Mrs Wentleberry is one of the most memorable people that I have ever met.Every year we used to go round to her house for one of her ‘special’ teas – thunder and lightning, she called it. The thunder was a large dollop of cream and the lightning was a twist of golden syrup. This mixture was piled onto a homemade scone. My four brothers and I sat in silence, eyes agog,already almost tasting the sweet, thick mixture in our mouths.

She was a large lady. Her round, red face had puffy cheeks. She used too much make-up which made her lips look rather startling, bright as a guard’s uniform that I Had seen at Buckingham Palace. Her hair was piled up and held in place by a small, thin net. She always wore large dresses with bright floral patterns that flopped around her. It was like watching a large curtain moving about. I tried not to stare.

