
An unexpected turn 

 

Eleanor Gibson did not really trust banks, but her son Edward had opened a lovely account 

with the Bank of Scotland here in Clepington Road and it was here that she kept her savings. 

The street was busy that day because people were out at the last minute doing their Christmas 

shopping. A scruffy young man hung about outside looking almost hungrily at those going 

into the bank, and he could see inside through the plate glass window. Eleanor had passed 

him on the way in, giving him as wide a berth as she could for a woman who walked with a 

stick.  

 She was proud of walking with only her black, stylish cane, with a little gold leaf on 

the handle, at the age of eighty-three she was still walking and getting about that way when 

so many of her contemporaries needed zimmers. 

 Eleanor leaned a little on the counter as she stood there while the lovely young girl 

counted out the two thousand pounds in ten pound notes. 

 ‘I have it all planned,’ said Eleanor, ‘my son, my daughter-in-law who has been so 

good for him, and the three grandchildren are all getting the best Christmas ever, I know 

exactly the presents I’m going to buy them.’ She paused at that moment and waited for the 

girl to respond, but the young assistant was not as bright as she looked or was too busy to 

pick up on a conversational gambit. 

 ‘That’s your money all counted out for you Mrs Gibson, here it is,’ she handed over 

the two bundles with a thousand pounds in each and Eleanor slipped these into her capacious 

handbag, so busy with the task that she did not see hungry eyes staring in through the front of 

the bank. 

 She gave the young assistant a genial farewell, when truth be told she would rather 

have stood there for a little while longer discussing her family, but there was a slight queue 

forming, and Eleanor could always chat about her lovely grandchildren when she reached the 

tea club, where she would see some of her old friends, oh Lydia was getting so old now, and 

Betty did go on so about her arthritis. 

 She crabbed her way out of the doorway, her mind filled with the thoughts of what 

she was going to do with the money. Her late husband Phillip, Pip as he used to be called, 

would have been filled with horror at the thought of how much money she had taken out. 

Thrifty Pip she had called him, and she could understand why when at one time two thousand 

pounds would have been enough to buy a house. He had been in th army most of his life and 

they had met when they were both PE instructors in that institution. 

 She would buy her son a nice watch, and her daughter-in-law Petra a lovely necklace. 

Petra was nice but Eleanor never thought of her first by her name, but always as 

daughter-in-law with the name coming in later. She would give money to her two grandsons, 

they were both at university and the money would come in useful, but she would buy her 

granddaughter a lovely dress, that girl was always growing, and she would soon be off to 

university too.  

 She was spending Christmas with them too, so it would be nice to see their faces 

when they received their presents. 

 Normally Eleanor was not the kind of person who was easily distracted from her 

surroundings. She knew Dundee well and she was well aware of what had happened in the 

city she knew and loved, that many people lived in poverty and that at an individual level this 

had made some of them fairly desperate because they had turned into drug users. In normal 

circumstances she would have kept her eyes wide and a firmer grasp on the handbag that 

dangled from the crook of her arm. 

 Who knows or indeed cares what thoughts were in the mind of the scruffy youth who 

was following close behind her? He was unshaven but not bearded, he wore hipster jeans and 



a Superdry top, he had Adidas trainers on his feet and he carried an Iphone in his pocket. Yet 

he was so short of money that he decided to mug a grandmother for her hard-earned money. 

 Eleanor was just going to the bus stop where local transport would take her into the 

main town where she would visit H Samuel and purchase the bracelet and the watch, and 

close to Marks & Spencer who would supply the dress. Her son didn’t have any children 

from his first marriage which is why she was so thrilled with these grandchildren having 

given up on him until he remarried in his thirties. 

 The young man rushed forward and snatched the handbag containing the money from 

the crook of her arm. But because she was so close to the ground he almost unbalanced and 

fell to the ground. He recovered his balance even as her voice was ringing in his ears. He 

began to run, but at that second a stick shot out between his legs. Instead of running on, 

stolen bag in hand, he shot forward and landed face down on the pavement, the bag flying out 

of his hand and landing on the pavement.  

 ‘I think that’s mine young man,’ said a calm, old voice. 

 ‘You old bitch I’m gonna kill you,’ he said, demonstrating the fact that he had not 

learned a lesson from what had just happened. He twisted around and tried to grab the stick, 

but it was already gone and in her two hands. 

 ‘Go while you’ve got the chance.’ she said. 

 ‘You’re dead,’ he grated, starting to rise. 

 It was the wrong thing to say in this context because the old lady was holding her 

walking stick at the end and thumped him soundly on the head with the knob at the top. He 

gave a grunt of pain and clutched at the crown of his head. She rained another dozen or so 

blows down on him one after the other, but this was not all, because she was shouting at the 

top of her lungs: 

 ‘Help me, help I’m being mugged!’ 

 He reached out a desperate, clawing hand and by chance caught hold of her bad ankle, 

the one the stick was for. He gave a tug and she fell over. Luckily for her she fell on top of 

her mugger or there might have been a chance that at her age she would have broken her  

hip. Her attacker was bony but he was still better than a hard pavement. He no longer reacted 

by trying to do anything to her, instead he rolled over, using his remaining strength to get up 

off the ground, but this meant that he was now straddling an old lady so that from a certain 

angle it still looked as if he was trying to strangle her.  

 This was too much for the people who were running out of shops and houses at the 

sound of her cry for help. Two large men pulled him off her while a young woman helped her 

to her feet, while helping to dust her down and an older woman picked up the handbag and 

restored it to its rightful owner. 

 Eleanor, who looked hardly ruffled by what had happened, noticed that a bus had 

arrived and was waiting at the stop while passengers alighted. She had already said a few 

grateful ‘thank you’s’ to those who had assisted her and were currently holding a somewhat 

disgruntled thin, unshaven young man who was going to spend a few months at her majesty’s 

pleasure. 

 Eleanor jumped on the bus with the assistance of her stick and more agility than that 

displayed by the average elderly person. She proferred her bus pass and then the vehicle 

sailed away to the clear chagrin of those who had rescued her. 

 She settled down on the seat with a wriggle, sitting there with dignity. Yes, she had a 

busy day ahead of her, not just tea with her friends and presents to buy, but the workout at the 

centre, where they were impressed by the fact that at her age she was willing to take lessons 

in Kung Fu. 

 

 


