How Shirley met George (according to Shirley)
Our meeting was [what] you would call out of the ordinary. Coming home from the train, the temperature was cool, getting dark, and as I turned the corner I saw my Dad’s car parked askew in the gutter instead of it being in the garage. A tragedy had occurred; the car should have been in the garage.
I went into the house to see Mum crying and Dad in shock—a lad aged 16 ran into the car on his motorbike. As Dad was turning the corner, the bike went under the car, and the lad was thrown onto the footpath. The police came; so did the neighbours. The boy died. Dad had to go to court, but he was not charged.
George happened to be at his father’s (Fred’s) home [in the next street]. He quickly went to the scene. So did the local policeman, who stood up for Dad. No charges were made.
[bookmark: macroMarkHere][bookmark: _GoBack][Transcribed from handwritten note written by Shirley some time around 2011]

b Sy et o g o
i s s et o e by, e e i 8
T —————
[ M —
e s s i ks i e
o e Tl o e i ok ottt
i —

o o et ' e e e ety v
A S T e
Tombed o b o ey Sty e ek




