
Eleanor Rigby 

 

“Hello” father McKenzie said leaning against his spade, as he stood by the unmarked grave stone 

poking from the strawberry patch, smiling his broadest smile. The man looked at him briefly, and 

then quickly walked past the rusting church gates. The flickering light from the street lamp above 

almost lit the pedestrian as he slowed for the briefest moment, then gave a quick nod to Father 

McKenzie, adding a rude,  “goodbye” before hastily hurrying on down Penny Lane away from the 

church, only glancing back to confirm the sight of the foreboding structure. Father McKenzie sighed, 

wiping his gardening gloves on his trousers, as his smile drooped for the umpteenth time that day. 

They are always in a hurry...so few want to be saved. 

Across the empty street he saw the net curtains twitching at number 9, as they always did, and he 

smiled politely- waving his dirty gloved hand at Mrs Rigby, but she retreated into the shadows once 

more. 

He paused for a moment, reluctant to make the same mistake he had made so many times before, 

but, decided to try again anyway, making sure that the shallow grave was finished, and rested the 

spade against the new gravestone by the moss covered unmarked one. He stepped out of the 

shallow grave, straightened his tunic, and walked through the graveyard gates and over to number 

9. 

“Mrs Rigby...hello...Its Father McKenzie, are you alright?” he said as he wrapped his gloved knuckle 

on the timber door. 

“I was just wondering if you would like to come over for a coffee...and a chat?” he added. 

Mrs Rigby said nothing, nor did she open the door. 

“Maybe tomorrow then, after the sermon, I will buy a sponge cake, how does that sound?” he 

sighed, remembering how frail she looked yesterday after the wedding guests had moved on. 

Yesterday! 

“Okay Mrs Rigby, I will see you around twelve tomorrow, for the sermon,  how does that sound?” he 

sighed again at the familiar silence, pausing by the door, then turned and made his way back to the 

church.  

Inside the church, father McKenzie dropped his gardening gloves onto the small wooden writing 

bureau, and wiped the cut grass from his trousers, before he entered the small kitchen area and 

made his way over to the large window overlooking the bay.  

He sighed, pangs of homesickness kicked at his chest as he looked out into the bay from hill church 

high on the hill, the waves softly lapping over the sea of green under the darkening blue sky.  He 



stared at the sandy shore below as the surf cascaded back into the frothy sea. More lonely people 

walked past the boat houses below, and he wished he could take them all into his sanctuary. 

 Maybe tomorrow he thought, pouring himself a drink from the whiskey decanter and lifted it to his 

nose. Everything was so complicated up here, even the whiskey. 

Father McKenzie walked over to the large black leather recliner and sat back, placing his whiskey on 

the table next to him, and removed his shoes. He looked down and wiggled his big toe from the hole 

that had appeared that day, and let out yet another sigh. 

Yesterday! 

He had seen her clear as day, sneaking from the safety of number 9 after all the wedding guests had 

gone. Quietly dashing from the doorway over to where the guests had seen of the bride and groom 

with confetti and handful of rice. And what he saw filled his heart with sorrow. 

Old Mrs Rigby, complete with hair net,  had dropped to her artificial knees, and began clearing up 

the rice into a ceramic bowl with her shaky arthritic ridden fingers; every single piece was gathered 

and placed into her bowl until not a single grain was left. Then she got to her feet and quickly made 

her way back to her house, slamming the door behind her.  Father McKenzie had been tending to 

the graves as he watched on mortified. Were things so bad for Old Mrs Rigby that she had to cook 

rice discarded by strangers? 

He really did not want to be in this lonely place any longer. This sad lonely place filled with sad lonely 

people. 

Father McKenzie placed his holey socks on the armrest of the chair and made his way to his bed, 

making sure to fill his whiskey glass to the brim this time, to help him with his Sunday sermon.  

Tonight he would write his masterpiece, and maybe somebody would listen. Maybe even Mrs Rigby.  

His bedroom was lit by a single wall up light; hanging underneath that was a sinister looking crucifix, 

which hung askew above his bed. Each bedside cabinet was covered with dusty ancient books, and 

cloudy jam jars, some were filled with dead drying flowers that had shed their petals onto the 

blanket on his bed, others that simply looked empty of any content.  He slowly brushed the fallen 

petals to the carpet and sat back on his bed, turning his attention the largest of the empty jars and 

opened its lid tenderly. Slowly, he bent over and stuck his nose inside, inhaling the hypnotic scent 

and within a few seconds a wide smiled appeared on his face. His eyes closed, and he leant back on 

his thin mattress, quickly falling into a deep hallucinating slumber. His dreams were filled with 

memories of Lucy, Lucy and a dazzling shimmering sky, Lucy wrapped in his arms, and he was happy 

again knowing he had saved her soul. 

 

The church was empty, as it had always been recently, but father McKenzie was undeterred as he 

made his way to the worn pulpit stairs. At the top he rested his hands on the Victorian wooden 

plinth and looked down on his empty pews. 



Anger filled his head, he could no longer stand to be here with these...these fools on this lonely hill, 

and didn’t they understand why he was here? Didn’t they know what he could do for them? He 

could free them from all this. He could take them from this place of utter loneliness and free them of 

all their sins. 

That was why he was here.  

The doors creaked, and father McKenzie looked up as daylight poured into the church isle.  

Mrs Rigby! 

He smiled, no..not a smile, it was something more than that as he watched her make each frail 

tentative footstep towards him as she clutched her handbag. Her long overcoat hung over her thin 

legs, as they shuffled her feet inside her oversized shoes that no longer fitted her. Her worn ivory 

handbag containing nothing but memories was gripped tightly in both arthritic hands.  

“Mrs Rigby, I am so glad you could join me...please take a seat” he gestured to the many empty 

pews before him, before he quickly descended the stairs to greet her. She nodded and smiled, taking 

the next available wooden pew. 

“It’s Eleanor” she whispered as he held her bony hand, and father McKenzie smiled with joy as he 

stared into her beautiful blue eyes, “And my name is Jude Eleanor. It is a pleasure to finally meet 

you” She smiled back, her wrinkled face heavily disguised with her makeup. But to father McKenzie 

she looked like an angel. 

“My husband’s name was Jude,” she looked so sad, “he died long ago... during the war” 

 “I am sorry to hear that Eleanor...Please, sit, i have something I prepared for us all, “he said looking 

around the church, “after that we will eat and chat” 

“I would like that very much father McKenzie “she beamed for the first time in many decades, “You 

know, “she said inspecting the roof, “I haven’t been in here since I sang in the choir as a schoolgirl. I 

used to love singing here. But since he was buried here, I haven’t ventured inside the grounds.” 

 

Father McKenzie read his sermon as if the church was at full capacity, and Eleanor Rigby wept with 

joy. And after the sermon, as promised, Eleanor and Jude retired to the church lounge and sat 

overlooking the bay eating sponge cake and drinking tea, discussing the sad state of the world they 

now lived in. “Its beautiful father McKenzie, your very own octopuses garden” she gasped again 

putting down her china tea cup then raising her hands to her face as she gazed at the scenery below 

her. 

“This, oh yes its nice, but I have something even better to show you” father McKenzie smiled as he 

stood up, “wait here please, I won’t be a moment. “He said before quickly dashing to his bedroom 

and grabbed one of the large cloudy jars from the side of his bed. 

“Eleanor, are you ready for heaven?” father McKenzie asked, as he handed her the large jar filled 

with drying rose stems. 



“oh yes, I believe I am.  I am so tired father McKenzie, so very tired.” she replied and smiled 

innocently back at him, with her curled hands on her lap. 

“Then this is my gift to you Eleanor Rigby” He carefully handed her the large jar, removing the dried 

flowers, and placed it in her lap. Eleanor looked down into the empty jar, and sighed peacefully. 

 “Call for me when you are ready” he smiled and she nodded like an innocent child, “I will ...and 

bless you father.” 

Father McKenzie walked from the room, collecting his gardening gloves and spade, making his way 

to the graveyard, as Eleanor Rigby’s angelic singing wafted down through the corridor. 

Father McKenzie walked to the freshly dug grave that stood side by side with another much older 

gravestone, the strawberries growing wild around the old stone, and smiled affectionately. He then 

dropped the dried flowers taken from the jar, into the shallow grave, bending down to wipe away 

the muck from the chiselled lettering, 

Eleanor Rigby 

Born  1925 – Died 2015 

“ back in the arms of her beloved Jude.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


