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If you have ever been fortunate 
enough to experience young 
love in all its wonder and 
tenderness, Thomé & Heloise 
will speak to you like no other 
story has ever before done. 
Acclaimed as the story of the 
year and arguably the best you 
will ever read, Thomé & Heloise 
speaks honestly of teenage 
love, trust, the agonies of 
parting and, above all, of 
fulfilment in body and soul. You 
will not be able to put it down!    
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Thomé & Heloise 

Preface 

For believers, Christ told his followers that God 

made man in his own image, setting him in charge 

of everything and, it is popularly held, all of this 

happened at the dawn of creation. 

Then came the wise men and the theologians who, 

after pondering this idea for centuries eventually 

faced up to the extreme paradox that a supreme 

creator could bring into being a mankind made in 

his image but nevertheless capable of both 

unspeakable evil and sublime sacrifice.  

Though some held the view that God was a 

reflection of Man and accordingly a deity capable of 

jealousy, rage and great anger who thus had to be 

appeased by a life of sacrifice, others, who became 

the mainstream, neatly sideswiped the issue. 

Having observed that kings who won the love and 

loyalty of their subjects were able to reign for 

lengthy periods whereas despots who ruled by fear 

usually could only hold onto power for relatively 

brief periods, they thus concluded that if God’s 

ultimate aim was to create a people who lived in 

harmony with themselves and the world about them 
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and who, furthermore trusted him as the ultimate 

symbol of goodness and love, then the only way to 

explain man’s collective proclivity for evil would be 

to create a species which enjoyed free will. After all, 

they reasoned, there would be little satisfaction in 

creating a species of perfectly loving automatons 

whose sole purpose in life was to pass their days in 

harmonious labour while endlessly singing God’s 

praises. If, furthermore, such a species could then 

be led by appropriate gestures of love and kindness 

to recognise the superiority of good over evil then, 

in the fullness of time might God himself be 

correctly acclaimed as the father of creation and all 

mankind his loving and willing subjects. 

Assuming the wise people who deduced these 

things were correct in their reasoning then the 

inescapable conclusion had to be that if God no 

longer had total control over mankind then, of 

course he was no longer omnipotent; that he had in 

fact shared his divinity with mankind. From that 

argument it is but a short step to conclude that 

mankind collectively shared many of the powers of 

creation with his mortal creation. 

Of course, if God is anything like man, and we have 

his word that he is, then we know that only the 

foolhardy ever enter into irrevocable contracts. Men 

making agreements invariably leave themselves a 
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contingency plan lest in giving up absolute control 

they lose the power to step back in to correct things 

should everything go horribly wrong. So it is 

probably fair to assume that God might have left 

himself the power of new creation. 

Might it then be fair to thus assume that sometimes 

when things are not going too well on earth, he 

steps in to create moral and spiritual guides; like 

Jesus and also, perhaps, simple symbols of 

something ineffable…like Thomé! 
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Chapter One 

Thomé 
Thomé was awakened by the thump of the door 

that signalled his father’s early departure for his 

usual Saturday golf game. For a moment he lay 

savouring the delicious thought that the whole day 

was his to do whatever he pleased; a day free from 

bullying encounters with other boys who with 

bruising confrontation, bravado and spiteful 

language masked their envy of his obvious family 

wealth and status in the town. 

Adding to their dislike of him was the fact that 

Thomé himself had once, in a moment of youthful 

indiscretion, disclosed to them that he understood 

the language of the birds and animals, something 

that to his surprise he alone seemed to possess but 

which, to the other kids, was just another proof that 

Thomé was weird. 

Anxious not to waste too much of the day Thomé 

was out of his bed, into a pair of shorts and down 

the stairs to the kitchen to cut himself a wedge of 

brown bread, smear it with a thick layer of peanut 
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butter and be out the back door before you could 

say the words Thomé Wellington-Browne. 

He was rolling his name around his brain like a 

well-used mantra, thinking contentedly how odd it 

was that your name, of which you had done none of 

the choosing, was one of the most pleasing 

affirmations of daily life: Thomé Wellington-Browne 

seemed to encompass everything that represented 

a brown-haired nine year old who was facing the 

start of a whole summer of freedom. 

Cat, who had been lounging by the doorstep 

enjoying the first warm rays of sunlight on his 

ginger-striped body, murmured a purrful greeting as 

she oozed her way towards Thomé’s ankle for a 

friendly rub and a stretch.  

In Cat’s golden eyes there was, however, more 

than just the warm glint of greeting as she purred 

“Good morning God.” To even the most casual 

observer it was obvious that Cat adored Thomé 

with a passion that said ‘I adore you to the utter 

depths of my soul.’ 

“How often do I have to tell you I am just Thomé” 

Thomé responded for perhaps the ten thousandth 

time. But Cat simply rolled over onto her back and 

wiggled her body in a symbolic gesture of complete 

surrender and her purr ascended in surging 
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decibels as Thomé tickled her stomach with his 

bare big toe. 

So loud was Cat’s purring that it woke Dog who had 

been stretched out beneath his favourite shrub with 

his long Basset ears covering his eyes. Now he too 

came ambling over to greet his young master with a 

joyful “hurummmph.” 

Secure in his long-accustomed role as constant 

companion since puppyhood; the pathfinder who 

always snuffled ahead on their long rambles 

through the forest that began just a few metres 

beyond the back door of the house and stretched 

all the way to the foot of their own private hill, Dog 

was the only creature in Thomé’s world who did not 

regard him with awe and adoration. Truth be told, 

Dog’s hazy thought processes did not extend much 

beyond the registration of joy when his stomach 

was full, excitement when his keen nose detected 

the smell of the recent passing of a field mouse or a 

squirrel along their path through the woods, and the 

warmth of his comfortable companionship with Cat 

and Thomé during their extended countryside 

rambles. But of one thing Dog was certain, he had 

been bound to Thomé since his earliest memory. 

Indeed, Dog could not even contemplate a world in 

which Thomé and Cat were not the ever-present 

extension of his own being as the ultimate 
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embodiment of everything that was good and 

happy. 

Thus united again as the trio of Cat, Dog and 

Thomé, the former waited expectantly for Thomé to 

take the lead towards today’s adventure. But their 

sprits sagged when, instead of heading directly for 

the forest, Thomé headed instead for the garage 

where Frazer the Driver was already hard at work 

waxing the Rolls to a glistening magnificence. 

“Weren’t you leaving today? Why are you polishing 

the car” asked Tome? 

“Couldn’t hand her over to the new man in anything 

like perfect condition.” 

“Cides, I love the old girl and I feel really sad about 

leaving her.” 

Now Thomé hated the Rolls; the symbol of 

everything that made him different and in which, 

horror of horrors, he was required to ride to school 

every morning and home each afternoon when all 

he ever wanted to do was to ride a bike to school 

like all the other children, or better still walk like 

those who lived close nearby. It would even have 

been acceptable to have been driven to school in 

his mother’s small sedan as rarely happened 

because Mother was seldom out of bed in time to 
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see Thomé off to school, let alone to drive him 

there. Indeed, Mother was seldom out of bed before 

mid-morning because she deemed it necessary to 

have “beauty sleep” to preserve her admittedly 

beautiful looks. 

In fact, the few times she had driven him to school 

had probably been even worse than riding there in 

the Rolls because she was invariably very grumpy if 

she was obliged to wake early and, furthermore, 

she spent so much time in front of the mirror getting 

ready for the day that they were always late for 

school on such occasions. 

The teachers were, of course, among the very few 

townspeople who were not employed in his father’s 

factory but they were nevertheless very mindful of 

how important the Wellington-Brownes were in the 

community and so they knew better than to chide 

Thomé if he arrived late, another point that did not 

escape his fellow pupils who enjoyed no such 

protection from teacher wrath. 

The teachers were, furthermore, inevitably resentful 

about having to treat Thomé differently though they 

did their best to hide it, contenting themselves with 

reminding one another in the staff room that before 

he became rich and powerful, Thomé’s father was 

plain Bob Brown who with brash showmanship 
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backed up by being driven around in a chauffeured 

Rolls Royce, had conned the town banks to loan 

him enough to buy the then decaying lumber mill 

which for years had been the townspeople’s major 

source of employment.. 

It was the same braggadocio which had enabled 

Bob Brown to persuade the government to grant 

him access to vast forests that had been denied to 

the previous mill owner and thus led to the latter’s 

impoverishment and the town with him. But that 

was a long time ago, long before plain Bob Brown 

had become Robert Wellington-Browne, mill-owner, 

factory-owner, the most important industrialist in the 

county and major benefactor of the town...and in 

this case of the school.  

So the teachers knew that things like their annual 

bonuses might be linked to remaining in the good 

books of Mr Wellington-Browne which did nothing 

to improve their liking of Thomé. It helped, of 

course, that Thomé was such a quiet and well-

mannered child and, more so that he was 

exceptionally bright. But all of these things merely 

provoked Thomé’s class mates to bully him at every 

opportunity and, of course, whenever there was a 

playground incident involving Thomé and the other 

boys, these were events of grave staff room 

discussion lest the donor family be offended. 
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In truth, almost the entire academic staff longed for 

the day when Thomé would move on to high 

school. But that was a long time in the future and in 

the meantime nobody knew quite how to handle the 

boy and so, most of the time the teaching staff 

treated him as if he simply was not there. And this 

simply increased Thomé’s sense of isolation and 

alienation. 

 All in all school was quite Thomé’s worst place and 

every moment he was forced to spend there was 

more and more hateful... and the big black Rolls-

Royce that bore him to school each day had come 

to be a symbol of it all. Seeing it there in all its vast 

black shining glory as if it had somehow invaded his 

personal world, was a crude affront and Thomé 

wished that Frazer could have left it in the garage 

on this of all days, the first wonderful day of the 

long summer holidays. 

But Thomé had to contain his displeasure because 

of all the people making up his extended family, 

Frazer was by far his favourite. Frazer always had 

time for him when both his parents seldom seemed 

to have any. His father was either away for long 

hours in the factory or out of town on business...or 

playing golf. His mother was either asleep or 

primping in front of the mirror before heading out to 

the spa, the beauty parlour or another of her 
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frequent shopping expeditions. And if all of this 

activity was not enough there were always charity 

fund-raisers to either organise of simply attend in 

between cocktail parties, social dinners and 

weekends away. 

For most of Thomé’s short life he had thus been 

mostly left to his own devices. There had, of 

course, always been his nurse Sybille always 

hovering in the background, but she was elderly 

and tired. Furthermore, having recognised that 

Thomé was his own person who with the greatest 

of childhood charm simply got on with whatever he 

wanted to do whatever adults tried to tell him not to, 

she had learned that family peace was best served 

by merely keeping a somewhat distracted eye upon 

him from a distance. 

Thus the trio of Thomé, Cat and Dog were 

conscious that Nurse Sybille was watching them 

from an upstairs window as they made their way 

towards Frazer’s domain; once a carriage house 

with stables attached and a vast hay loft above 

which had been converted into a garage to house 

the family cars and a flat above for Frazer, but 

since Sybille’s soft chiding voice did not follow them 

on this occasion, all assumed they were off the 

hook for the day. 



Thome & Heloise 
 

15 
 

Of all the adults in Thomé’s world, Frazer was 

undoubtedly the favourite. Indeed Frazer was 

probably the only adult he cared for at all which was 

hardly surprising since Frazer was the only adult 

who actively took an interest in him. 

Over the years Frazer, who lacked any children of 

his own, had effectively taken over the task of 

raising Thomé. Furthermore, Frazer was the only 

person in the entire community of Newtown who 

was never in awe of Thomé’s father. Frazer and 

Bob Brown had been boyhood friends and although 

Bob had always taken the lead role in all their 

exploits, Frazer had been happy to tag along for the 

adventure of it. 

He had been there when Bob had conceived the 

idea of buying the Newtown Mill and, in fact, it was 

Frazer who had put up the money to hire the Rolls 

and buy the chauffeur’s uniform in order that Bob 

would be able to cut an impression of easy wealth 

when they swept into town and charmed both the 

bank and the town’s few relatively wealthy families 

into funding his takeover of the mill.  

Frazer was, in addition, probably his father’s only 

close friend and confidant and, though few would 

ever have guessed it, also a significant shareholder 

in his father’s business operations. Few also knew 
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that Frazer had been deeply in love with Thomé’s 

mother Eve before Bob Brown swept her off her 

feet with his charismatic charm and swashbuckling 

attitude to life. It is doubtful, however, whether the 

vain creature was truly capable of loving anyone 

but herself, as Bob had come to learn in the years 

that followed, and he had accordingly learned to 

look to Frazer for the companionship that he had 

been unable to find with his spouse. 

So it was both loyalty to his long friendship with Bob 

and a desire to stay as close as he could to Eve 

that led Frazer into maintaining the fiction of 

chauffeur long after it had ceased to be necessary. 

Furthermore, in this relatively humble role, Frazer 

had been able to be Bob’s eyes and ears both in 

the mill, the factory and the town as a whole. He 

had always marvelled at how dismissive of 

chauffeurs and how indiscreet people could be in 

their conversations such as while being driven to 

the local airport after a business meeting with Bob. 

Perhaps it was the grandeur of riding the Rolls, or 

the social conceit of regarding people like 

chauffeurs as anonymous creatures incapable of 

understanding the conversations of “upper class” 

folk, that loosened tongues, but many a business 

and political secret has been leaked out of the back 

seat of the car to be chewed over and strategised 
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by Bob and Frazer over their customary evening 

nightcap in the cosy cottage over the garage. 

So well had this unusual partnership worked that, 

over the years they had worked together, Frazer 

had grown arguably wealthier than Brown, but that 

was only a matter of degree because both had 

grown enormously wealthy. Bob had been the front 

man who basked in the glory of cover-page stories 

in Fortune Magazine paying tribute to his business 

flare and his mercurial brain that required the 

constant challenge of new endeavours while Frazer 

had offered the partnership the stability of carefully-

reasoned common sense and the ability to tease 

out all the potential pitfalls so that they could plan 

around them. But of late their relationship had 

become strained by Bob’s ambition.  

Not content with becoming one of the wealthiest 

men in the county, indeed arguably in the country 

as a whole, Bob had begun to pledge his shares in 

a series of multiple corporate takeovers which 

Frazer regarded as massively speculative. Content 

for his own part with a personal fortune greater than 

he could ever spend in a series of lifetimes, he had 

refused to pledge his own shares. And for this Bob 

had judged him a traitor whose unnecessary 

caution had endangered the whole scheme and, 

indeed, as time had progressed and Frazer’s 
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greatest fears began to be realised like vultures 

coming home to roost, Bob had grown increasingly 

bitter.  

Thus with suspicion and moral judgement clouding 

their long-standing comfortable friendship, their 

evening nightcap sessions had dwindled and Bob 

had increasingly sought the reassurance of his golf 

club friends who, truth be told for the sycophants 

that they were, lacked the sound judgement that 

Bob so badly needed at that time. So long as the 

single malts kept flowing and they in their turn could 

bask in Bob’s reflected glory as members of his 

“inner set” they would have told him anything he 

wanted to hear so long as it stoked Bob’s ego. 

Pondering these events in the loneliness of his 

bachelor cottage, Frazer had over time eventually 

come to the reluctant realisation that his devotion to 

Eve could never be reciprocated and that his long-

standing friendship with Bob was no more. Clearly 

the time had at last come for him to end the fiction 

of being a wealthy man’s chauffer. Instead he had 

begun to dream of crossing the world’s oceans in 

the small boat that had for years been his only 

indulgence. Single-handed he would sail her to 

strange distant lands where, he imagined, exciting 

adventures lay ahead. 



Thome & Heloise 
 

19 
 

Thus decided, he had advised Bob of his plans, 

found a replacement chauffer to take over from him 

and packed up his few belongings. The new man 

and his daughter were arriving that morning and 

Frazer’s nondescript small car was already packed 

up and ready to go.  

As he polished the Rolls for the last time both as an 

act of nostalgia and to fill the time while he waited 

to hand over to the new man, Frazer pondered the 

reality that, mingled with the excitement of new 

beginnings, there remained a bitter-sweet nostalgia 

and a sense of loss that he would also be putting 

distance between himself and Thomé, the child he 

had come to fantasise as his own and into whom he 

had poured all the love that his loneliness had pent 

up within him. Savouring this emotion that he would 

never fully resolve, he was suddenly aware of 

Thomé’s presence, accompanied as always by Cat 

and Dog. 

Man and boy, unfamiliar with dealing with such 

emotional matters but both sensing a deep 

impending loss, were for the first time experiencing 

an inability to express themselves. Both knew that 

life would never be the same for either of them 

once Frazer was gone but neither knew how to 

articulate this fact. Instead they struggled through 

banalities to pass the time of day with Frazer 
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inviting Tome, when he was old enough to do so, to 

come sailing with him and Thomé, falling into an 

old-established pattern asked him to describe 

places neither had ever seen except in the picture 

books they had together poured over on rainy days 

beside the fire in Frazer’s cottage. 

“Are there really still pirates plundering ships for 

treasure,” asked Thomé and for the hundredth time 

Frazer spoke to him of larceny on the high seas, of 

the distant South China sea where Chinese junks 

still bore down on hapless sailors in the dead of 

night to make off with whole ships and their 

precious cargoes, and of pirates in high-powered 

rubber ducks who operated off the coast of Somalia 

who had made those areas no-go areas for modern 

yachtsmen. 

“But there are so many wonderful places to see; 

like the spice islands of the Caribbean, the coral 

atolls of the South Pacific and the ancient fishing 

harbours of the Mediterranean,” said Frazer, 

“...enough to keep a small boat man filled with 

adventure and new places to see.” 

Thomé’s fertile imagination had him in an instant 

transported to hot palm-fringed sandy beaches and 

in his mind’s eye his nostrils were filled with the 

memorable odours of ozone and seaweed that he 
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had experienced when Frazer had once taken him 

to spend a day on his boat in its resting place 

propped up on the hard at nearby Morgan’s Bay. 

Immediately he imagined himself accompanied by 

Cat and Dog sailing away with Frazer. 

“Do you think I could go with you these holidays,” 

he asked, his enthusiasm overcoming for a moment 

his boyish caution and fears of disappointment. 

“Could Cat and Dog come too?” 

Momentarily Frazer considered this, not knowing 

how to answer the child and fearful of hurting him. 

“I think you will need to wait until you are a few 

years older, till you have a few hairs on your chest 

and the muscles to sheet in a flapping Genoa. But 

maybe the new man might bring you down to spend 

a day or two. I’ll need an extra pair of hands holding 

a paint brush because there is lots of sand-

papering and anti-fouling and varnishing to do,” 

Frazer said hesitatingly. 

Dog looked uncomfortable for, although he loved 

riding in the car, he knew that the smell of 

turpentine and paint would wreak havoc with his 

sinuses.  

Cat was similarly dubious. She did not like cars and 

hated travelling in them. Worse, she could think of 
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nothing more uncomfortable than being taken away 

from her world of forest and woodland creatures. 

However, both animals knew better than to 

disappoint Thomé when he was excited by 

something and so Dog “Hurrumped and banged his 

tail so hard on the ground with excited wagging that 

he sent the gravel showering in all directions while 

Cat performed cartwheels to pretend anticipated 

joy. 

Neither, of course fooled Thomé who could read 

their anguish with ease. 

“It’s OK. You don’t have to come along,” he 

responded to their obvious relief, “But you will be 

missing out on a marvellous adventure.” 

“Could we have baked beans for lunch...and grog to 

drink?” 

On a previous visit to the boat, Frazer had given 

Thomé ginger beer in a mug, labelling it pirates’ 

grog, a better substitute for a small boy than the 

dark oily firewater beloved of the pirates of the 

Caribbean in so many to Frazer’s fireside story-

telling to an enraptured small boy on many a 

winter’s night. 
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Away the two went, already in both minds they 

were out on the ocean with a stiff breeze filling the 

sails and water bubbling under the bow, heeling 

over to the thrust of the wind. Boy and man had 

spent so many evenings imagining these 

adventures that they were instantly swept away into 

reminiscence and so deep was their concentration 

and mutual contentment as together they built 

another story of adventure together that neither was 

aware that a car was coming up the driveway until 

Dog gave his customary “Gruuumph” of polite 

warning to them. 

Turning together, they saw a small black car with 

two people in it. The car stopped and a shortish 

man with thin greying hair stepped out, to be 

followed somewhat reticently by a pretty blonde girl 

of about Thomé’s age nervously pulling at her skirt 

in a vain attempt to overcome the fact that it had 

been shortened since last she wore it by the 

thrusting growth of her long legs. 

Smiling, Frazer advanced and offered his hand of 

the man and, turning, introduced him to Thomé as 

Mr Jenkins. But Thomé could barely take his eyes 

off the girl.  
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Normally girls were just boys in short skirts so far 

as Thomé was concerned, spiteful giggling 

creatures who, along with their brothers in the 

school had all contributed much to Thomé’s sense 

of alienation. But this girl was somehow different. 

Normally, Thomé knew exactly what his animal 

friends were thinking as they conveyed their hopes, 

fears, joys and needs with an unreserved 

combination of song, sound and movement that 

together made up their individual languages. 

Animals had nothing to hide, but humans masked 

their thoughts, projecting complex layers of 

conflicting imagery like a series of veneers 

overlaying their real personalities with counterfeit 

portrayals of themselves to the world; not as they 

really were, but as how they hoped the world might 

perceive them.  

In the process, Thomé had learned that the 

messages he received were often misleading and it 

was easy to misinterpret what people said because 

their actions, movement and particularly their eyes 

and facial movements often said something 

completely different. But with this girl it was 

different!  
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Thomé immediately sensed her fear of her new 

surroundings; that she did not want to be here and 

desperately wanted to escape back to the home 

she had always known. 

There was too a sense of deep sorrow about both 

father and daughter; as if both had been the victims 

of an indescribable sorrow which had blighted both 

their lives for a long time, and so with both of them 

there was anxiousness and hesitation as they stood 

there, momentarily shuffling their feet. 

Uncharacteristically, because he was normally very 

reticent when meeting strangers, Thomé felt his 

soul reaching out to this girl and in his mind he saw 

himself hugging her as if to offer reassurance. 

And amazingly, the girl seemed to understand the 

mental gesture and Thomé saw her body relax a 

little as she smiled at him, a hesitant little smile that 

began with her eyes, moved down to her cheeks 

and then wrinkled its way from the corners of her 

lips until her whole mouth moved into a grin. 

At that moment both boy and girl knew something 

that neither had ever experienced before, that they 

had each found a soul mate; someone who was to 

have a profound influence upon their lives forever. 

In this bubble of emotion that encircled both of 
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them, the entire rest of the world was momentarily 

blocked out.  

The two men, together with Cat and Dog found 

themselves amused and bemused spectators to 

something that none could fully perceive except 

that they were all four witness to an extraordinary 

moment of joy. It was as if the world had, for an 

instant, stopped spinning and the noise of a busy 

world had hushed as these two young souls 

savoured emotions they had never experienced 

before. 

The father was the first to break into the moment, 

though he too was somewhat unsure about what 

had just happened. He felt the need to mentally 

reach out to his daughter in fatherly protection but 

sensed that for the first time ever his emotional link 

with her had been pared by a stronger force. This 

was new for him since he had for so long shared a 

seemingly unbreakable bond with Heloise, a 

relationship of mutual dependence as the two of 

them had tried without success to cope with the 

pain of his wife’s illness and ultimate death. 

Simultaneously, however, Jenkins sensed personal 

joy that her sorrow seemed, at least momentarily, to 

have lifted; that the burden of inexplicable guilt that 

both had felt at their impotence to ease the 

suffering of their wife and mother as the cancer ate 
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into her body, had been mysteriously swept away in 

this extraordinary meeting of young souls. 

“I was going to introduce my daughter Heloise but I 

feel as if you two have known each other forever,” 

Jenkins said, his quiet voice resonating with an 

unusual emotion. He was struggling with the 

obvious fact that he had suddenly and without any 

warning, been dramatically displaced from being 

the only person in Heloise’s young life to 

irrevocable second place. Inevitably he was both 

saddened at the immense loss and joyful that her 

pain appeared anesthetised by this new emotion 

that she was having to deal with. 

Dog, somewhat bemused and feeling similarly 

displaced to a distant second or third in Thomé’s 

universe, did not know whether to “hurrrumph” with 

pleasure at the abounding joy that was expanding 

about them or to utter a low growl which he knew 

would be distinctly bad manners. So, instead, he 

sat looking slightly stupid with a bewildered smile 

on his face and uncertainly wagging tail. 

Cat felt distinctly put out by this stranger who had 

so abruptly disturbed her universe and felt a sense 

of indignation rising within her. Instead of thus 

performing her customary roll onto her back and 

bottom wiggle with which she normally would greet 
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such occasions, she lay twitching her tail watching 

the young pair with rapt concentration. Yet Cat also 

sensed within herself that such spiteful behaviour 

was demeaning and so she was annoyed by the 

confusion within herself. 

Frazer was both amused and delighted to be 

witness to this seminal moment in the life of his 

young charge but dismissed it as evidence of 

“puppy love” which would probably help to both 

ease the pain of his own departure and assist 

Jenkins’ integration into his new job. 

‘The good Lord works in mysterious ways,’ Frazer 

marvelled as he realised that Thomé’s long 

isolation from children of his own age had come to 

an abrupt end. He had been given a companion at 

precisely the time when he needed someone to 

share his thoughts with as he approached the 

difficult time of puberty. 

Puberty was still quite a long way off, Frazer 

thought, but a boy needed a companion of his own 

age as he went through that difficult time of semi-

alienation from adults, when the pressure of 

approaching manhood and the immense 

expectations of adults would see scholastic 

demands being placed upon him, entrance exams 

for the high school of his parents’ choice and going 
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away to boarding school, events which Frazer had 

worried about because he would not be nearby to 

take the weight off Thomé. Now he saw that his 

way was clear. This gangly young lady was going to 

offer Thomé all the consolation he needed in the 

months ahead and that meant that Frazer could 

head for his boat with a happy heart, ready and 

unencumbered for the beckoning new chapter of 

his life. 
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Chapter Two 

Innocence 
That summer was the shortest and happiest of 

Thomé and Heloise’s lives. It seemed to melt away 

in a flash as each day offered them a new 

adventure exploring the estate with Cat and Dog. 

By now Dog had completely forgotten that once he 

was first in line; the closest creature to Thomé, the 

keenest nose and the sharpest ears who could, 

long before Thomé, detect the faint scratching 

sounds of the field mice in their burrows and the 

acrid gunpowder-like smell of their tunnel entrances 

that always gave them away to those who knew 

how to look for the little creatures. 

Dog had also come to love Heloise as much as he 

loved Thomé and in his mind the four of them, 

Thomé, Heloise, Cat and himself were a single 

integrated entity moving together as shared eyes, 

ears and thoughts as they roved through forest and 

glade in their daily rambles. 
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Thomé had initiated Heloise into his habit of sitting 

silently beside a field mouse warren sometimes for 

hours waiting patiently for their appearance. By now 

Heloise knew that if she did not move, the field 

mice would come to her with nervously twitching 

noses sampling the air and, eventually, when they 

had become sure that she would not harm them, 

they would walk onto the palm of her hand and 

allow their silky bodies to snuggle up against her 

cheek. 

Sometimes Thomé brought a crust of bread with 

him on such expeditions, or a bit of biscuit with 

which to reward the field mice for their trusting 

bravery. And once they had learned that Heloise, 

like Thomé, was a friend who could be trusted, they 

thereafter came quickly to her as soon as they 

heard her approaching footsteps ringing like kettle 

drums on the hard-packed earth of the forest 

pathways. 

Heloise had also learned to befriend the birds 

though, unlike Thomé, she was unable to 

understand their language. When Thomé translated 

their questions about her, she would laugh, half 

believing he had made it all up. But gradually she 

had learned not to mock him. Indeed she had never 

really had any thought about Thomé other than a 
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closely-defined longing to always be at his side and 

a complete trust in everything he said and stood for. 

Truth be told, Heloise had, just like Cat and Dog, 

completely inserted herself into Thomé’s world and 

at night when she was drifting off to sleep it was 

always the warmth of Thomé’s friendship she 

shared as she drifted off with a happy smile on her 

face. 

That day was probably the hottest they had 

experienced this summer and, having climbed up to 

the top of the hill and into the outlook tree in order 

to survey their kingdom, they had come a part way 

down the hill to seek out the cool shelter of the 

waterfall and the enticing pool that lay at its foot. 

Without thinking, Thomé stripped off his shorts and 

plunged into the icy depths of the pool. As he 

surfaced, shaking water from his eyes he saw 

Heloise following him in. She had similarly stripped 

off her clothing and Thomé was suddenly struck by 

the fact that girls were made differently to boys.  

Of course he should have known they were 

different. After all they dressed differently and he 

had a faint recollection of feeding from his mothers’ 

breasts as a child and so he knew girls were made 

differently, but somehow he had come to think of 

Heloise as an extension of himself and so he had 
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been surprised to see that down there she was 

differently formed. 

As she entered the water Heloise became aware 

that Tome was staring at her and suddenly felt self-

conscious and cupped her hands over her vagina, 

simultaneously feeling a sense of alienation; as if 

by covering herself she was breaking out of the 

magic circle of their friendship. 

“You are staring at me,’ she said hesitatingly. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything. Its just that I 

never realised that you were different down there. 

How can you possibly wee with that thing?” 

Relieved that this awkward moment had passed, 

Heloise immediately showed him by squatting 

beside the lake and delivering a strong golden flow 

between her ankles, in the process splashing her 

feet. 

“That is a silly thing,” said Thomé moving for a 

closer inspection. “Boys are much better made” as 

he copied her, writing a big capital T on the dry 

lakeside sand with his stream of urine. 

Heloise’s laughter at that came gurgling up from 

deep within herself, like a bell rising in tone up and 

down again. It was a magical sound which always 
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made Thomé’s heart leap with joy...so unlike the 

silly giggles of the girls at school. 

Happily, the slightly awkward moment over, they 

hugged each other and, running arm in arm, 

bombed into the lake in one almighty splash that 

sent Cat scurrying away because if there was one 

thing Cat hated it was getting wet. 

Dog, in his usual expression of pure joy, ran 

barking round and round the lake until Otter 

emerged from his burrow blinking eyes that were 

bleary with sleep. 

Thomé was suddenly apologetic. ‘I am sorry Otter. 

We really did not mean to wake you.” 

Otter had a curious cheeping voice which rose to a 

“Wheerrrrrrr” sound when danger threatened such 

as a wheeling kite overhead wanting to make a 

meal of him. But today he was merely grumpy at 

being awakened rather earlier than usual when the 

day was hotter than he liked. 

“Hurrumphhhhh hurrrumph.” He said putting on his 

deepest voice in order not to too quickly allow 

anyone to see how happy he actually was to see 

his friend Thomé and the little girl who always 

accompanied him lately. 
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Now Otter tended to take himself very seriously, 

always insisting upon the formalities before he 

would allow himself to relax and simply enjoy the 

company of his friends. And Thomé was well aware 

of this so he went through the ritual of introducing 

Heloise; “Mr Otter this is my friend Heloise Jenkins. 

Heloise this is Mr Otter, but I like to call him Archie!” 

Otter was one of the few creatures of the woodland 

to whom Thomé had given a pet name and Otter 

was particularly aware of the distinction and so he 

could not resist preening himself and grinning a 

little foolishly as he took a bow before climbing into 

Thomé’s arms and then in turn scrabbling up onto 

Thomé’s shoulder from which vantage point he 

could look down on most of the forest folk who were 

now beginning to emerge from the hidden lairs. 

Heloise was entranced. She had met many of them 

individually during that summer but never had they 

all started to come out to gather at the edge of the 

water chattering and squeaking in joyful unison. 

It was a day that Heloise would remember for the 

rest of her life; the day when she finally took 

courage in both hands and bared herself to Thomé 

which brought down the last barrier that had existed 

between them. And it was the day that all the forest 

animals all came out to celebrate with them the 
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magic of simply being together in a unity of 

absolute trust and care for one another. 

Finally, Heloise had completely entered Thomé’s 

world and in the years that followed she was to 

learn how to emulate Thomé’s magical trick of 

imagining new animals and seeing them begin to 

populate their forest world. 

Together they had imagined grey Vervet Monkeys 

and now there was a whole troop that regularly 

swept ahead of them through the trees like a 

shadowy escort swinging from branch to branch 

and chattering so loudly that the whole forest 

community now always knew ahead of time when 

the foursome was headed their way. 

Thomé had imagined a huge lion whom they were 

all a little afraid of because lions are creatures that 

prey upon other animals and sudden death had 

never been a part of their world. But Lion was a 

friendly fellow who, for the most part, was content 

to live on the fruits of the forest. However, Lion was 

lonely for, notwithstanding his continued efforts to 

show everyone that he was really a decent sort of 

chap, all the creatures of the wild had paid close 

attention to his magnificent canines whenever he 

had yawned and, all had reasoned that if Lion ever 

forgot himself and took a playful nip out of any of 
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them, that would be the end of the harmony of their 

woodland. So everyone, though treating him with 

great respect, nevertheless kept their distance 

which left Lion always feeling like an outsider within 

their forest home 

In the end, Thomé decided that the best thing 

would be imagine a lioness to be a companion for 

Lion, and Lion now took to nightly roaring to tell 

everyone how delighted he was with his new 

partner. Now this was indeed a problem for if the 

townspeople heard this unusual sound 

reverberating on the night air they would certainly 

become alarmed and want Lion dealt with. At the 

very least, Thomé thought, they would want Lion 

captured and taken away to a zoo. And they might 

even want to shoot Lion. 

And since roaring at night was what lions did 

naturally, many a long discussion was held with all 

the forest folk in attendance. Lion and Lioness 

finally agreed with Thomé that since Lion could not 

curb his joyous nightly roars, the two should take 

themselves on a lengthy cross-country journey until 

they reached the wilderness where there were 

many of their own kind. Thus it came about that 

once more Thomé, Heloise, Dog and Cat and all 

the woodland creatures gathered one evening just 

before dark to say a very sad farewell to two of the 
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kindest and most noble creatures that had ever 

dwelt together with them. 

In a profound display of communal love, each 

creature in its turn came to stand before Lion and 

Lioness and whisper in cheeps and chirps their 

sorrow that the parting had come. But all agreed 

that it was the best thing. 

The bravest among them came close and rubbed 

their silky bodies against Lion’s mighty paws and 

many a creature’s eyes were damp with tears that 

such a hurtful event had come about. 

Thomé and Heloise thereafter watched the TV 

news for days and scoured the newspapers lest 

there be bad news of lions being spotted in the 

countryside, but all was quiet. Finally, Eagle arrived 

to report that he had kept the pair in sight day after 

day wherever they had holed up in hidie-holes 

along their route to the wilderness The owl network 

had similarly watched them by night as they moved 

like shadows through the countryside skirting the 

towns and villages where men lived until at last a 

tired and rather bedraggled pair of lions reached 

the wilderness where they were safe. 

Later too, Eagle returned tapping early one morning 

at Thomé’s window to tell him the happy news that 

in one of his far-ranging circuits of the countryside 
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he had passed over the edge of the wilderness and 

there spotted Lion and Lioness. Better still the pair 

now had two cubs and the new family appeared to 

be thriving in their new wilderness home. 

Not even bothering to snatch an apple from the 

larder on his way, Thomé was out of bed in a flash 

and up the drainpipe into Heloise’s bedroom to 

pass on the good news. Hand in hand the two 

hurried in turn to the woodland to tell it again and so 

it was with great joy that the forest folk gathered to 

share the news which, as usual on such occasions 

was greeted with such a chorus of cheeps and 

snorts and snuffles and sighs that you would have 

imagined the whole nearby village of NewTown 

would have been awakened by the early-morning 

disturbance. 

It was a happy ending to the summer holidays, but 

one tinged with very deep sorrow because school 

was starting the next morning. At least this time, 

however, Thomé thought, he would no longer be all 

alone among that noisy spiteful bunch of children. 

He would have Heloise at his side as they walked 

through the red brick gate-posts. Heloise too, for 

the first time in her young life went joyously off to 

her new school knowing that, as usual, she would 

have the close company of Thomé in a nearby 

classroom to protect and guide her. 
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Chapter Three 

Growing Up 
Summers came and went with autumn following 

soon after, brief fireside winters, springtime Easter 

breaks and then another long glorious summer 

holiday with no troubling schooldays to interfere 

with their lazy countryside rambles until, one day 

both became increasingly aware that at the end of 

this summer, Thomé would be away to boarding 

school.  

For Heloise it would mean cycling home on her own 

and at weekends she would have only Cat and Dog 

for company and, though she would continue 

visiting the forest, it would not be anything like the 

same without Thomé by her side. 

For Thomé, the dread of moving to a new school 

with all the attendant worries that once again he 

might have to cope with noisy bullies was tempered 

with a sense of excited anticipation. Also, things in 

the family home had ceased to be happy. His 

mother and father had never been close and of late 

their relationship had deteriorated further. Often at 

night Thomé’s sleep would be interrupted by angry 
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arguments coming from his parent’s bedroom, of 

late punctuated by thumps and bangs and raised 

voices. 

Thomé also sensed that his father’s business 

affairs were not going as well as they had in the 

past and he wished Frazer was still around to 

interpret for him what was happening, but Frazer 

was off somewhere on his first long ocean cruise. 

At least, however, he now had Heloise with whom 

to talk through his concerns. 

When he lay a-bed at night troubled by things that 

were beyond his ability to change, there were in 

addition these days, when he was in their company, 

layers of confusing thought that had grown around 

his parents like a series of extra skins which meant 

that, unlike his forest friends whose thoughts and 

desires were out there for anyone with half a brain 

to understand, they had become virtual strangers to 

him and each other. 

This summer too, there had been less and less time 

to escape into the forest with Heloise. He and his 

mother had to repeatedly travel up to the city 

because he was being kitted out for boarding 

school. This required visits to numerous uniform 

shops, sports shops, stationers and, wonder of 

wonders, visits to a specialist grocer who put 
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together a hamper of tasty treats which would be 

“Tuck” to console Thomé when boarding school 

food became too monotonous. 

Happily too, on these expeditions, his mother’s 

attitude of wounded preoccupation seemed to lift. 

Shopping was the thing that gave her the greatest 

comfort and she seemed determined to make the 

best of this project.  

Also, of course, these expeditions required frequent 

visits to tea shops and, on one magnificent 

occasion, he was taken to a city restaurant for 

lunch where he sampled, for the first time in his life, 

Cannelloni; a kind of rolled pasta with a cheese and 

meat filling that sent his taste buds into orbit. 

It was followed by Crème Caramel which looked 

like a jellified custard with a brown treacle base that 

was so sweet and satisfying that he scraped his 

plate to make sure than not a single morsel 

remained. 

His mother did not eat much on these occasions 

and, Thomé thought, she had rather more wine with 

her meals that he had ever remembered her 

drinking before. But it did seem to lift her spirits and 

at these times she became almost gay. 



Thome & Heloise 
 

43 
 

Thomé, however, became concerned when she left 

him sitting alone at the table and went to sit at 

another engrossed in conversation with a man he 

had never seen before. Unlike her usual reticent 

self, Thomé saw her frequently placing her hand 

over that of this strange man and her laughter had 

become unusually loud on that occasion. 

At home as they walked as usual hand in hand 

through the forest, Thomé told Heloise of this new 

person who seemed to be intruding into his parent’s 

lives and Heloise became unusually silent as she 

pondered the thought. Heloise knew better than to 

say anything. She had in the past learned that 

when Thomé was confronted with puzzles that were 

beyond his immediate comprehension, he would 

work on them with heightened attention until he had 

reached a conclusion and then he would explain it 

to her. She knew that talking to her was simply a 

way of sharing his troubles with the one person 

whom he could trust with everything. 

Boarding school was too costly for Heloise’s father 

to contemplate. Besides, she was his only real 

consolation in life since his wife had so tragically 

died and the last thing, he wanted for her was to 

send her away to a distant academy for girls.  
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So, she would stay at home and attend the village 

high school when her turn came. But Heloise’s 

heart broke at the thought of being parted from 

Thomé for the weeks he would be away at school. 

Worse, she thought, there was a sister school close 

to the new boarding school that Thomé was to 

attend and she knew that the girls and boys of the 

two schools were frequently together at sports 

meetings, co-operating in school plays and, worst 

of all brought together at evening socials when 

boys and girls were learning to dance together. 

Not for an instant did Heloise realise that Thomé 

was similarly troubled by pangs of jealousy 

because he was acutely aware of how pretty she 

had become and how many of his class mates eyed 

her whenever she was in his company at school 

events in the village. 

Such, however, was their unshakable confidence in 

the bonds that had grown between them over the 

past three years that neither could for a moment 

imagine that any other boy or girl could come 

between them. 

 

 



Thome & Heloise 
 

45 
 

Both knew, however, that jealousy is a terrible thing 

and so, whenever such thoughts passed their 

minds in company, they would pull closer together 

such that everyone who observed them could see 

that these two were joined at the hip in their total 

commitment to one another. 

Yet on one occasion, both had a brief, deeply 

troubling look at the future when, at a church social 

that last summer, Rob Van Am, the biggest boy in 

the school and without doubt the one 

acknowledged as the best looking captain of the 

school rugby team and all-round pride of the village 

school, repeatedly rounded on the pair of them, 

showing Thomé a friendship that he had never 

offered before but never once taking his eyes off 

Heloise as he spoke to them. 

Both Thomé and Heloise wanted to get away from 

this unusual attention, but both were simultaneously 

flattered at being sought out by the most important 

boy in the village. 

Later, when Thomé teased Heloise that he was 

sure Rob was flirting with her, she became 

momentarily annoyed.  
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After all, Thomé did not own her. She could speak 

to anyone she pleased, and particularly when 

talking to a boy like Rob so greatly enhanced her 

status in the eyes of all the other girls of the village. 

But seeing the momentary pain in Thomé’s eyes, 

she immediately softened and squeezed his hand 

reassuringly. Nevertheless she was left with a warm 

feeling somewhere remotely in her emotions that 

she had been favoured with the attention of this 

handsome and most popular boy. 
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Chapter four 

Boarding school 

Thomé’s arrival at boarding school was a shock to 

the system; a melange of emotions ranging from 

the sorrow of saying goodbye to Heloise who had 

accompanied her father on the drive, pride at the 

obvious envy of other boys when she clung to him 

as they parted, sadness that the long hot summer 

was finally over and the academic year beginning 

mingled with excitement of new beginnings. 

Though Thomé thought guiltily that he should only 

have eyes for Heloise, he could not help but notice 

that there were several very pretty sisters 

accompanying a number of the new boys, some of 

them dressed in the formal wear of the sister 

boarding school that shared playing fields with 

Thomé’s new school. 

It had been a lengthy parting from parents and 

loved ones. There had been a buffet lunch in the 

school great hall, a building which could in all 

probability have swallowed the whole of Tomé’s 

previous village school buildings and still left room 

for a few more besides. 
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There had been many jokes directed at the boys 

that they should not expect to eat as well on normal 

schooldays. The masters were, furthermore, 

imposing figures resplendent in hood and gown 

oozing unaccustomed charm as they sought to 

impress parents with assurances about how well 

their boys would be cared for. But nobody was 

fooled. The school prided itself of its ancient 

traditions founded on respect for discipline and 

rules which everyone knew were enforced by a 

prefect system of senior boys who jealously 

guarded privileges that were denied the younger 

boys. Thomé noted, however, that more than one 

teacher impressed upon his mother that she should 

refrain from trying to contact Thomé during his first 

month while he was getting used to school life. “It 

tends to disturb the young ones to be reminded of 

home when they are feeling home-sick” murmured 

one.  

Another assured his mother that bullying was a 

thing of the past and that that every new boy had 

been appointed a senior to ease his way into the 

complexities of school life. He did not, of course, 

further explain that in return for this “supervision” 

these seniors expected the juniors to “fag” for them 

by performing such duties as polishing their shoes 

and fetching and carrying. 



Thome & Heloise 
 

49 
 

Thomé was soon to learn that senior privileges also 

extended to such things as the right to a portion of 

juniors’ treats, supervision of “Tuck time” and harsh 

punishments for those caught breaking a 

bewildering range of seemingly arbitrary rules. 

There were punishments for not being word-perfect 

in singing the school songs, punishments for 

walking on the sacred grass of the quadrangle that 

was reserved only for Matric boys, punishments for 

not taking a proper cold shower on a winter’s 

morning, punishments for not properly folding their 

clothes when they were returned from the school 

laundry, punishments for talking after lights out and 

punishments for not properly exercising punishment 

routines. 

Happily, Thomé learned, the cane had been 

outlawed, although this was not entirely true, but it 

had been replaced with “Sketches” which were, in a 

sense, almost worse. At least a beating was quickly 

over and boys on the receiving end became 

temporary heroes when their bruised posteriors 

were put out for general examination in the locker 

rooms later.  

Sketches, however, involved waking before dawn to 

make a round of the school sketching many of the 

school’s historic buildings. Not being very skilled 
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with pencil and paper, Thomé was frequently 

subjected to humiliation in the Prefects’ Room when 

his efforts were inspected with his work frequently 

being compared to animal excrement and being 

ordered to repeat his sketches the next 

morning...and the next until the prefects tired of 

their bullying and moved on to another hapless 

miscreant. 

Another Master had confided to his mother on that 

new-boys day that parents tended to enjoy their 

sons better when relieved of the responsibility of 

supervising homework. He did not explain, 

however, that homework supervision was provided 

by the senior boys while the masters enjoyed an 

after dinner brandy in their common room. This 

latter supervision came with mixed blessings for 

many of the boys because the senior selected to 

supervise Thomé and his compatriots was a softie 

named “Gooch” Vickery who was happy so long as 

the boys in his care did not make so much noise 

that it would reach the ears of the masters. Better 

still, Gooch had a legendary store of funny stories 

to tell, mostly concerning female anatomy and 

travelling salesmen, stories which were an absolute 

delight to young boys who mostly did not fully 

understand the import of what they were hearing 

but clearly grasped that Gooch was a man of the 


