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Last of Kin

Jo Bannister

At the mention of the words “sweet little old lady,”
everyone who knew her immediately thought of Mrs. Nancy
Budgens. Even people who didn’t know her got a mind’s eye
view of someone very l/ke Nancy: someone of about seventy
with a soft powdery complexion, fluffy peach-white hair,
faded but still warm blue eyes, no great height and nothing
you could call a waist without setting off a lie detector. They
pictured the way she S epeemis. @1 ~— Sz,
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They knew her wardrobe ) )
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printed cotton dresses.

Asked to speculate further, they would have attributed
to this archetypal Little Old Lady a large close-knit family
of equally apple-cheeked husband, children, grandchildren
and quite possibly great-grandchildren as well. It seemed
somehow part of the package, that such a plainly maternal
figure should come with all the trimmings.

But in fact Nancy Budgens did not have the perfect
family life which would have completed the picture. Mr.
Budgens, branch manager of a local bank for twenty years,
died at his desk just weeks short of retirement. Their

daughter Sandra never married, though she did raise a
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child. A dull woman, prematurely middle-aged, she seemed
content in her undemanding job as an assistant librarian;
until one morning she was found hanging from a length of
picture cord attached to the specially high shelf for books of
a certain artistic nature.

Which reduced the already small family to just two:
Nancy and her grandson Trevor. When anyone asked she
would put on that brave smile patented by little old ladies

and say, “Trevor’s all  have left.” Then: “And I'm all he has.”




