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Big cash
crossword

  1 - - - Wynette, country singer (5)
 2 Apartment (4)
 3 Nicholas - - -, TV’s Rodney
  Trotter (9)
 4 Rear of a ship (5)
 5 Glitch (6)
 6 Wading bird (4)
 7 - - - Triangle, Atlantic region (7)
 8 Teri - - -, Desperate 
  Housewives actress (7)
 9 Italian sparkling wine (4)
10 The B in FBI (6)
11 Fashion (5)
12 Sir Paul - - -, former Beatle (9)
13  US Mormon state (4)
14 Prickle (5)
15 Backstreet (5)
16 Finger protector (7)
17 Attack (7)
18 Snag (5)
19 Bullfighter (7)
20  Money dispenser (4,7)

Solve the 
crossword 
below. When 
complete, 

the letters in the shaded squares, 
reading from left to right and top  
to bottom, will spell out a childhood 
incident with which our featured 
celebrity credits her singing voice. 
Just write this two-word phrase on 
the entry coupon on page 54, where 
you will also find full entry details.

21  Tanned hide (7)
22 Teapot nozzle (5)
23 Card player’s deadpan
  expression (5,4)
24 Feast (6)
25 Jane - - -, novel by Charlotte
  Brontë (4)
26 Mass departure (6)
27 Probability (4)
28 Tired, past its best (5)
29 Hopeless case (4,5)
30 Large flightless bird (7)
31 Issue of a magazine (7)
32 Poisonous chemical 
  compound (7)
33 Kitchen mixer (7)
34 Melanie - - -, TV presenter
  and model (5)
35 Interior design (5)
36 Series of links (5)
37 Mojo award-winning Welsh 
  singer-songwriter (pictured) (5)

38 Monk (5)
39 Artist’s stand (5)
40 - - - Bremner, impressionist (4)
41 Drinking tube (5)
42 - - - Ross, ex of The
  Supremes (5)
43 Brain check (4)
44   Fruity flatfish? (5,4)
45 Worry (4)
46 Long-necked river bird (4)
47 Pop icon born Reginald 
  Dwight (5,4)
48 Hot pursuit (5)
49 Proprietor (5)
50 Bond movie, The - - - Is Not 
  Enough (5)
51 Parasitic insect (5)
52 Aged (7)
53 Enigma (7)
54 Criminal (5)
55 Pale shade (6)
56 Not present (6)

57 Person from Northern US (6)
58 - - - Norton, star of The 
   Incredible Hulk (6)
59   Drying cloth (5)
60 Workforce (5)
61 Foe (5)
62 Yellow traffic light (5)
63 Door fastener (5)
64  Crime against the state (7)
65  - - - Brockovich, film with 

Julia Roberts (4)
66  Short distance (6,5)
67 Fairytale monster (4)
68 Split, crack (4)
69 Balearic island (7)
70 Dance party (4)
71 Fancy add-  
  on (5)
72 Crossbreed
  dog (7)
73  Umpire (7)
74  Chaos (5)
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As I weaved towards the 
supermarket’s fruit, 
my knees gave way. 

‘It’s a bit early to be drinking,’ another shopper tutted.
‘I’m not drunk,’ I sighed. ‘I’m ill.’Sometimes, I tired of explaining. Wasn’t a life-limiting disease at 36 hard enough to handle without strangers’ prejudice too?
Two years earlier, I’d 

been diagnosed with 
both Huntington’s and 
Charcot Marie-Tooth 
disease, hereditary 
conditions that affect 
my brain and nervous 
system. Devastating — 
but no surprise.

Dad was the fifth generation of our family to die of Huntington’s three years before. I’d known for years that I carried the gene. 
My worst fear was that my kids might have it too. Stewart was 17, Karl 16, Louise 15. One day, they’d be tested to see if they 

harboured the 
lethal legacy — 
but for now, life 
was for living.

I could no longer work as a parts delivery driver as my 
painful joints meant I couldn’t lift.But I’d passed medicals and was fit to drive. My wheels gave me independence — freedom. 

Escape from worry.
Except twice recently, 

I’d been pulled over by 
police who’d noticed 
my unsteady legs 
getting into the car. 

They had assumed  
I’d been drinking. 
‘I’m teetotal,’ I assured them, my speech slurring — another symptom. But once the breathalyser tested clear, they’d let me go with an apology.

A few weeks on, I nipped to pick up my prescription for the painkillers I needed three times a day. Pulling out of the car 

park, a policewoman 
stopped me.
‘Have you been drinking, 

madam?’ she asked.
Here we go again.
‘No,’ I replied politely.  ‘I have a medical condition that affects my walking and speech. ‘My doctors and the DVLA have confirmed I’m legally able  to drive. I can show you my disabled badge, my medication.’She looked dubious, called over colleagues. 

Soon, I was surrounded by  10 officers — they’d been 
dealing with an incident nearby.As people gathered to gawp, hot tears welled. ‘Breathalyse me,’ I begged. But the officers didn’t have a machine.

While one of them took my keys, another searched the 

glove box, scoured my purse.
‘I’ve got nothing to hide,’ I wept. ‘I have a brain illness.’ 
But after a hushed 

conversation, a PC declared: ‘You’re under arrest.’
Then, I was bundled into the back of a police van. 

Caged like a common criminal.At the station, humiliation burnt as I was led to a cell.
How had it come to this?
Eventually, an officer spoke  to my doctor, who confirmed I had every right to drive. I was released without charge. Mum, 60, collected me. ‘How could they treat me like that?’ I cried.I’m still angry three months on. The least I deserve is an official apology from the police.I’m a single mum, struggling against a degenerative disease.But ignorance is the biggest killer of all.

Lorraine Parkin, 36, 
Swinton, Gtr MancheSter

l A Greater Manchester Police spokesman says: ‘When Lorraine explained she had Huntington’s disease, officers requested a roadside breath-test kit to help confirm her account but none was available. When her 
condition was verified, she was released without charge.’ 

The rugby club hall  

was decked out with 

balloons and banners. 

It was a christening 

party for my cousin 

Craig’s little boy. I’d 

come along with my 

two daughters, Hollie, 

six, and Amy, two. 
As an extra treat 

for the kids, an 
entertainer had 
been booked.
I was 32, and 

recently divorced, 

but over the 
years, I’d seen  
a lot of cheesy 
magicians at kids’ 

parties. I was sure 

this one wouldn’t be 

any different…
But suddenly, the 

entertainer bounced in 

wearing a red polka-dot 

waistcoat, with a crazy 

dog puppet slung 

round his neck.
‘I’m Stu-Di-Doo!’ he 

bellowed. ‘Who wants to 

see some magic?’
‘Yes!’ the kids yelled. But I just 

stood transfixed, as if caught in a 

spell. Stu-Di-Doo was gorgeous.

He whipped up magic, made 

the kids laugh. At the end, 

he handed out business 

cards. ‘Any single 

mums, feel free to 

call,’ he said and 
winked at me.

As Stu-Di-Doo 
twisted balloons into 

animal shapes, I walked 

over. ‘Can I have a card?’ I 

asked. And introducing myself,  

I saw his blue eyes twinkle.

‘Sure,’ he laughed. ‘I’ll do you 

a purple poodle.’
I couldn’t stop thinking about 

Stu-Di-Doo after that. I learnt 

from Craig his real name was 

Stuart Hodgson and he was 

35. ‘And single,’ Craig smiled. 

I had to see him again, so next 

day, I sent him a text…

It’s Joanne, fancy a drink?

He replied… Sounds great. 

We arranged to meet in 

five days, but spoke on 

the phone before.
‘Any kids?’ I asked.

‘Jenni’s six and 

Luke’s nine,’ he said, 

explaining he’d been 

divorced for two years.

Finally, we met in a wine 

bar. ‘What a transformation!’ I 

said, seeing Stuart dressed in  

a plain shirt and jeans.

‘I recently lost six stone,’ he 

confided. And gazing now at his 

firm, slim body, I felt a gorgeous 

tingle run up my spine.

We laughed and chatted and 

at the end of the 
evening, Stuart 
produced pink 
balloons shaped 
like a bouquet from 

the back of his car. 

Then we melted 
together for a kiss.  

Two weeks on, Stuart took me 

to a romantic ball at a posh hotel. 

‘I love you, Miss Smith,’ he said, 

as we strolled in the gardens. 

And I knew I loved him too.

Two months on, Hollie and Amy 

can’t believe their luck at always 

having an entertainer on hand. 

And I can’t believe mine.  

Stu-Di-Doo may impress the kids, 

but he worked his magic on me!

Joanne SMith, 33, 

Penrith, cuMbria

i’m ill – not 
a criMinaL

he cast a 
SPeLL on me
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Tell us your true-life tale.  

We’ll pay you if it’s printed.  
Write to us at the address 

on page 3 or e-mail:  
stories@thatslife.co.uk

A STORY
£500

 ‘I felt a 
gorgeous 

tingle run up 
my spine’

‘Tears 
welled as 
people 

gathered to 
gawp’

YOUR QUICK READS

Stuart lost  
six stone

We’re so  
in love

Stu-Di-Doo is a  
hit with the kids

Police thought  
I was drunk
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