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Your main commentary should be focused on relative clauses. Other topics may also be addressed.


It was Tim Honey who did most of the work of getting the orchestra together. La recognized this all along, and later she said, 'Tim, you may call this La's Orchestra, but it's really you who's done all the work.' He was modest. 'Nonsense. It's La's Orchestra because it was your idea and you're the conductor. Enough said.'  But she was right about the work. After he had written the letter to La, it was Tim who was in touch with the vicar in Bury. He proved enthusiastic: 'Can't play a note myself, not a note. Can't sing either - if you came to evensong here you'd know all about that. But there are plenty of people here who would like to join.' 
The plenty of people of the vicar's imaginings turned out to be seven, but four of them were strings players - three violinists and a cellist - and one of them was a reasonably strong player. The violinists were all women - two sisters, retired teachers, who lived together, and the almoner from the hospital. The cellist was a man, a youngish bank manager whose asthma prevented him from joining anything more demanding than the Home Guard. They were all enthusiastic and had time on their hands, and had no objection to making the short journey from Bury in the back of an RAF truck. 

With the eight volunteers from the base, most of whom were wind players, the orchestra at least had a core. To this there were added two players whom La had discovered in the village - the postman, Mr North, who had an ancient set of drums in his attic, and his sister-in-law, who was prepared to assist him in the percussion section 'as long as North keeps me right on the rhythm'. 

'I shall do that’ said La. 'I am the conductor. You watch me.’ 

It was Tim, too, who managed to get together the music to start them off. The air force, he explained, had a music department - bands and the like - and they were sympathetic. A crate of sheet music was dispatched and triumphantly delivered to La's doorstep by Tim. 

'Everything we need, La’, he said enthusiastically as he dug into the music. 'Look W. A. Mozart, no less. Arranged by J. M. Williams. We've got a J. Williams at the base. One of the catering officers. Different chap. And this stuff here. “Evening in a Viennese Café” arranged for school orchestra. Not bad. All the parts seem to be there. More than we need.’
They sorted out the music as best they could and chose a piece for the first meeting. La looked at the conductor's score and wondered how she would cope with the reading of so many parts simultaneously. 'Easy’, said Tim, 'concentrate on one section and conduct it. The others will find their way.’ 

They met for the first time in mid-August on a Saturday afternoon. La was waiting for the truck to arrive, standing in the village hall with the postman and his sister-in-law. They had the hall chairs in a semi-circle around a portable pulpit that they had borrowed from the church. 

The truck arrived and disgorged the players. Three of the men from the base were in uniform, the others were wearing civilian clothes, a couple were officers, both navigators; the other men were ground crew, including the station barber, a thick-set man with a Cockney accent, who had with him a battered silver trombone. The navigators looked tired, and one stared out of the window while La addressed the orchestra, as if he was looking for something. Tim threw him a glance, and then looked at La, as if in apology. 

They played for an hour. It was ragged and discordant. Two of the violins, La was sure, were out of tune, and she stopped halfway through to try to get people in tune again. 

'We sound a bit flat’, she said. 

Tim laughed, and this released the tension. 'Does it matter?' 'I suppose not’ said La. 

'It's not me’, said the postman, and everybody smiled. 

At the end of the session there was a cup of tea. The village hall had an urn, which had been switched on at the beginning of the practice and was now just at boiling point. The postman's sister-in-law took it upon herself to make the tea, and to serve it, using a jug of milk which had been donated by Mrs Agg, who was a cousin of hers. Their instruments packed away, the members of the orchestra stood and drank tea together.
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