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That’s the Ticket. 
“There’s your tea dear, and tell me pray, what be in our crock of 
gold this week?”  
Was there a touch of irony? mused husband David. 
“Seven pounds forty eight pence of indigenous currency – a one 
euro coin of uncertain national provenance – a steel washer of 
approximately eight millimetres internal diameter and an 
envelope containing a one pound lottery ticket.”  
Anne Gentle’s smile, directed at her husband, expressed no sign 
of emotion, merely acceptance.  
David sighed, closed the offertory box firmly - locked it - 
pocketed the cash and consigned the rest into the waste bin at his 
feet. 
“No prizes for guessing who among your vast and bountiful 
congregation donated the lottery ticket then?” 
“No prizes dear, it definitely bears the distinct hallmark of Moll 
Melville the Moriarty of Middleton Major.” 
 David stifled a further sigh, sipped at his cup and grimaced. 
“It’s unsweetened!”    
“Yes dear, sacrifices must be made even to the point of provoking 
bitterness.” Her smile this time expressed a degree of satisfaction. 
“Must it be the sugar dear?”  
“Yes I think it best we are reminded on a day to day basis, the 
parlous state of our affairs, lest we drift into the inevitable 
economic abyss pleading ignorance.   
 

Is Mrs Melville as sharp as she should be? You have tea with her 
each Monday, what do you think?”  
“Why do you ask dear?” 
“Well we have become conditioned of late to her eccentric 
offerings on Sundays – the I.O.Us - - - ”  
“Which she has always honoured,” interrupted her husband.  
“The money-off, super-market offers - - -”   
“Which we used and were grateful for,” David again interjected. 
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That’s the Ticket.  
 

“You will recall her tip for a horse, running in the two thirty at 
Haydock park last month?” Anne’s attempt to suppress a chuckle 
met with partial success. 
“Yes dear I do and as I recall it achieved second place at eighteen 
to one. 
You know I experience a positive quiver of excitement each 
Sunday on what may be revealed on opening the box.  
I must confess to a slight feeling of deflation if there is not a tutt-
able item therein.   
It’s true that all of her offerings to date have been of some value 
but today’s lottery ticket is a puzzler, completely worthless.  
I’ll bring it up at our tea fest on Monday.” 
 

“What do you talk about every week, is she sharp, do you find her 
rational?” 
“Yes – oh yes, on occasion our discussions are positively robust, 
tempers have been known to flare, but amiability is always 
restored before I take my leave.” 
 
Mrs Melville met David Gentle at her door as he appeared for 
afternoon tea on the Monday. This caused in him a measure of 
surprise. It was customary that he wait a minute or two before she 
responded to his knock as she hobbled to the front door aided by 
her stick, allowing him time to detach his bicycle clips before 
entering. 
“Ah Vicar it be yourself, come in – come in.” 
He detected in her greeting a measure of unaccustomed edginess.  
“Sit ye down – sit ye down.” 
David Gentle had noticed that frailty was making increasing 
claims on his aged hostess but experience had taught him not to 
offer to assist in any of the preliminaries to the ceremony. 
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That’s the Ticket 
 

The gingham covered table with the precisely positioned ‘Olde 
Country Roses’ chinaware, bore witness to the degree of 
fastidious preparation.  
 

When satisfied that all was in order she seated herself - fixed him 
with a steady eye and said – “I suppose vicar youm want to talk 
about the lottery ticket?” 
“Well among other things, yes.” 
“Other things - other things? Vicar you amazes me. You mun be 
the only man who’d be thinking of other things at a time like 
this.” Her wide eyed look invited comment. 
Why was he feeling uncomfortable? 
‘Is Mrs Melville as sharp as she should be?’ He recalled the 
words of his wife posed a day or so ago. 
“Explain please Mrs Melville, I am at a loss.” 
A challenging few seconds of eye locked silence was ended by 
David Gentle reaching for his cup. He was annoyed with himself, 
he never blinked first. 
“Now Vicar we’re not goin’ to allow money to come atween us 
are we, we’m above that?”  
“Mrs Melville the fact that you inserted a used lottery ticket into 
the offertory box does not discompose me in the slightest degree, 
I assure you. I was unsure until now who had donated the ticket,  
I assumed it was placed there by someone temporarily down on 
their luck.” 
“Well youm right bout that, my luck were real down at 
Newmarket last week, but am I hearing you right saying ‘a used 
lottery ticket’?” 
“That’s what I said - - -”  
“That were no used ticket, that ticket were for last night’s draw.” 
“Never-the-less Mrs Melville let us not discus the ticket further, 
I am sure you will make amends as is your practise.” 
Mrs Melville studied David Gentle steadily. 
“What did you do with the ticket vicar?” she asked quietly. 
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That’s the Ticket 
 

“I put it in the rubbish.” 
“You threw the ticket away?” 
“Yes – now let us to other matters please - - -” 
“Youm thrown away four million pounds vicar!” 
‘Is Mrs Melville as sharp as she should be? The thought 
persisted. 
“Explain Mrs Melville, please do.” 
“That there ticket were for last night’s draw and it be the winner. 
Last night’s winner were a rollover of over four million pounds. 
Every week I buys two tickets on Saturday, one for that day and 
one for the next Wednesday; I allus has the same numbers –  
3 - 4 - 5 - 11-12 -13. Now be a good lad and look at this mornin’s 
paper there to your side – check the numbers, it’s open at the right 
page.” 
He did as requested, the winning numbers were in wholehearted 
agreement with those Mrs Melville had recited. 
Only the soft breathing of David Gentle vicar of Middleton Major 
and Mrs Molly Melville, parishioner of said parish, disturbed the 
few seconds quiet stillness in the room. 
“You are saying Mrs Melville that the ticket was for Saturday 
night and is the winner?” 
“Well twas the winner until you threw it away, now there will be 
no winner, cos no one else will have them numbers and today is 
the day the dustmen do the village.” 
The vicar sprang to the door and completely ignoring past 
practise, mounted his cycle without first donning his bicycle 
clips. He pedalled off furiously before Mrs Melville could rise 
from her seat. 
‘Must beat the dustmen to the house, if they empty the bin 
into the cart, bye – bye four million pounds! Four million 
pounds!   
I cannot imagine such a figure.  
 



 5 
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There’s the dust cart ahead, approaching the house, with 
two workmen hanging on to the rear uprights, the dust-bin 
at the gate where I placed it this morning. 
If they empty the bin into the vehicle then technically the 
contents belong to the council. 
Wave to them and call – no no – would be unseemly to cry 
out. 
Four million pounds?  
“Stop, stop – desist I say.”  
The dustmen hesitated, the bin poised over the rear of the dust 
cart within an ace of disgorgement. They looked at him 
questioningly. 
“Please do not tip the bin. I have inadvertently placed something 
therein by mistake.” 
“Was there some sherry left in the bottle vicar?” 
Both men laughed. 
“We can’t wait vicar we’re on a tight schedule.” 
“No – no need just leave the bin until next week – there’s a good 
fellow thank you.” 
The workmen replaced the bin and left with a cheery wave. 
“Ah, good men – worthy men –  true yeomen of England.” 
With that and with a display of unaccustomed vigour he strode 
through the garden gate with bicycle in hand and the rubbish bin 
slung over his shoulder.   
‘Now – now, control- control. No need now to panic, there is 
time, there is time,” as he upturned the container on the garden 
hardstanding. 
He rummaged frantically through the household detritus, it took 
him but a few seconds to locate the lottery ticket which was still 
in it’s tattered envelope. 
“Tis here, tis here, praise be and the envelope is unsullied, in 
good condition, let me read.”  
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That’s the Ticket 
 

With shaking hands he extracted the ticket from the envelope to 
check the date and the numbers.  
‘Saturday’s date – correct - the numbers 3-4-5-11-12-13 correct.  
This indeed is the winning ticket. 
Over four million pounds?’  
First things first, let’s tidy up before Anne returns. 
 

Later when order was restored he sat gazing at the lottery ticket 
he’d placed on the table before him.  
“I’m looking at four million pounds – no, no - considerably more 
than four million – leave us not ignore the tidy sum of eight 
hundred thousand four hundred pounds after the initial comma. 
Even the few hundreds of pounds tacked on the end of the prize 
money would make a tremendous difference to the life style of  
Anne and I. The expression ‘Genteel Poverty’ was never more 
appropriate.   
What now? Whose ticket is it? I suppose having been donated in 
the offertory box it belongs to mother church. 
I must sleep on this, decisions made in haste are often regretted.’ 
He decided not to tell Anne of the lottery ticket until he had 
cleared in his mind what was the best and honest thing to do.  

And so to bed. 
 

            
“A penny for them dear.” Anne addressed her husband over the 
morning toast. 
Her quiet words broke his reverie.  
“You’d be short changed I fear my dear,” he sighed. 
He resumed his thoughtful silence which endured through 
breakfast – the clearing away and the washing up. 
Anne was used to his bouts of silence and left him to do the 
drying, knowing that his genial self would emerge without 
prompting, usually signalled by a deep and prolonged sigh. 
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That’s the Ticket 
 

On this occasion however no sigh was evident as he resolved to 
himself – ‘That’s it, I have decided - the ticket belongs to the 
church and to avoid any confusion I shall inform Mrs Melville 
with all due haste - to horse.’ 
 
“Good afternoon Mrs Melville.” 
“Afternoon vicar.” 
Mrs Melville opened wide her door allowing him to enter. 
“Sit down vicar, sit ye down. It’s not our day for tea so we shan’t 
bother, we have other matters to discus, such as – do you ‘ave my 
ticket?”   She looked at him intently.  
He hesitated.  
“No need to say vicar, I knows you ‘ave. Your ‘ole attitude is 
telling me - you cannot lie. 
No, no, you has it and youm don’t know what to do. This 
enormous amount of money has you flummoxed vicar, I can see.” 
David Gentle considered; ‘Is Mrs Melville as sharp as she should 
be? Sherman tanks – Pachyderms and Iron Clads would not seek 
to re-engage with this lady for fear of being penetrated to their 
very core.’     
“I know what is to be done Mrs Melville, you donated it to the 
church and that is where it is going.” 
“Now listen here young Gentle, I’ve knowd ye since ye was born 
- and your wife. You knows I puts I.O.Us  n’ stuff in the offertory 
box when I’m skint but I allus redeems em for cash – don’ I?” 
“Yes that is so but - - -” 
“But nothing, that is what I was agoin to do with the lottery ticket 
– I’d have given you a pound and ‘ad it back – win or lose - -  an’ 
you say give it to the church? What ‘appened to the two hundred 
thousand pound left in old Miss ‘Epworth’s will, this three year 
back, who left it to the church, her bootiful house, an’ everyone 
knew she meant our church, Middleton Major church, what 
‘appened? Every penny went to central office, that’s what 
‘appened, we got not a penny to repair the roof or the wall an’,  
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That’s the Ticket 
 

with the greatest respect you an’ that lovely wife of yourn, living 
hand to mouth.” 
“Never-the-less Mrs Melville, legally it belongs to the church- - ” 
“Don’t speak legals to me vicar, what youm goin’ to do with the 
ticket?” 
“I have been hesitating for the very reasons that you have stated 
Mrs Melville. I was deeply disappointed when all of Miss 
Hepworth’s legacy was claimed in it’s entirety by central office 
but -  -” 
“There goes that ‘but’ again vicar. My cottage is collapsing about 
me, I look through the window and envy these old folks who have 
these scooties and do wheelies on the pavements – I  ‘esitates to 
‘ave the ‘eat on in winter – my varicose veins looks like a relief 
map of Crewe railway sidings – and as for you - you took that 
beautiful young Anne Rodgers as was, who was the prettiest girl 
in town, who could have married any one of them young fellows 
who all went on to earn fortunes - she been wearing the same coat 
an’ ‘at for years - - -”  
“Stop madam, stop - personal comments are not welcome and 
only serve to inject heat where cool heads and reason are called 
for. Don’t forget I have the ticket and I could claim the prize - 
buy my wife several coats and ‘ats - move to the south of France, 
or some such exotic location and lotus eat for my remaining 
years. What do you say to that madam?”  
Despite his best endeavours David Gentle could not restrain 
himself from this emotional outburst. Mrs Melville’s comments, 
no doubt shared by all his parishioners, had obliged him to 
confront again the impecunious lifestyle his calling had imposed 
on his beloved wife.  
Anne had vowed to love – honour and cherish - poverty had not 
been an option.  
Alas, he was undone, face it he must! 
“Nonsense vicar, youm aint capable of anything other than 
obeying the rules. If I thought youm might keep it, I’d be happier  
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 than if you’d give it to church fund managers in the city, maybe 
then your wife would have a new coat an’ ‘at.  
Now vicar you knows if the church accountants gets their ‘ands 
on it, it will disappear into a black ‘ole, it will be used to maintain 
the boor-occracy or pay off their debts, no one will see any 
benefit.” 
“Mrs Melville anything that benefits mother church benefits all 
her parishioners and it will be used to fund charitable causes.” 
“That’s as maybe vicar, but as far as I’m concerned charity begins 
at ‘ome.”  
“We must leave it there for now Mrs Melville, we shall speak 
again soon, goodbye.” He rose and made a hasty exit.  
He had entered Mrs Melville’s cottage bristling with confident 
moral rectitude that his decision to grant ownership of the 
winning ticket to mother church was unshakeable. 
However mother Melville’s feisty reasoning had indeed shaken 
the unshakeable. It would have taken a sterner heart than that 
possessed by David Gentle, gentle by name and gentle by nature, 
to have pointedly denied her. 
    
“Sit if you will dear, we have something important to discuss.” 
This portentous announcement caused Anne Gentle to instantly 
cease her endeavours with the flowers and oasis. 
Wiping her hands on her pinafore she sat opposite her husband at 
the kitchen table. 
“I’m intrigued! Are there bats in the belfry – woodworm in the 
wainscot – lichen on the lych-gate? 
“Very droll dear, very droll and as you are well aware we suffer 
from all three afflictions but it is of none of these of which I 
speak, but of money, a large sum of money.” 
“Well,” said Anne rising, “I’m the last person with whom you 
should choose to discuss large sums of money.  To me it is an 
exotic concept, one with which I am totally unfamiliar.” 
“Stay - stay, dear heart, I crave your wisdom.” 
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That’s the Ticket 
They both chuckled. On occasion they reverted to this type of 
word play when serious matters were being considered, it helped 
to keep the discussion from over heating. 
“The used ticket which Mrs Melville placed in the offertory box 
was in fact a valid ticket for last Wednesday’s national lottery 
draw. 
The ticket has proved to be a winner, the sole winner of a sum 
approaching five million pounds.” 
Anne’s eyes, locked to her husbands, slowly widened in the 
silence. Some seconds elapsed, her eyes then slowly closed to   
incredulous questioning slits.  
“Five million pounds! Are you certain?” 
“Yes!” 
“Where is the ticket?”  
“I have it.” 
“What do you intend doing with it?” 
“That is open for discussion.” 
“To whom does the ticket belong?” 
“A-ha, that is the core of my dilemma. Mrs Melville purchased it 
and shortly thereafter found herself somewhat lacking in funds, 
occasioned by the unanticipated indolence exhibited by race 
horses of her choosing at Newmarket on Saturday.  
I say of her choosing but she assures me that she placed the wager 
only after receiving sound advice from a gentleman of the racing 
fraternity, an acknowledged expert seemingly.  
So on Sunday she placed the ticket in the offertory box. 
She insists her intention was to redeem it for one pound, win or 
lose, as she has done with her I.O.U’s donated in the past.  
Now she wishes to exchange the ticket for one pound.” 
“You have some reservation on doing so?” 
“Yes.” 
“Why?” 
“Well by placing it in the offertory box she gifted it to the 
church.”  



 11 

“That may be a strictly legal point dear but past practice would 
suggest that she would indeed have exchanged the ticket for one 
pound if the ticket had been a loser.”  
“That is conjecture dear, I believe if the church had its way it 
would not wish to exchange the winning ticket for one pound and 
of course the winnings will serve to benefit the wider world 
congregation - - - ” 
“Just as we benefitted from Miss Hepworth’s - - -” Anne’s 
interruption was itself interrupted - -     
“Now please don’t mention that affair dear it pains me so.” 
“Then I shan’t,” said Anne. 
“I thought of mentioning the point of Miss Hepworth’s legacy 
from which we never saw one penny, but if it pains you I shan’t, 
but have you given due consideration to the church’s attitude to 
donations from gambling sources?” 
“The church takes a pragmatic view on such matters.” 
“I’m sure it does - it will pragmatise the winnings immediately 
into some fund or other that will not serve to dry one tear drop - 
pluck one heart string or redeem one sinner. I say it will do more  
Christian good with Mrs Melville.”   
David Gentle sighed.             

 
Several Sunday Sermons Later. 

David Gentle is examining the contents of the offertory box. 
 

“An interesting bag of offerings this week my dear. Eight pounds 
and forty five pence in cash - a herbal remedy claiming to grant 
relief and easement to those suffering from corns – dandruff – 
fallen arches and pugnacious flatulence - - - plus four envelopes. 
One containing a cheque for one million pounds made out to 
mother church – another containing a cheque for five hundred 
thousand pounds for the Middleton Major Church restoration 
fund – another containing a one pound coin with a note  
explaining that this was in exchange for the lottery ticket donated 
some weeks ago - and one in our favour for one million pounds  
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with a note attached suggesting we first purchase for you a coat 
and an ‘at, and for me to put my cassock on the second favourite 
running in the four o’clock at Glorious Goodwood race meeting 
next Saturday.” 
“There’s your tea dear,” said Anne “drink it whilst it’s hot. 
I wish we were all as sharp as Mrs Melville don’t you?”    
 
 
 


