	To: dmtmsn@me.com
Subject: From Uncle Adam & Aunt Gayle: an update
Bcc: Family



Many thanks to those of you who sent me greetings, love and support on my 78th birthday last Monday.

In a word, Gayle and I are alive and quite well. We don't do Facebook or Twitter, but we love getting emails when people can spare the time.

For those who might be apprehensive that we might be gaming the "welfare" and "benefits" systems (dirty words for some on the right of the political spectrum), Gayle and I have been in receipt of "guaranteed pension credit" since I gave up my earning capacity as an online translator back in March.

Whether we can be deemed as "self-sufficient" is not something we can answer; I don't see Gayle and me ever being in that condition, as we increasingly depend on the help of others to get by, both financially and physically.
By the way, do some of you know, or know of, Jenny Joseph’s 
“When I Am An Old Woman I Shall Wear Purple” ?
[bookmark: _GoBack]When I am an old woman I shall wear purple
With a red hat which doesn’t go, and doesn’t suit me.
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves
And satin sandals, and say we’ve no money for butter.
I shall sit down on the pavement when I’m tired
And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells
And run my stick along the public railings
And make up for the sobriety of my youth.
I shall go out in my slippers in the rain
And pick flowers in other people’s gardens And learn to spit.

You can wear terrible shirts and grow more fat
And eat three pounds of sausages at a go
Or only bread and pickle for a week
And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and things in boxes.

But now we must have clothes that keep us dry
And pay our rent and not swear in the street
And set a good example for the children.
We must have friends to dinner and read the papers.

But maybe I ought to practice a little now?
So people who know me are not too shocked and surprised
When suddenly I am old, and start to wear purple.

(END)

Well, that's the state that I feel in these days. I, Adam, am not going to be constrained any more by conventions such as "never talking about politics or religion". Here goes:

(PURPLE POLITICAL PATCH)

The weeks and months since the disastrous Brexit referendum in the UK last June have formed quite the worst and most horrible period in my whole life. It has now been capped by the nomination of Donald Trump as the next USA President.

Both of these ghastly events were brought about by self-serving politicians, press barons and financiers who only had their own agenda in mind - and were ready to lie cheat, and exploit xenophobic worries to get their way. Aaron Banks said afterwards (I paraphrase) - "so we lied - but we won, didn't we?". As for the buffoon Boris Johnson and the other Brexiteers, words fail me. 

And the same odour surrounds the United States Election. Trump lied his way to his success.

Not to say that there isn't a large suffering constituency in both nations whose needs MUST be responded to quickly - but the rich and powerful were never interested in those people, except as cannon fodder to further their ends in bolstering their own power.

So, in response - even as my energies and faculties diminish as a result of my Alzheimer's disease - I am going to do whatever I can to participate with those groups who are working to BLOCK or otherwise overturn Brexit, and create an effective pro-European political grouping in the UK to ensure the UK eventually returns fully to the EU as a participating member, working towards an ever-closer union. After all, that is what Gayle and I have been doing for the last 40 years; we are not going to stop now.

(END OF PURPLE PATCH)

Gayle and I are always delighted to get emails from you. And of course, we'd love people to come to Dover and say hello.

Right now, we wish you well. You are continually in our minds.

Love from Adam & Gayle
