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The photograph on the cover was taken in St. Matthew’s church, Preston, where my parents were married
on 20 September 1947 and where a number of our family were Christened. Good Shepherd? No comment!

Editorial Ramblings

3 December 2016. I’ve just had a look back to a newsletter that I wrote, but
never published, in December 2013 when we were still living in the The
Netherlands. At that time, having just completed my contract there, I wrote:
And so, we go into 2014 knowing that all will work out according to God’s
plan for our lives. Of course, we would love to stay here where JP attends
a good school and where we have our home, but we don’t yet know what
God has planned for us and so we will stay here until we find out.
Little did we know then just what lay ahead for us. Perhaps that was a good
thing as none of us could forsee just what a disastrous time we would have to face.
The photograph above was the picture I was going to send out for Christmas 2013, so we’ve
all changed somewhat since then. However, it suits this time of year and we certainly have had
nothing to celebrate since then. Neither will we be celebrating Christmas this year in any style. Today, I
received an annual Christmas Newsletter from some friends whom we first met in Qatar many years ago. We
were so delighted to read how well life had gone for them and how successful and happy they all were. It was all GOOD
news and we were so pleased. Sadly, all we have to report is bad news as nothing has worked out well since we returned
to England from our stay in The Netherlands in August 2014. I was struck by the huge contrast in our lives and the lives of
our friends who sent their newsletter to us today. It hit me like a hammer blow. Of course, we’re not the only family to have
catastrophes hit us. Indeed, we know a number of families who, like us, have suffered the tragedy of losing one of their
children in the last year or so. As a parent, nothing gets worse than that. When we returned to England we were homeless for
a long time; living in our caravan right through the winter whilst Grace was pregnant. Nothing at all worked out with respect
to finding a home to live in. You would not believe how all our efforts resulted in nothing. After Annelise was born and I’d
found a new contract, we thought our lives had taken a turn for the better. Little did we know how much worse life was to
become. No one could even begin to imagine the horrors of what lay ahead. At 3.5 months old, Annelise was diagnosed with
an AT/RT brain tumour. Incurable. During that time we all moved to Manchester and stayed in the hospital with Annelise,
24 hours/day, seven days a week. JP had to attend a nearby school. Even there, nothing worked out regarding finding a more
permanent home until I got the keys to where we are now on 18 December 2015 - almost 17 months since we came back
to England. We lived in the hospital for 8.5 months nursing and caring for our precious daughter. On 6 February 2016, her
birthday, she was discharged and we brought her to our new home. Annelise died on 14 May 2016. You can see more of
her on her website at URL: http://www.cooksonline.info/annelise/annelise.html . Since then, nothing continues to work out
well in our lives. JP has started high school which he hates with a passion and we’re not very impressed by it either. I’m still
trying to find a new contract - here or in Europe. In the UK, contract rates are so low that it is hardly worth going to work.
As our evil leaders wish, they are getting richer whilst the man in the street gets poorer. I’ve applied for more jobs than I can
count and haven’t even had an interview. Grace’s way of dealing with our ‘situation’ as she calls it, is to work and study for
so many hours we hardly see her during the week. She is doing all she can to stay out of the house. We’ve also been trying
to buy a house but again, nothing has worked out, and our savings are going down all the time as the house prices are going
up. We’ll end up in a dog kennel at this rate. By the way, don’t expect any miracles - they don’t happen. A miracle is what
Annelise needed and, despite thousands of prayers being said for her by hundreds of people around the world, she didn’t
receive any cure for her cancer. Instead of her happily bouncing around and celebrating Christmas with us, her little body
lies in the ground in a churchyard in Warton. As JP said to me a short time ago - it went something like this: I wish I was you,
Dad. You’ll be the first one of us to go to be with Annelise. We go into 2017 with very little hope for the future.
With that final thought, we’ll wish you a happy Christmas and hope life works out for you in 2017 better than it is doing for us.

Alan, Grace, JP and Annelise (in Heaven)

