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A NICE SEAT IN THE STALLS
BY
PAUL SMITH

Judith - a lady in her 70s

A bare room. A table and two chairs and an armchair. Judith moves between them
throughout.
The lights come up.

It was a quiet affair. About 40 of us. Just enough not to be noticed. Nice service, but |
won’t be sorry if | never sing ‘Immortal Invisible’ again. God may be ‘only wise’, but some

imagination is needed in these services. It is sadly lacking as a rule.

Felicity has a bit of a head cold and was snuffling throughout which is a little irritating, but
| didn’t say anything. It only really annoyed when she snorted during the Lord’s Prayer. |
don’t like drawing attention to ourselves and | did see a head turn. Just another

pensioner. So it probably won’t attract any chat.

84 apparently and just went in her sleep. Elspeth. A name | always associate with the lady
who lived in the posh house of the village. Elspeth. She had staff, so she was definitely
posh. Staff and a manky cat. The cat used to follow me when | played on the village

green. It had fleas. | think.

Luckily the wake was in the church hall, so access was easy and no one said anything. As
usual. The British are very polite generally and we have got used to being fairly
anonymous and so we just carried on as normal. The service was nearly three quarters of
an hour and so we were gasping for a cuppa. Felicity especially because her throat was
quite dry. A decent selection of sandwiches and things called bhajis. Indian apparently. |

quite liked them, but Felicity thought they were too spicy. It would seem Elspeth had



been brought up in India during the war and this was some kind of nod to her past. A nice

thought. | saw the packaging. Frozen from Iceland. So, not much thought really.

Plenty of sandwiches and some Battenburg, so we were quite happy. Wrapped a few bits

in a napkin. Popped them in my bag for later.

Spoke with the priest. The Reverend Gary. Gary! Doesn’t sound right does it. Like King
Gary. Don’t think we will ever have one of them. Anyway, spoke to him. Very nice but his
hair doesn’t look like it’s met a brush recently. Looked like he was a hangover from the

1960s. Gary was a more popular name then | think.

When we thought the time was right we said goodbye to a few people. | took the
daughter by the hand and said it was a lovely service and that her Mother would be much

missed. She smiled and said thank you and then we left.

The church and the hall were new venues to us. Quite good by many standards. We will

give it six months at least, before we return. That’s the minimum gap.

When we were on our way home we passed by the lovely little theatre in the town. They
were doing an Agatha Christie. | like the theatre, but don’t go so much anymore which is
a shame. The prices are so steep and | can’t really justify it. | live such a modest life. No
smoking. Drinking in moderation and | eat like a small bird, but still | look at ticket prices
to places like the theatre and cinema and think they are taking the micky. Oh, yes, they
do have pensioner discounts, but sometimes even those are not quite what they are
cracked up to be. Seems to me that we are second class citizens. But it did make me

wonder if we can find a way to get to see these shows a little cheaper. | will ponder.

Felicity decided to go straight home and not stop for another cuppa. She needs to tend to
that cold or it will get hold of her and at our age that’s the passport to the coffin. It is.
Believe you me! | have seen it time and time again. It starts with something completely
innocuous and builds! Next thing is people are eating bhajis while them reminisce about

you!

The sandwiches and cake travelled well and went down nicely with another brew.



