can’t run that fast - especially in high heels 
- and would probably   never beat it. So 
no…it would be a waste of money, I think.’ The 
  idea was quickly scratched, all racing 
cancelled due to horseshoe   limits. 



 

 

 
 The exchange brought smiles a’plenty among 
the Press and TV   squad. Showbiz; it all 
seemed quite nice at the moment. Could it last  
 though? Both Ray and Do-Do quietly won-
dered. 
 
 There was even a Japanese TV crew pre-
sent, though no one knew   why. Dylis said 
the Chippie Lottery Winners story was obviously go-
ing  global, though as no one around spoke Jap-
anese and none of the   Japanese team 
spoke English it was hard to work out what was go-
ing  on exactly.  
 
 The Japanese team did though seem to en-
joy their complementary  fish and chips and 
filmed their reporter getting stuck in to a dripping 
  chip buttie and tasty fish follow-up 
while uttering ‘Oishi!’ - Delicious.  
 
 All of which was the main objective Do-Do 
and Ray felt as they quietly  looked forward to 
future coach loads of Japanese turning up to sam-
ple  their frying delights. Each was wondering 
how to say ‘Can I get you two  cod and chips, 
luv?’ in Japanese - better (batter?) learn that one 
  quickly.  
 



 

 

 Do-Do’s sister, Lisa - four years the younger - 
was there to help if   needed as she was cur-
rently between jobs. She had a look of Do-Do,  the 
same longish fair hair, though Lisa was a touch tall-
er and more ‘with  it’ in her dress sense - accord-
ing to her. 
 
 The press people were fed an early lunch, 
after which Lisa’s grateful   relies asked that 
she and Wendy get all the fish, batter, peas, pies 
and  chips prepared for the dinner-time crowd 
while they slipped down to the  bank  round the 
corner and put the winning cheque in their account. 
  
 By three o’clock everyone had gone and the 
family trio and Wendy sat  in the living room sup-
ping some much needed tea…with carrot cake…
 wondering what to expect next. 
 
 ‘That wasn’t too bad, all things considered. I 
think…’ Ray shared the   thought. 
 
 ‘No, it wasn’t. And I thought Mrs Whatnot, the 
mum of thingi from 
 Coronation Street was great. Such a nice la-
dy, in fact they both were.’ 
 Do-Do loved the soap even more now, never 
missed it, if she could help  it, anyway. 
 



 

 

 ‘I agree, and they both said they’d be back 
for more soon.’ Ray also felt  they were nice 
while his sister-in-law nodded agreement as she 
and   Wendy delighted in the lush carrot 
cake. 
 
 ‘Mind you, I s’pose you’ll get this a lot now 
you’re so rich once it’s all   over the papers 
and on telly. Everyone’s going to be nice to you, and 
  you’ll never know what they might 
want in return.’ Sister Lisa felt. 
 
 ‘You could just be right, Lisa,’ Ray agreed as 
Do-Do nodded. Best plan  wisely, and be careful, 
was the silent message. 
   
 
 A few days later and the chippie had never 
been busier as the usual   flow of regulars 
was joined by sightseers and tourists seeking a look 
at  the nation’s latest big lottery winners, and to 
sample their fried offerings  while they were at 
it. 
 
  Ray and Do-Do organise a ‘Requests Regu-
lations’ list which is quickly  displayed in the 
shop for those seeking something other than fish 
and  chips, and the like. 
 



 

 

 Anyone seeking a picture with one - or both - 
of them has to buy at   least 2 fish and 
chips or pie and chips. Anyone seeking an interview 
for  any form of publication has to buy 6 serv-
ings…and anyone wishing to  paint them 
at work has to pay a hundred and fifty pounds in 
cash - no  cheques, chuck - been caught before, 
we have - guaranteed to be   passed on 
to a local charity. 
 
 The spelt-out arrangements at least brought 
some form of uniformity to  things around the work-
ing day and seemed to work OK as far as the  
 winners were concerned. So far… 
 
 A ‘skin’ magazine offered Do-Do a centre-
spread feature made up of   what they 
described as ‘tasteful pictures’ of her with ‘strategi-
cally placed  five pound notes and pieces of fish 
draped across her naked body.’ 
 
 The offer was declined with Do-Do saying 
she ‘Didn’t want to frighten   half of Eng-
land…’ Mind you, she did say to Ray ‘It’s nice to be 
wanted  though…’ with a knowing smile, sort 
of. He declined to make comment.  Didn’t read 
much anyway. 
  
 The first month after what they called L-Day - 
Lottery Day - had 



 

 

 Ray and Do-Do feeling like they were sitting 
on a couple of spinning 
 tops as nothing slowed down. 
 
 There was some sort of progress in certain 
areas as they took on 4   extra staff for the 
chippie, simply because the couple couldn’t find the 
  time to give it the attention they used 
to. 
 
 It was also agreed, family wise, that Lisa, 
would take on a P.A. role to   the couple 
and handle the endless requests of their time, mon-
ey and   whatever else people could 
think of asking for. 
 They had signed an agreement with Camelot 
to participate in a 
 ‘reasonable’ amount of promotions over the 
next few months as chosen  by the lottery 
company. Both were more than happy to fulfil the 
   commitments, money now safe-
ly sitting in the bank considered. 
 
 Life settled into a new pattern which saw Lisa 
appear just before 
 nine every morning and take up residence at 
the new Ikea office table  in their living room.   
 
 Ray’s mum, Lucy, took on the role of morning 
tea lady and general   assistant with Do-



 

 

Do’s mum, Hilda, taking over the afternoon shift 
  after the ladies enjoyed handover fish 
and chips at dinner time. 
 
  Lisa’s arrival would be quickly followed by a 
puffing postman usually   hauling a couple 
of sacks of post behind him, some simply addressed 
 to ‘The Lottery Winners, Stockport’. The 
Tricky Address Detection   department of the 
UK Post Office obviously knew exactly who that was 
 meant to be delivered to. 
 
 Lisa took a call from Dylis at Camelot one 
morning and turned to the   couple as they 
were quietly reading the papers. 
 
 ‘It’s Dylis, she wants to know if you’d be OK 
with appearing on ‘Good   Morning Britain’ 
on ITV, and Sunrise on SKY the week after? And in 
the  next Ant & Dec series which is some months 
away but being planned   now?’ 
 
 ‘Oh, yes please. They’re my favourites. I 
never miss their Saturday 
 Night Live programme if I can help it. Any 
idea what they’d want us to   do? The 
two morning shows will be fine, as well.’ Do-Do was 
getting   excited. 
 



 

 

 Lisa went back to the phone, ‘Dylis, they say 
that would be fine for   the TV interviews 
- details when you can, please. And do you have 
any  idea what they’d be doing on the Saturday 
Night Live, Ant & Dec show?’ 
 
 She listens as her audience of two pay the 
one sided telephone talk full  attention. Finally, 
she turns to the couple… 
 
 
 ‘She says that at the moment they’re thinking 
of getting the two of you  
 to teach Ant and Dec how to make the PPFC 
- the Perfect Plate of Fish  and Chips. But that idea 
could change…maybe…they often do; so?’ 
 
 ‘That’ll be OK, great actually…dead easy,’ 
Do-Do felt as Ray nodded. 
 
 ‘Good, I’ll tell her it’s all OK then.’   
 
 Everyone smiled as their showbiz involve-
ments continued.  
       
 
 
 P.A. Lisa - relishing her role as the official link 
to the big winners - stood  in the doorway between 
the shop and the passage. It was close to two 



 

 

 o’clock and the dinner-time rush was just 
about finished. 
 
 ‘Thanks, Madge, luv…see you next time, 
tara,’ Do-Do farewelled their  
 last customer for now. 
 
 The lady in question smiled back, relishing 
the thought of a late fish and  chips treat with 
her husband back at their nearby home. 
 
 ‘OK, each, I thought this one might have 
some appeal.’ Lisa opened up  as her targets 
looked at her while wiping down the marble counter 
and  turned-off the metal fryers and pie warmer. 
 
 ‘Go on then,’ Ray requested, and Lisa held 
up a letter. She read… 
 
 ‘The Cheshire Orchid Group will be holding 
this year’s Annual Show in  Wilmslow on Sat-
urday, July 26 and would like Mrs Doreen Baker to 
be  a guest of honour as well as one of the judg-
es in the Best  Orchid in   Show  cat-
egory. 
 
 ‘We would also like to unveil an especially 
propagated Do-Do (as we   believe Mrs Baker 
is better known) Dendrobium hybrid orchid on the 
  day in question. Named after this well-



 

 

known member of the county, we  believe this par-
ticular orchid will in time become a much sought-
after   member of the orchid family across 
the land and, in time, the world. 
 
 ‘One of just 5 one-off orchids carefully pro-
duced by the Group this year  Mrs Baker will be 
given one of the Do-Do Dendrobium plants to take 
  home. Other orchids from the New 
Species group results will be on sale  to the pub-
lic.’ 
 
 ‘It’s signed by a Marian Ward - Chair of the 
Cheshire Orchid Group. So  what do you think, 
flower?’ All eyes were on Do-Do. 
 
 ‘What’s a hybrid orchid, when it’s at home?’ 
Do-Do was checking into   her plant back-
ground. 
 
 ‘Standby, let’s check.’ Lisa was on the trail. 
She quickly opened up an  Orchid Gardening page 
on the lap-top Internet and read… 
 
 ‘Hybrid orchids : A one-off specially produced 
orchid genetically made  up from of a number of 
other orchid types. Offering an original and   
 unique flower as a resulting bloom.’ 
 



 

 

 ‘All of which sounds very nice, if you ask me,’ 
Lisa had done her   research well. 
 
 ‘Oh, it does, doesn’t it, Ray?’ Do-Do was im-
pressed. 
  
 ‘Very creative,’ he agreed. 
 
 ‘Fancy that, a flower named after me, eh? 
That doesn’t happen too   many times a 
week, does it? I’ll put it on the counter top in the 
chippie  so everyone can see it. It should thrive 
nicely in all the steam.’ Do-Do   was actual-
ly rather flattered. 
 
 ‘You could soon become as famous as the 
red and black willow tree,’   Ray felt.  
 
 ‘Never heard of it.’  
 
 Not so famous after all then, chuck. He was 
chopped down in one   thanks to the cut-
ting comment. 
 
 ‘I’ll do it, when is it again, Lisa?’ Best re-
check and get the date right. 
 
 ‘Saturday, July 26…in Wilmslow. You did say 
that you were keen to   help worthy caus-
es in the area.’ 



 

 

 
 ‘I know I did. OK, make a note in our Person-
al Events diary and tell   them Yes, please. 
And we’ll take my mum and dad…and anyone else 
 who’d like to come as well, eh?’ 
 
 Ray nodded agreement.  
 
 ‘We can make a nice afternoon of it. At the 
same time, Lisa, can you   ask them what 
colour, or colours, my orchid will be, so I can imag-
ine   what it might look like, please?’   
 
 Lisa made a note. Not that she’d forget but 
wrote the instructions down  as it looked more 
secretarial, she felt. 
 
  ‘Consider it done, petal. I’ll ask Ms Ward 
where you should report to   exactly, 
and what time they want you there by. Shall I see if I 
can find a  book on orchids in the bookshop at 
Stockport Railway Station when I’m  next down 
that way so you can get more familiar with them?’ 
 
 ‘Good idea, though don’t spend too much.’ 
Ray the head cashier was   still watching ex-
penditure. Old habits die hard. 
 
 ‘Take it out of Petty Cash,’ Do-Do was flower-
ing with happiness. 



 

 

 
 ‘Of course, will do.’  
 
 Lisa bloomed in her new role. 
 
 
     
 Do-Do was busy opening up the shop, it was 
a quarter to noon and she  moved around the chip-
pie putting things in their place at some speed.  The 
opening door bell dinged and she looked up to see 
an aged priest  smiling benignly at her. 
 
 She returned his smile with one of her own 
and the opening hours   timetable. 
 
 ‘Hello, we don’t open till twelve so if you’re 
after some fish and chips, 
 or pies and peas, could you hang on for a 
few minutes, please?’ 
 
 ‘That’s OK, pet,’ his Irish accent was strong. 
‘I’m not here looking for   food, and I take it 
you’re the lucky Do-Do then?’ 
 
 ‘Indeed I am. Please sit down on the bench 
by the window for a minute.’   She gave the 
marble serving area a final wipe with her damp 
cloth, then  turned to the priest, ‘Now, what can I 
do for you?’ 



 

 

 
 ‘Just listen to me for a minute, pet.’ 
 
 ‘Right oh, go on then. How can I help you?’ 
Do-Do leant back against   the counter. 
 
 The visitor had moved to the bench, sat down 
as instructed so he   started with his story. 
 
 ‘I’m Father Rip-Rap from Saint Mary’s of The 
Immaculate Front Lawn   - as it’s known to 
garden lovers in the congregation - just down the 
  road.’ 
 
 ‘The Immaculate Front Lawn?’ 
 
 ‘Indeed it is. Have you heard about it? It’s 
quite famous.’ 
 
 ‘No, sorry, can’t say I have. How’s the back 
lawn, or don’t you have   one?’ 
 
 ‘Indeed we have but it’s a bit of a dump, truth 
be told. Not up to the   standard of the 
front one let’s say, but you can’t have everything, 
eh?   Both lawns are cared for by our resi-
dent gardener, Mick.’ 
 
 ‘That’s nice.’  
 



 

 

 ‘He even talks to the grass, so they tell me. 
And some times…’  he   checked left and 
right from his bench ‘…he says it talks back; so 
there.’ 
 
 ‘Is he on anything?’ 
 
 ‘Just life, my dear, life. And maybe the odd 
glass of red now and then as  Mick’s in charge 
of ordering wine for the church. So if a crate of plonk 
 somehow manages to find its way into the 
garden shed on occasion -  like every 
Wednesday when he’s half day - who am I to com-
plain?’  
 
 ‘Indeed. So how can I help, Father?’ 
  
 ‘Well, you see, we need funds for our multi-
million pound restoration   scheme and we 
wondered if you’d like to donate.’ 
 
 He paused to check her reaction; blank.  
 
 ‘Or maybe even buy the church lock, stock, 
lawn and barrels of wine as  it would be a great 
purchase, pet?’ 
 
 ‘Well, that’s nice of you to offer but we’re not 
churchgoers so I’ll say 



 

 

 not today, thank you, on the donation front. 
As for buying the church, it  might just be a bit 
big for us, there’s just two of us here and we don’t 
  need any more room.’ 
 
 She smiled, he grimaced.  
 
 ‘Annnndddd,’ she continued ‘he thought of all 
those pews and stained  glass windows to clean 
every week seems like it would be quite a task. 
 And neither my husband or me have ever 
driven a lawnmower so the   Immaculate 
Front Lawn description would soon be gone were 
we to get  involved, I’m afraid.’ 
 
 ‘Have you not let the Lord dwell in your 
house then?’ 
 
 ‘No one dwells here except me and my hus-
band, it’s a fast moving   trade is fish and 
chips and we don’t need any lodgers to bother 
about,  thanks.’ 
 
 The sixty-odd year old priest sighs. 
 
 ‘How sad, oh well.’  
 
 He stands up…pauses, then turns to look at 
Do-Do.  
 



 

 

 ‘Hang on a minute, pet. Could I perhaps in-
terest you in a nice Grotto -  miracles guaran-
teed? My brother Fergal is in real estate in southern 
  France and has some great cave 
openings down Lourdes way.’ 
 
 ‘I bet he has. But, err, no thanks, we’re not 
really into grottos this week.  And we’re not in 
need of any miracles either right now.’  
  
 The priest shook his head. 
 
 ‘In fact some might say we’ve recently had 
our own miracle, and that   one will do us 
nicely for quite a while, thanks.’ 
 
 ‘If you say so. Now, here’s one more 
thought…how about lunch with   the Pope? 
Always a joy. A nice choir singing behind the pizza 
oven and  organic holy smoke thrown in for good 
luck.’ 
 
 ‘No, it’s not us, save yourself the effort. I think 
I’ll pass on that one too.’ 
 
 ‘A ride in the Popemobile perhaps? Full-day 
sightseeing tour of Rome  from the back seat? 
Wave as you wish, to whoever you like. Kiss as 
  many babies at traffic lights as you 
fancy.’ 



 

 

 
 ‘Sorry, not appealing, I get car sick.’ Do-Do 
was a rather difficult subject  it seemed. 
 
 ‘How about a place for you among the judges 
on the Nun of the Month  Contest panel then? Re-
turn flight to Rome and three nights Deluxe  
 accommodation in a Saint Peter’s cell includ-
ed.’ 
 
 ‘A cell? No, I’ll pass…thanks.’ Do-Do was 
obviously not to be    persuaded. 
 
 ‘Right then. So would you maybe care to do-
nate a little something to St.  Mary’s of the Im-
maculate Front Lawn - perhaps?’ 
 
 ‘A mini-lawnmower? But then again, no. 
Freshly cut grass makes me   sneeze as I 
have dreadful allergies. So I’ll pass…on the lawn 
and all   the other offers. Thanks 
though.’ 
 
 ‘I see…’ the weary priest was getting de-
pressed. 
 
 ‘Look father, my husband and me have long 
discussed this donation   business - we get 
thousands of requests - and have decided we won’t 



 

 

 give to anywhere or anyone as once you start 
it never ends.’ 
 
 ‘You can say that again, pet.’ 
 
 ‘Why, didn’t you understand what I said?’ 
 
 ‘Oh, I did indeed…it was just a figure of 
speech…if not a figure of   monetary dona-
tion. Never mind then, how about some freshly 
minted   Rosary Beads as I go, hot out 
of the church on-site kiln?’ His eyes  
 twinkled. 
 
 ‘No, thanks.’ 
 
 ‘Wide choice of colours?’ 
 
 ‘No, I’m not a beady girl.’ 
 
 ‘OK, one last throw of the dice then. Can I 
maybe say a special prayer  for you at the 11 
o’clock mass this coming Sunday?’ 
 
 ‘You can please yourself on that, but I’m not 
handing over any money.’ 
 
 ‘Right, then I’ll leave you in peace…good luck 
to you Do-Do…pet…’   
 



 

 

 And he turned towards the front door. 
 
 A weakening Do-Do though smiles rather 
sadly and tells him, ‘Hang on  a mo, Father…’  
She walks round the back of the counter, opens the 
  pie warmer, takes one out using plas-
tic tongues and slips it into a white  paper bag. 
 
 ‘Here you are, Father…have a meat pie on 
us. One for the Pulpit…best  I can do today. 
And please tell your parishioners about us, they’ll 
think  they’ve gone to heaven on the early bus if the 
buy their fish and chips -  and meat pies - from us.’ 
 
 ‘Thanks pet, I will. That’s very kind of you.’  
 
 And he was gone with a smile, a jolly wave 
and a farewell ding of the   door.   
 
 Ray walked in as the shop door shut. ‘Who 
was that?’ 
 
 ‘Some nice old bloke, not really in need of 
any food so we had a nice   chat and now he’s 
gone. That’s OK, it takes all sorts. Such is life.’ 
 
 ‘So they say,’  Ray moves to look out of the 
front window.  
 



 

 

 ‘Oh eh, I see your friend Mollie with the twins 
coming down the road. ‘ 
 
 ‘Fancy that, I haven’t seen her for ages.’  
 
 ‘Looks like she’s heading our way so let me 
finish off the batter mix and  get the chips on 
quick.’ 
 
 Bless. 
 


