Pond Life
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The fire engine blared its siren as its crew raced to the boating lake to save the charity worker. The Water Support Unit was on its way.

The two fire-fighters were not allowed to save anyone really, you see. They only had Level 1 Water Rescue training, so they weren’t going to dive in to the water. They had no protective equipment, and even if they had, you never knew what dangers lurked beneath the surface.

Geoffrey, a police officer, raced from his vehicle, stripping off his body armour as he ran. Was he going to be too late? … Alas, he was. The local doctor pronounced Simon Burgess dead at the scene. There was rather a flap, as public and newspapers alike fell over themselves to claim more could have been done to extract him alive from the shallow water.
Nobody noticed my husband, also lying face down in the drink with the mayflies, in amongst the stifling reeds away from all the far-side fuss. Not then.
I was much more concerned with Bobby. That’s my son. My husband intended to fly south with the older ones to spend the winter with the family, leaving me behind to look after my youngest. Bobby of course had wanted to go too, insistent, though he wasn’t really old enough and anyway was still recovering from a nasty bout of Riemerella*. So we’d all got as far as Gosport in Hampshire. The contents of a Coca-Cola can on the way hadn’t agreed with Bobby. He wasn’t exactly incontinent, more in town, but I thought better be safe – we’d have rest and relief at the picturesque little wooden café in the middle of the pond. Meanwhile my husband went to throw away the rubbish from our journey.
“Hello campers”, trilled tradeswoman Martha Muffin, in the style of Ruth Madoc. “What can I do for you? We have some Crunchy Crumb pasties today. They contain milled wheat plus beans, peas and pasta, highly recommended!”
“That would be lovely; six please”, I replied, as I shook the rain from my best feather coat and everyone filed in neatly behind me. “Plus a beer for my husband, and just water for the children and I. I’m really sorry”, I continued, “My son Bobby really needs to go to the loo right away, is that OK?”

“Of course dear. Right over there.”
I’d hoped to sort the children out, have a quick preen in the mirror and retrieve my husband before he got distracted, as he typically so often was, by the local birds. But it was already too late. Bobby could restrain himself no longer and was already paddling.

“You’re a right piece of pond life”, exploded a porcine customer crossly, putting down his plate of carrot-tops. His Globe Trotters© were wallowing in what fowl water, we do not wish to know. “I want full compensation for those; they are the finest hand tooled pig-skin!”
“Excuse us!” I winced. “Don’t take any notice”, I whispered to Bobby. It didn’t help that the rest of my raft were laughing themselves quackers.
“Don’t worry, it’s easily cleaned up, I get all sorts in here. There was one of your lot in only last week dropping pellets. Are you all right, ducks”? the kindly Martha asked my little one.

“I’m very good”, burbled Bobby timidly, and not a little inaccurately.

“I’ do apologise”, I muttered shamefacedly. “Please, just put it all into my bill”. (
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My name is Jemima and my husband Donald is dead. He had tried to remove the plastic strapping bands+ around the Coke tins with his teeth, and to be honest he didn’t really have any to do it effectively. He suffocated. I am not letting my flush (brood) have Coca-Cola again, as I heard it is not good for you.
Luckily I am a fatalist, it was all meant to be. I may well take another husband as soon as next year! I am going back to my maiden name of Waddell, I never liked ‘Muscovy’ anyway.
[* Riemerella, causes flu-like symptoms including restlessness and diarrhoea in Ducks.]

[+ New plastic rings that disintegrate are proposed, but these though cheaper, release other poisons.]

Any resemblance to reality (or comedy) is entirely coincidental.


