
                                              Saying Goodbye  

                                               By Sandy Fenwick 

 

Davie Main, opened his eyes stretched and then had that momentary panic as to where he 

had spent the night. He still shot upright and had to think long and hard. He was home, well 

not his own flat but at his mother’s house in Morningside. His old room, up in the attic with 

his posters still on the wall and a few mementoes still lying in tidy piles on the table and on 

the bookcases. 

How he had ever fitted into this wee single bed, one look in the mirror told him the answer 

to that enquiry. Gone was the skinny frame of youth, replaced with what some might 

describe as a heavy set physique. 

They’d been here for a few days now, him, Fiona and the kids. It was the October break so 

no school and they’d both taken some time off work to deal with the house clearance. 

Winnie, his mother, had passed away a couple of weeks before. The ending was tragic, she 

had developed severe complications with Covid 19 and had been in ICU. Then one day Fiona 

had received a frantic call from the hospital, they’d tried to reach him but he was at work. In 

the end Fiona had to watch as Winnie desperately tried to convey over an I pad her last 

message before she went on a ventilator. Her frail body simply gave up the day after.  

They had moved into her spacious three bedroom house, to start sorting out her property 

and then look to either move in or sell the property. As there were only two beds in the 

property, Fiona had taken the big bed with the kids and he was back in his old bachelor bed. 

He looked up at the big poster on the wall, advertising a Clash gig with Richard Hell and the 

Voidoids. Happy memories came flooding back. 

He heard, Fiona, calling from the foot of the stairs, 

“Davie, could you please get down here, we have eh, a situation?” 

 Davie groaned as he put on his dressing gown and stumbled down the stairs, after all that 

trouble last year, he’d had quite enough of situations. Probably something trivial like the 

kids didn’t like porridge as a breakfast option. 

In the pleasantly warm kitchen, he saw, Fiona and the  kids sitting very quiet and eating 

some sort of sugary cereal all staring at the other person, sitting in the chair by the cooker. 

Mauve jumper, white blouse, silk scarf and that peculiar woollen hat that looked like a 

bowler hat made from felt. 

“Right son, can you please explain to me what you are all doing in my house, “normally you 

can’t wait to get away but here ye are all in your jammies having breakfast.  Sugar Puffs are 

no breakfast, here I’ll make some porridge for them.” said a surprisingly alive Winnie. 

“Mum, eh … How eh... how are you?” said Davie, gasping like a landed fish and trying to get 

some reaction from his wife. 



Fiona merely rolled her eyes and pointed to the wine bottle and the two glasses already on 

the table. Davie nodded and momentarily closed his eyes, opening one slowly to make sure 

it wasn’t some waking dream. Nope, definably a dead mother, now steadfastly making a vat 

of porridge on the gas stove. 

“Drinking at this time you pair?” said Winnie turning round from her stirring, “just like your 

father, he was an awfae man fur the drink”. 

“I’m surprised he’s not turned up here then,” giggled Davie. 

“Poor, poor Jim, god rest his soul” Winnie said as four huge bowls of porridge materialised 

on the table and the kids Sugar Puffs vanished in a whiff of the ether. 

“Well speaking of that Mum,” said David…… 

“Davie, no, leave it just now”, whispered Fiona. 

Just then Davie’s mobile rang. It wasn’t a number he recognised. Out of pure habit he 

answered. 

“Eh hullo, Mr David Main?” 

“Yes,” said Davie, “whose calling?” 

“Ah ok, my name is Alec Johnson, Mr Main, I work for the City Council, mostly in leisure and 

recreation but I’m also covering for a colleague on sick leave who deals with  parks and 

cemeteries. Eh, I have a matter of some delicacy I would like to discuss with you, in private.” 

Davie held the phone to his chest and whispered to his wife, “it’s the bloody graveyard 

wanting to discuss a delicate matter, what do I say?” 

Fiona pointed to the pantry meaning he should take the call out of earshot of Winnie whose 

ears she swore were pivoting round to catch every word. 

“Hi there Mr Johnson, sorry had to deal with the kids there, how can I help you.” 

“Well, it is really a matter I want to discuss with you in person, rather than over the phone. 

You’re staying at you mothers I believe, I can be round there in about twenty minutes.” 

“How did you know that? if you don’t mind me asking.” Said a slightly perturbed Davie. 

“Well we are the council Mr. Main, it’s our job, see you in twenty.” 

Davie, glanced at his watch and then slid down the wall of the small pantry and tried to 

gather his thoughts and formulate a plan. One which appealed most was to just stay in here 

and hope that it all just went away. 

He heard some voices and then the front door closing. Fiona was opening the second bottle 

of wine as Davie stumbled back into the kitchen. 

“We are screwed that was some guy from the council wanting to come here to discuss a 

delicate matter to do with the cemetery, he’s going to love meeting mum…” 



It was then he noticed that the kids and Winnie were missing. He started his fish out of 

water impression again. 

“Don’t worry the kids have gone swimming with the kids from across the road and your 

mum’s apparently off to see some friends.” Glugged Fiona. “There’s the Halloween party on 

at the community centre later on, if we have to I can take the costumes over to Charlie and 

Rachel’s and they can go from there, while we deal with this. The kids were pleased to see 

her if a little confused.” 

“Where has she gone?  asked Davie. 

“Well, Mrs Cascarino, picked her up, they’re off  to Mass at St. Andrews, as on a Saturday 

they have free soup and stovies afterwards in the church hall for the old folks lunch club, 

followed by a Beetle Drive. Davie, are you not pleased to see her. I know this is a bit strange 

but well she’s your mum and you’ve got a second chance to see her …” 

Father Duncan will be glad to see her, he buried her three weeks ago, he’ll either want to 

proclaim a miracle or try to exorcise her, mind you after all that  debacle with Lourdes last 

year he will probably just opt for the latter. As for the Old Folks Club, jeezo the undertakers 

will be queuing up after they all drop down dead after seeing my mum. Mrs Cascarino, did 

she not find it a bit surprising? We have to get her back, come on….. Hang on a minute, they 

still have Beetle Drives?” 

 

“Mrs Cascarino didn’t seem to bat an eyelid, funny old woman her, she’s been around a long 

while and Davie, we both can’t drive after that wine…  

“Mrs Cascarino, lovely old lady but a bit intense. Do you know her and my mum used to pick 

out funerals from the death notices in the Evening News, then go along to the reception for 

the free food and a glass of sherry. They even had a scoring system on the quality of the 

sausage rolls. “Murmured Davie. 

“Oh listen there’s the door...” slurped Fiona“ 

“Well if that’s Bela Lugosi wanting to take my mum out dancing tell him she’s booked out by 

Boris Karloff. Hey if the kids want to go guising later they can take my mum, she won’t need 

a costume or make up.” 

“aye she did look a wee bit peely wally”, said Fiona, swirling round the dregs of the glass 

before knocking it back and heading for the lobby. 

“Peely Wally, she’s been dead for three weeks, what were you expecting, a light tan,  mind 

you my dad would have more than a light tan where he was going….” 

Fiona answered the door and ushered in a small, rotund and balding man in an ill-fitting suit, 

nervously clutching a folder and stroking his pencil moustache. Before holding out his hand 

to shake. 

“Mr Main, Alex Johnson, Edinburgh City Council, I called earlier….” 



“Ah yes, please take a seat, glass of wine or something stronger perhaps” 

“Eh, no thanks, not on duty but I can see you’re a bit upset, I hope what we have to discuss 

does not enhance that. Tea is fine thank you. 

Now to business, we have had an issue in Grange Cemetery with kids playing or the older 

ones partying, some stones getting knocked over and vandalised but I’m afraid that this is 

going a bit further than that. It appears that your mother’s grave has been... has been, well 

her body appears to have been stolen. The police are aware and I’m sure we will resolve this 

quickly. Obviously the council offer our sincere apologies and will listen to any reasonable 

demand for compensation but we would also appreciate your  candour on this as it would 

not make good reading in the media, “ blurted Alex before running out of steam and 

draining his tea in two gulps. He was way out of his depth and floundering. 

“I thought Burke and Hare were dead?” said Davie as he sploshed a good measure of brandy 

into his tea, “or maybe it’s the rapture and we are not invited.” 

“Aye, well I can see you’re upset Mr. Main, always good to have a sense of humour even in 

these sad times.” Said Alec Johnson desperately trying to remember even the basic 

principles of the counselling course he had done three years ago. 

Before Davie could reply the door went again, he knew it couldn’t be Winnie as the lunch 

was not over until 2pm. Fiona glided out of her seat and returned with an ashen faced 

Father Duncan, who checked out the room before entering. Davie had an idea who he was 

looking for.  

Ensconced in the armchair in the kitchen that used to be Davie’s Dad’s, Father Duncan 

passed on Fiona’s offer of tea but accepted the offer of a large brandy instead. 

“Not something they prepare you for at the Seminary, “Father Duncan mused as he swirled 

his brandy. “All that stuff about exorcism and possession, well the church likes to move in 

more modern thinking now, there is a rational explanation for everything. The Shroud of 

Turin was proved to be a fake from the 16th Century but people still have a devotion to it, 

what is important is the faith not the physical manifestation. Then of course we come to the 

matter in hand, Winnie… Now I have spoken to his grace the Cardinal this morning and we 

have a place for her at the Crawford Covent, in the borders, secluded and we hope to place 

her there until we can decide what to do.” 

Mr. Johnson, had sat for the past few minutes trying to take in what was being said. He now 

seemed to realise that there was a possible solution to his problem. This priest and the 

grieving son had dug her up and were trying to hide the body. 

“Am I to understand that you know where your mother’s body is located Mr Main?!” 

“Not exactly, she was here for breakfast, popped down to see father Duncan here and is 

probably sitting down to a Beetle Drive after a good two course lunch at the church hall. 

“said Davie. 



“Look I have to point out that stealing a body is a serious matter, in fact I think the laws still 

stand about body snatching, I’m certain they still transport you to the colonies, mind you 

that wouldn’t be a bad thing, I have a sister who lives in Australia, went there last year, very 

nice lifestyle, anyway, I have to report this to my superior, “Now certain that this was not a 

council matter Alex gained in stature. The self-assertiveness, training course was a distant 

memory but he could feel something stirring within himself. 

“Well, said Davie, “You can ask her yourself soon “, as he heard a car pulling up outside and 

recognised Mrs Cascarinos immaculate Morris Minor. “Here she is, maybe you are right 

Father, take her to the Covent and we can visit on a Sunday, take her to Luca’s for an Ice 

cream in Musselburgh, then a wee walk along the beach before lunch.” 

“Eh, well must be going, flock to attend to and all that Davie, my boy.” Said Father Duncan 

as he managed to both pour another brandy, drink it and lumber for the door at the same 

time. 

“Sit down you’re going nowhere and I’m not your boy “said Davie trying hard to keep 

control, “You too Mr. Johnson”. Who now realised that no course could have trained him for 

what had happened and he suspected what was clearly a matter for professional medical 

care and maybe a few straightjackets and was lurching for any way out of this madhouse. 

“Father, my mother was one of your flock as you say, so you stay here. Mr Johnson, I need 

to prove to you my mother’s body was not stolen and that proof is coming through the door 

as we speak. 

“David, how are you doing son?” asked Mrs Cascarino. “Oh I see you have company. “Hello 

father. 

“Ach it’s yourself Mrs Cascarino,” said Father Duncan with a resignation that he knew he 

should have left a long time ago but now was bound to see this through. 

“Mrs Cascarino, I’m great, you’re looking well yourself. This is Mr. Johnson from the Council. 

Is my eh mother with you? Said Davie 

“Aye son she’s just coming, she won the basket of fruit in the Beetle Drive, and she’s made 

up with that.” 

Winnie entered the kitchen, carrying an enormous basket of fruit and glared at Alec 

Johnson. 

“Dinna ken who you are son but you’re in my seat, lovely lunch today father by the way.” 

“Mr. Johnson, please sit here can I introduce you to my mother, I take it by the look on your 

face you’ll have that drink now. 

Alex Johnson, nodded and shuffled over to the appointed stool, sat down and knocked back 

the brandy in one gulp. He was sure he had done a course on this but struggled to 

remember much about it. 



From nowhere some bottles of Sweetheart Stout appeared, more wine and Brandy and the 

afternoon turned into early evening as the discussions rang around the table on life, death, 

Beetle drives, the best funeral sausage rolls and other important topics. 

With no real decisions made from anyone, both Father Duncan and Alex Johnson 

summoned Ubers and were whisked off into the early evening. The kids were staying at the 

neighbours after the party for pizza. It was just Davie, Fiona, Winnie and Mrs Cascarino left.  

All sorts of things were going through Davie’s head, where would they all sleep for one. 

Suddenly his mother stood up. 

“Davie, I’m going now, Mrs Cascarino knows where to take me, and it’s not that bloody 

nunnery for sure. I never got a chance to say goodbye to you and the kids. I’ve had a good 

long life, with some great pals and you my son. Fiona you’re the best thing that happened to 

this big galoot and your kids are just wonderful. Sorry for the IPad nonsense, I don’t do 

technology. I’m a silly old woman but I love you all dearly and somehow I’ve had this chance 

to come back. I know it’s only been  a wee while and it’s time to go. 

Davie stood up walked round the table and gently hugged his mother, 

“Is that Lynx Africa mum?” he laughed 

“Aye well Simon was kind enough to let me have a wee squirt, no very fresh so to speak...” 

Winnie smiled. 

 Fiona followed and then they both hugged Mrs Cascarino. Davie’s face was streamed with 

tears. 

“Bye Mum, I love you, thank you for everything”, he sobbed. 

“Ach dinnae be sad son, listen see on top of the dresser, there’s a metal box. Your dad 

found them in the back garden years ago, Roman gold coins, worth a fortune. You can say 

you’ve just found them, declare a treasure trove, retire and look after the family.” 

Farewell’s said, Fiona and Davie watched from the window as Mrs Cascarino ushered 

Winnie into the passenger seat and then headed back to the house. 

“Oh she’s forgotten her broomstick, “said Davie, and then immediately regretted saying that 

as she was actually solving a very difficult situation. 

“Don’t worry nothing to concern yourself with, forgot my scarf”. Said Mrs Cascarino  “This 

one?” said Davie, looking closely at the pattern, it looked like a souvenir from Greece, as it 

had some ancient figures with their Greek names. “Persephone, now I mind this from 

University, she was married to Hades, God of the Underworld.” 

“Well remembered David, now I have to go, Cerberus will want his dinner. Oh aye have you 

a coin for your mum, she’ll need one. “. Without thinking Davie opened the tin box and gave 

her one of the gold Roman coins. Clutching the coin, she nodded her approval, gave a brief 

smile then was out the door and the car drove off into the gloom, and Winnie waved last 

time from the window and was gone. 



 


