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The Decision 

 

 
annah took another look. 

 

 

"He looks cute, Samantha, I think he would be perfect. What 
do you think Beverly?"  

Hannah had already made up her mind and she just hoped 
her sister and Beverly would agree. 
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"Let me have a quick glance through his file." 

Beverly started reading through the file the orphanage had 
sent. She had read it through before and only wanted to check on a 
few things. 

The two sisters and Beverly had spent the last two hours or 
so looking through the final candidates of those who they deemed 
would be suitable for what they were seeking. They needed to make 
a final decision today and set things in motion 

 "He is only four foot two inches tall,” she commented. “That 
could be very useful as it will mean he will fit into all the furniture. 
Also, he has in the past had another issue that may be of benefit. I 
can see he is only about half an hour from here, that again is very 
handy. I think you could be right Hannah. What do you think, 
Samantha?" 

"Oh yes, he is a little darling. I say yes!" 

That was it, he had been chosen, and he knew nothing about 
it or what it would involve in his life. 

 

 
 

"Andrews, Andrews!" shouted Sister Hazel. 

Jamie was sitting at a table reading a comic at the far end of 
the dormitory. It was a mid-term holiday, so no school that week. 
He looked up and knew he had to answer. It would be a big error to 
ignore Sister Hazel. 

"Yes, Sister Hazel?" 
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"Ahh, there you are Andrews." Sister Hazel walked towards 
Jamie. "You need to get all your things together. The paperwork has 
come through. You are now adopted."  

It was 1968, towards the end of the swinging sixties, but not 
so swinging for some, certainly not if you were in an orphanage. 

Jamie was eighteen and had been at the orphanage since he 
was eight years old. After ten long years, he had all but given up on 
ever being fostered or adopted, as did the orphanage. But now, and 
at very short notice, he had just been told that he had been adopted. 
He had no idea his adoption was in process, it was all news to him, 
but typical of those who ran the orphanage, the children were never 
kept informed about their future. 

Jamie was a most unusual case. Normally, at sixteen, orphans 
were kicked out of the orphanage and packed off to get jobs and to 
try and create a life. It was all very unceremonious as you were 
clearly unwanted by prospective adopted parents. If you didn’t ask 
what was wrong with you, other people certainly did.  

Jamie was a very small and very immature boy. At only four 
feet two inches, he was the height and build of a ten-year-old. And 
with an extensive history of bedwetting, he showed nothing of the 
adult he was now supposed to be. And so, an informal arrangement 
was made to allow Jamie to be kept in the orphanage until ‘later’, an 
unspecified time, while they waited for him to ‘grow up’.  

‘Later’ had finally arrived with a very surprising adoption of 
an eighteen-year-old boy who looked more like a pre-teen. 

"You will be picked up in about forty minutes,” she informed 
him. “So, you need to get all your possessions together and be ready 
by 11.30. Return your uniforms to Sister Violet and that should be 
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it. Be at the front entrance in good time and you will be picked up 
by a Miss Beverly." 

"Who is Miss Beverly?" 

"You do not need to know that, Jamie. Just do as you are told. 
That is all you need to know. Off you go. I hope it works out well for 
you and that we don't see you back here again." 

It was a typically abrupt answer, thought Jamie. These were 
words he could only think and would not dare utter aloud unless he 
wanted a goodbye slap around his head from Sister Violet. Why is it 
that some adults go into teaching when it is obvious, they do not 
even like children, thought Jamie? And the mere thought of 
returning to the communal accommodations at the orphanage and 
his rubber-sheeted bed made him shudder. 

There had been so very little love and affection shown 
towards any of the children at the orphanage, but would he now get 
the love and affection he needed and had missed out on in his new 
home, with this Miss Beverly? Was it ever too late to be shown 
some modicum of affection, let alone love?  

 It had been a terribly lonely life, but he never really knew 
what he was missing out on and he just accepted that his current 
situation was normal and every child, whether they were in an 
orphanage or not, was constantly being slapped around the head or 
having knuckles rapped with a ruler.  That was certainly the way 
things were done to keep children in line at the orphanage, so 
maybe it was like that everywhere. He couldn't remember the last 
time he had been given a cuddle and felt that maybe he was too old 
to be cuddled now anyway. Besides, cuddles were for little boy's, 
not for someone who was eighteen and almost a man, even if he still 
looked like a young child – and felt like one. 
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It wasn't the first time he had been taken from the 
orphanage, but it was the first time he had been told he had been 
adopted, so that was quite unusual. On the previous occasions, he 
had been told he was being fostered, but he was always returned to 
the orphanage after a few weeks. Days in one instance. It was his 
chronic bedwetting that always caused a problem with his new 
carers.   

Lots of couples had wanted to have Jamie as their child, 
especially when he was a cute blond-haired and blue-eyed eight-
year-old, and although they were aware of his bedwetting, they 
thought they would soon be able to sort that out and have him 
toilet- trained. They had all failed, and in the end, just could not 
cope with all the wet sheets or putting Jamie back into nappies and 
plastic pants. Now he was eighteen, potential foster parents were 
just not interested, even to the point of not even looking at his 
detailed file. It was his age, he was now almost too old, and 
potential carers were after cute little children, not potentially 
stroppy teenagers. The truth – however distressing – was that once 
you were older than ten, your chances of being adopted were very 
low. The only thing that gave him any chance at all was that he was 
cute-looking, young for his age and small. But even that advantage 
disappeared in time. 

The bedwetting started from the moment he moved into the 
orphanage at the age of eight and didn't stop at first until he was 
twelve. He had been dry every night now for almost four years. But 
the damage had been done. The bedwetting was on his report, 
never to be erased. And so, no one it seemed wanted to foster or 
adopt a bed wetter. Age and bedwetting were both against him ever 
finding a home where he could perhaps find some love and 
affection in the remaining moments he had before adulthood 
claimed him as its victim. He had already missed out on so much 
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affection that only a parent or carer can give a child and would just 
have to grow up with no memories of a loving childhood.  

Jamie had little memory of his life before he came to the 
orphanage. It was all rather hazy. He could hardly remember his 
mother because she died when he was about four and never knew 
his father at all. In the main, he was brought up by his gran, but she 
became ill, and as their family was extremely small, there was 
simply no one else to take him in. So, the authorities, who had no 
other options, felt it was for the best for him to go to the local 
orphanage, run by strict, no-nonsense, and no affection, nuns. He 
was dropped off at the orphanage and that was it as far as everyone 
was concerned. They had done their bit, it was another box ticked 
and another number for the statistics.  

It didn't take long for Jamie to gather up the few possessions 
he owned. It was a pitiful pile. He had one spare pair of shorts (the 
same as what he was wearing now), one spare short-sleeved shirt 
(also the same as he was wearing), two blue jumpers, one black 
coat, two pairs of blue-striped pyjamas and a few pairs of 
underwear and pairs of socks. He had never worn long trousers 
since the orphanage uniform was a grey shirt, grey jumper, grey 
shorts and grey socks. His footwear consisted of one pair of black 
leather shoes, one pair of plimsolls and a pair of very worn slippers. 
He returned the two sets of his school uniform as instructed and 
carried a battered suitcase to the front entrance and waited. It 
wasn’t even heavy, and certainly not much to show for ten years 
residence. He wasn’t sure if he felt excited, nervous or simply 
resolute at his circumstance. What he did hope, was that his new 
life would be a vast improvement of this last part. Surely it will only 
get better from here on it. Surely it must! 

Jamie didn't know much about cars, but he did know a posh 
car when he saw one, and the car that pulled up at the orphanage 
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was definitely posh - it was a Bentley. He could even see the Bentley 
emblem shining on the bonnet. He didn't know the model, but it 
looked fairly new and wondered what it would be like to be driven 
in it. This couldn’t be the mysterious Miss Beverly, so was sure it 
wasn't here to pick him up. This must be for some other ‘luckier 
than him’ kid. 

The rear nearside window was wound down and a head 
popped out. 

"Hello, you must be Jamie," the woman asked. 

"Yes, Miss." 

"I thought so. I have seen your picture and you are as cute as 
you are in the photo I saw. In you get, Jamie. Time to get you to your 
new home. I am going to be looking after you. Your new mummy is 
very busy, so it will be me in the main who will be taking care of all 
your needs. You can call me Miss Beverly." 

That was strange, thought Jamie. What a thing to say to him 
that he had a 'new mummy'. Miss Beverly must be very old 
fashioned and that was the only reason he could fathom why she 
had said that. 

"Yes, Miss Beverly." 

The driver had jumped out of the car and opened the off-side 
passenger door and ushered Jamie in. As he did so, he asked Jamie 
for his suitcase and said he would put it in the boot. 

Jamie climbed into the back of the car behind the driver's 
seat. He felt so small in such a large car. The red leather seats were 
very slippery and made it difficult for him to stay where he was 
seated. 
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"Come and sit next to me, Jamie,” said Miss Beverly. “And I 
will stop you from slipping about."  

Jamie slid along the shiny leather seat until he was as close 
as he thought he should be to her. She moved her right arm over his 
shoulders and behind his back and pulled him closer to her. "Is that 
better, Jamie?" 

"Yes, Miss." 

"It's 'Miss Beverly' Jamie. You must always call me Miss 
Beverly unless otherwise told. Do you understand?" It was a gentle, 
but firm tone of voice. 

"Yes, Miss Beverly." 

"Good boy. If you are a well-behaved boy, you will have a 
wonderful time at Goodward House, which is where you will be 
living from now on. Off we go, Kevin."  

The car gently pulled forward and headed out of the 
orphanage drive. It was another easy day for Kevin. In fact, it was a 
very easy life being a chauffeur at Goodward House. He had been 
surprised when he was given his instructions to take Beverly to the 
orphanage to pick up a child who was to be adopted by Lady 
Goodward. Why would she go to such a place to adopt a child? It 
was not his business to know, but he did wonder. He just did as he 
was ordered. 

Once again, Jamie felt he was under the control of yet 
another woman, just as he had been under the control of all the 
nuns at the orphanage. He did hope this time it would be a better 
outcome. 
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"You are quite small for your age, Jamie, I wouldn't have 
thought you were more than ten years old, but according to the 
orphanage you are eighteen. Is that correct?"  

She already knew for certain he was eighteen, but just 
wanted to have it confirmed by him.  

"Yes, Miss Beverly,” he answered. “I was born in 1952." 

Beverly was impressed with his voice. He did not have a 
strong accent and pronounced his words very well. He was rather 
scruffy, but that would be easily sorted out, even more so with the 
plans of how his new life would be at Goodward House. 

Jamie hated being reminded of his lack of height and the fact 
that he looked so much younger than his real age. It was 
embarrassing when he was mixed up with children from a lower 
form when attending lessons at the orphanage school.  

Nothing is more humiliating for an eighteen-year-old to 
mistaken for a much younger child. What would make matters 
worse was when he had been deemed not to have been paying 
attention in a lesson, he would be sent to a younger class as 
punishment, which had happened to him quite a few times from 
about the age of twelve. He always felt his face going red when he 
had to knock on the classroom door, enter and explain to the 
teacher what he was doing, even though she knew full well what he 
was there for. He had to tell her that as he was unable to 
concentrate on work that was for children of his age, so had to go to 
a classroom that had work he could understand.  

To be in a room full of much younger children who were as 
tall as him and some taller was very humiliating for Jamie, however, 
not as humiliating as the punishment one of the teachers had if she 
caught a child talking when they should have been silent. She would 
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produce a dummy and insist the child have the dummy in his mouth 
for the remainder of the lesson. It had only happened to Jamie once, 
and it was at the very beginning of a lesson. He’d had to keep that 
wretched dummy in his mouth for over forty minutes. He felt so 
embarrassed, it made him feel that he was a baby, and he, like 
everyone else, only associated dummies with babies. It was a very 
nasty and humiliating thing to do to a vulnerable child. Why would 
a teacher who should have been caring, want to do such a thing? He 
did learn a lesson though. He never spoke another word when 
silence had been required when he was in that teacher’s class again. 

"Once we get to your new home you can have something to 
eat,” Miss Beverly explained. “And then I will show you your room 
and you can unpack your suitcase. Your two sisters, Hannah and 
Samantha, will show you around the house. You are a very lucky 
boy to have been adopted by Lady Goodward. She is very rich, and 
you will not want for anything. As long as you behave yourself, you 
will have a very privileged life, a much better life than had you 
remained at the orphanage. You will have to thank your two sisters. 
They chose you to be their brother. They are twins and are also the 
same age as you, but I think they will consider you to be their baby 
brother. After all, you are a new arrival to the family." 

Baby brother? That did not sound good to Jamie. He was 
eighteen, almost a man. He would not be anyone's baby brother. He 
was most certain of that. Nothing was more humiliating for a 
teenage boy than to be considered a baby. He was leaving childhood 
behind and soon to be all grown up. It was more important for 
Jamie to be considered a grown-up because of his lack of height, 
and it had become a big chip on his shoulder. His lack of maturity 
did not help either because, at times, his behaviour was very much 
like that of a much younger child, almost to the point that he 
seemed to be acting like a child of his height and not his age. 
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It had constantly gotten him into trouble at the orphanage. 
During the two years of stopping his bedwetting, each wet sheet 
was pointed out publicly as an example of his childish behaviour. 

It was a half-hour drive to Jamie's new home, and eventually, 
the car pulled off the main road and drove smoothly through a 
gated entrance and along a half-mile tree-lined drive. Jamie and 
Miss Beverly were deposited at a side door of an enormous, 
country-styled mansion. 

Jamie thought there must be a mistake or someone’s poor 
idea of a joke. Why would anyone who lived in such a large and 
posh house want to adopt him? He was sure they would realise 
their error and that he would soon be heading back to the 
orphanage. He just hoped it was after he had something to eat 
because he was starving. After all, he’d only had a bowl of cereal for 
breakfast and nothing since. 

"Follow me, Jamie. There's a good boy." 

Jamie hated that, why did she have to call him a ‘good boy’? 
He wasn't a child anymore. If he’d any courage, he would have 
made a protest, but he felt that now was not the time, but he would 
certainly say something later if that sort of talk continued. What 
stopped him saying anything right now was the thought he was to 
get something to eat and maybe, just maybe this wasn’t a mistake 
and it could all be real.  

He did wonder if it was a posh thing to say such things as 
'there's a good boy' to an older child at this house. Jamie did think 
posh people were a little dotty at times from what little knowledge 
he had of them. 

Miss Beverly led Jamie through a large glazed external door, 
along a short corridor and into a small dining room, that had little 
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more than a table a and handful of chairs. The first thing noticed 
was the wonderful aromas which must have been coming from a 
nearby kitchen and which made him even hungrier than he already 
was. He was also feeling very nervous in this grand mansion. He felt 
so out of place, and when he got nervous, he always needed to have 
a pee but felt too intimidated to ask to use the toilet. But he knew he 
had to go very soon otherwise he would have an accident, and that 
would not be the best start in his new home. That would have been 
an undeniable sign that Jamie was unable to act his age. And wet 
pants would not be a new experience for him. He was as tall as a 
ten-year-old and had suffered from the occasional wet pants that 
belied he was even that old. 

"Put your suitcase down and I will show you where to wash 
your hands." Miss Beverly led Jamie to a small bathroom with a 
washbasin. "Wash your hands and then come and sit down at the 
table. Make sure you wash them properly because I will be 
inspecting them. If you want a wee wee, do that first before you 
wash your hands. Do you want a wee wee, Jamie?"  

That was lucky for Jamie because he was now almost at the 
point where he could not hold it in anymore.  

"Yes, Miss Beverly." 

"Don't forget to pull the chain after,” she reminded him. 
“There's a good boy." 

This was almost as bad as the orphanage for him. Of course, 
he knew how to wash his hands and when to wash his hands and he 
knew he had to pull the chain after using the toilet. At least at the 
orphanage, it was only when he went to bed that he was asked if he 
needed to go to the bathroom. Now, it was only on rare occasions 
that Jamie ever had issues with his bladder during the day, and had 
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he used the bathroom before he left the orphanage, so he wouldn't 
have been so desperate to go now.  

Jamie wasn't the brightest of children, but it would have 
been a mistake to assume he was stupid. It simply took him a little 
longer to understand things than perhaps most other children. 
When he was punished by being sent back down to younger classes, 
he handled the work better. He was better suited to do school work 
with children many years his junior. Being short, he both looked 
and sounded like them. But even then, he was at best, an average 
student in a classroom of a child four years his junior. 

"Yes, Miss Beverly." 

Jamie did not want to make an issue that may delay any 
consumption of food, but he felt that Miss Beverly was talking to 
him as if he was just a little boy. He would have to mention that to 
her later and remind her he was eighteen and not six.  

Jamie had a tinkle and washed his hands. When he returned 
to the dining room, Miss Beverly inspected his hands, just as she 
said she would. He had to show her his palms and then the back of 
his hands, and once again, he felt he was being treated like a small 
child. 

"Sit down, Jamie." Miss Beverly walked over to the opening 
that led to the kitchen and all those wonderful smells. "Molly, what 
have you got for Jamie to eat that will not take too long to get 
ready?" 

Molly entered the dining room.  

"Here he is then, the new addition to the family,” announced 
Miss Beverly to the cook, Molly 


