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Chapter 1  

 
I always wanted a special place to write.  In the flat my desk was tucked into a spare 
bedroom along with the sewing machine, storage boxes and what have you. There the 
real world could intrude, and always did.  The pile of ironing and the unfinished curtains 
wanting a hem nagged at me, dragged my mind away from the wonderful world of make 
believe.  Back I would plummet to the humdrum and the everyday, the iron, the ironing 
board, homemade tyrants requiring the performance of irksome tasks. 
 
Then I moved into this house with this little room at the end of the hall. To be honest I’m 
not really sure what it was meant to be.  It’s bigger than a cloaks cupboard but with no 
plumbing so, it’s not a guest toilet. Perhaps just a storage space or a gun room.  What’s 
one of those like? I don’t really know.  Mind you, that’s one of the best things about this 
house it has grown like a vine or a rambling rose.   
 
From the outside it’s square and solid.  There’s a door central to the front elevation that 
is flanked by two windows.  At first sight it put me in mind of nothing more than a 
child’s drawing of a house.  It even has a tree in the middle of the lawn.  A great 
sycamore, gnarly and ancient.  It litters the garden with seed pods of course but the 
house wouldn’t be the same without it.  I fell in love with the place immediately.  I had 
the money from the sale of my grandparent’s place and so, unbelievably, I could afford 
it.  
 
I felt drawn to the outside but once inside I was totally smitten.  Over the years the 
various owners have chopped and changed it, expanding here and splitting there and it 
is now a sort of maze.  All the ideas and hopes of the previous occupants are evidenced 
in the strange shaped rooms and the nooks and corners.   
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The master bedroom at one time ran the whole length of the front.  At some stage that 
room has been divided.  It is now, what must have been a nursery, there was pink teddy 
bear paper under the top layer of wall covering.  Alongside that is a little dressing room.  
It feels like happiness, that little additional room, and I choose to believe that the baby 
thrived and the loving parents saw all their hopes for their child realised. 
 
I know that some people think I’m over imaginative but I can’t help it.  When I see an old 
book for example, I just want to hold it and think about all the other hands that have 
held it.  All the hands it passed through since the printer’s labourer packed it, new and 
unopened into a box.  On and on through the years until it found itself on the shelves of 
a Charity Shop or a Jumble Sale.  I know I’m not alone in this and I make no apology for 
wanting to link with the past.   
 
Anyway, as I say I had no idea what the room at the end of the hall was intended for, but 
my little desk fits perfectly.  The tiny window has a lovely view of the road winding 
away towards the church and the sun shines in for a while in the morning.  
 
From the first my dream home was wonderful.  As soon as I moved in and met the 
neighbours, found the quickest way to the station and the shops, I felt settled and I’ve 
been blissfully, unusually happy.  I try not to dwell on the things that have happened.  
An unhappy marriage and the deaths of many of my nearest and dearest caused me to 
struggle through the last few years.  In more ways than one I truly believed that this was 
my chance at a new start.  I needed it, if I was to avoid the slide back into the depression 
that I had already visited. I needed the complete change and the sense of new hope.  I 
knew that my parents and grandparents would have approved my use of the little 
inheritance and surely I deserve this peace and happiness.  
 
Writing is one of my greatest pleasures.  I know friends find it difficult to understand.  I 
type all day for a living, and they wonder that I want to sit pounding the keyboard in my 
spare time.  There is no comparison though, typing letters and reports in the solicitors is 
dead and lifeless compared to the wild flight of imagination when I write my stories.  I 
write them and read them and occasionally show them to friends.  My granddad always 
enjoyed them, he understood.   
 
He had written.  Much better than me.  He had things published and even enjoyed some 
little fame in his middle years.  He was still writing just months before he died and we 
would swap stories and comment and critique each other’s work.  It was a close, warm 
connection between us.  When the packages arrived, he had never got to grips with 
email, they would thud on the mat and I would feel a little thrill knowing I had another 
of his pieces to read.  I always tried to repay the compliment and send him something of 
mine, so that he knew I was still trying and still enjoying it.  
 
The first evening that I felt truly organised I took a celebratory glass of brandy and went 
through to my writing room.  The peace overwhelmed me, the silence wrapped around 
me and gentle warmth relaxed my tired, moving in, muscles.  I switched on the machine, 
opened Word and new document.   
 
That was it; I don’t remember anything more until the next morning.  I came to my 
senses slumped across the desk.  My back was creased with pain and my neck screamed 



with stiffness.  Forcing my poor complaining body into a sitting position I cracked my 
joints and rotated and shrugged my shoulders as I leaned over to switch off the 
humming, overheated computer.   
 
That is when I saw the document.  Peering in disbelief I scrolled down the pages, sixty of 
them.  I began to read.    
 
“The heavens were glorious, we flew dark angels, avenging seraphim through the dark, 
over the deeps and on into the dawn.  
 
We had made it through the fire, to hell and back and, as always before we brought a little 
back with us in our souls.  It is there on the faces, behind the grinning and the laughter and 
the larking about there is another slick of brutalisation.  
 
I know they feel it as I do.  I know they hate it as I do, I know that though one day we will 
call this finished, it will never be over.  We all understand that no matter the outcome we 
will carry these days and these doings to the grave.”  
 
And on it went words I have never thought, ideas I have never had pages of it about a 
life that I have never lived.  
  



Chapter 2 

 
It was unbelievable, all of it but firstly the sheer amount of work.  Never before had I 
managed anything remotely approaching this output, not in one sitting.   Second though, 
and much more important was the quality.  I love my writing, it is one of my greatest 
pleasures, actually scrub that it is my greatest pleasure but I’m not stupid, I know my 
limitations.  In the early days I had sent things off to publishing houses with high hopes 
of publication.  I kidded myself that maybe one day I could even make enough to go part 
time at work, but after the first couple of years of rejection letters I had to re-evaluate.   
 
Don’t misunderstand me: some of my stuff is published.  A couple of magazines have 
taken my short stories.  I have one in an anthology about childhood holidays and every 
now and again I have entered a competition, even been shortlisted once. I am not a great 
writer.  I am a technically proficient scribe and can often come up with a plot and even 
the two things together now and again.  Only sometimes do I manage to produce what 
seems to me to be a decent piece of work.  I know that I’m my own harshest critic.  Often 
the stuff just gets screwed into a ball and binned.  That’s not the point though; I keep at 
it because, at the risk of repeating myself, I love it.  It relaxes me and makes me feel 
whole in some strange and inexplicable way.  I still hang on to the little seed of hope that 
one day I’ll find the magic.  After all this time though I can accept and live with it if that’s 
not to be.   
 
When I read the words on the screen they left me quite literally gobsmacked.  The 
passion in the piece, which was a wartime love story, was so intense that I cried.  The 
tension and the fear had me holding my breath and the pure beauty of the way that the 
words had been put together stunned me.  
 
I saved the file and backed up onto a memory stick as a safety measure.  Only then did I 
close the programme.  My fingers shook because I was so thrilled with the thing.  
Nevertheless, there was a nag in the back of my mind that maybe, somehow I’d  logged 
onto a writing site or a university programme and this was all part of a lecture or 
someone else’s stuff.   
 
I counted to ten and then pressed the keys to open Word and there in the directory was 
the file, labelled quite simply Story.  Sixty pages and absolutely wonderful.  
 
I brewed coffee in the sun brightened kitchen and made some toast.  My poor back was 
screaming after the night slumped across the desk and I thanked my lucky stars that it 
was weekend.  The thought of having to drag myself into work would have been 
unbearable.  I crept back to the writing room.  I wasn’t actually scared, not in a 
“something’s hiding in the cupboard” way, but I was puzzled and confused.  At my desk I 
re-read the first part of the work.  It was amazing to think that I had done this.  I hugged 
myself as another thrill of excitement flipped through my stomach. I had done this, 
hadn’t I? 
 
Yes I had an internet connection of course but I wasn’t logged on and hadn’t been last 
night when I sat down to write. I know only too well how intrusive it can be.  A quick 
look at your emails and that leads to Facebook and Twitter.  Then somebody mentions a 



You Tube thing that you absolutely must see and boom, a couple of hours have gone and 
you’ve done nothing worthwhile.  On the one hand this is leisure time and so there is no 
harm done, but when I want to write I do try to exercise a bit of discipline.  So, all that 
said, I didn’t see how this stuff could have come from anywhere else but my fingers and 
my brain.  I laughed to myself thinking, yes it may have come out of my brain, but how 
the heck did it get in there.  
 
I didn’t remember writing it.  The brandy and the room and the aesthetic pleasure of it 
was in my mind, but I couldn’t recall the typing.  I knew I hadn’t drunk much, one glass 
of wine and then the brandy so, had I suffered some sort of stroke, or mental blackout?  
Hmm that was a bit disconcerting.  I decided to step back and give the whole thing some 
room for a while.   
 
I logged off and shut down and dragged myself up for a soak in the bath and a lie down 
on the bed.  The next thing I woke up shivering in the chilly room and it was two in the 
afternoon.  
 
I heated some soup and a bread roll and forced myself to sit at the kitchen table to eat it 
before giving in.  Back again at my desk I turned on the machine and opened the story, 
clicked to the end of the typing and then sat with my fingers poised over the keys.  
 
Nothing happened, absolutely nothing.  Who knows what I had been expecting.  Magic 
maybe or a trance, some sort of automatic writing but there was nothing.  I re-read the 
last few pages hoping it would spark something but all it ignited was wonder.  I hit a few 
keys, wrote a couple of sentences.  They were wooden and lifeless and compared with 
the quality of the previous work they were total dross.   
 
For quite some time I sat there with no idea how to get past this.  There was no way I 
could allow this work to be spoiled by mediocre scribble.  How though could I recapture 
the mind-set that had produced the prose?   
 
After an hour when all I had managed to do was write and delete countless examples of 
stuff that was poor even by my standards, I shut down and gave in.  I made a hot drink 
and some more toast, put on my pyjamas and flopped into bed and that was it.  The next 
thing I knew it was Sunday and the birds were hurling ideas at each other across the 
garden.       
  



Chapter 3 

 
The sunlight glinted on the face of the church clock and sprinkled tiny diamonds on the 
water in the village green duck pond.  It was a beautiful morning and so I went out for a 
walk.  Later on I tidied some bits and pieces in the garden.  I drank my coffee sitting out 
on the little patio and then baked and cooked stuff for during the week. I like to eat well, 
fresh stuff, home made and so use my weekends to prepare food for the freezer.  Usually 
I really enjoy the time in the kitchen.  From even before my stuff was moved into this 
place I’ve been upgrading the space.  Some of it is too beautiful to tear out, the old fitted 
dresser, the red quarry tiled floor and so on.  Other things of course had to go, but I 
splashed out and bought a new Aga stove and refurbished all of what was left.  It is 
really gorgeous now and up until the weekend of The Story I just loved the time I spent 
fiddling about in there, couldn’t get enough of it.  
 
That Sunday though I was impatient, cutting corners and making do.  Of course you 
can’t get away with that too much with cooking.  The end result was a couple of less 
than perfect casseroles and a carrot cake with a dip in the middle big enough to hold a 
baby rabbit.  Looking back it didn’t make sense.  I was enduring a sort of torturing by 
forcing myself to stay away from my desk.  I wasn’t obliged to anyone else, my time 
belonged to me alone.  Maybe I was, deep down, scared that I’d find it had all been a 
mistake and The Story had come from somewhere else.  Whatever the reason I placed a 
firm mental embargo on the writing room for the morning. 
 
I cooked a chicken breast and some salad for lunch and had a glass of white wine.  At 
last it all seemed like enough penance.  Now I’d earned the right to go back, indulge 
myself. Taking my coffee I made my way down the hallway.  The little room welcomed 
me. It had been warmed by the morning sun through the window and the red rug on the 
floor glowed now in the mellow afternoon light.   
 
I pulled my chair up to the desk and switched on the machine.  That was it; the last thing 
I remember clearly was opening the Word document.  The hammering on the back door 
brought me back to my senses.  Yet again I was slumped over the desk.  I jolted upright 
and shouted to whoever was beating the tattoo.  “Just a sec, coming.  Hold on.”  Who the 
heck was this?  Ah – it was Stephanie and Molly.  Damn it, I had completely forgotten 
that I had asked them to come over.  
 
“Hi, hi how are you?  Sorry I was in the writing room.  Couldn’t hear you, is the bell 
broken.  Did you try the front door?”  
 
“Did we try the front door?  Well yes we tried the front door.  We tried ringing, shouting 
and banging.  We thought you’d died in here.  Molly was looking for blood seeping under 
the door frame.”  As they came in, bringing the smell of fresh air and sunshine and 
handing over bottles of wine and bunches of flowers, all I could think was that I needed 
to get back to my machine.  Here were my best friends.  Up until this weekend I’d been 
looking forward to what were my first proper guests.  I had planned what I would cook, 
how the house would look and then completely forgotten they were coming.  Again I 
had a moment of panic, afraid that this was some sort of mental breakdown.   
 



They do say that moving house is one of the most stressful things we do but I hadn’t 
found it so.  This move had gone smoothly and I’d been so excited about the house that I 
hadn’t felt stressed at all.  Still though, how had it been possible to forget my friends 
were coming.   
 
Thank goodness the cooking from earlier in the day hadn’t been stuck in the freezer.  I 
was able to dump the casseroles together and pop them into the Aga.  Maybe with some 
wine in us and a good atmosphere I would get away with the mediocre meal.  There was 
some cheese and fruit for dessert.  The carrot cake was a non-starter with that great 
hollow in it. As these thoughts danced through my mind they were chased by a terrible 
overriding desire to go back and look at what was on my screen.   
 
I gave my friends the tour and they oohed and aahed appreciatively.  They had seen the 
place once or twice while I was in the process of buying it but now it was furnished and 
warm and clean. I knew it looked good and their kind and enthusiastic comments were 
genuine.   
 
I settled them in the living room with wine and music, made a kitchen excuse and darted 
down to the office.  The machine had gone to sleep so I waggled my finger against the 
mouse.  The screen woke and there it was another forty pages.  I was torn, I wanted 
desperately to read, but good manners dictated I must entertain my guests.  I glanced 
quickly through some of the script.  It was outstanding.  There was terror in this part of 
the story, real fear and horror of the sort only found in war.  The hairs on my neck 
prickled as I glanced quickly through a few paragraphs.   
 
I suffered exquisite mental torture for the rest of the evening, I was a dreadful hostess, 
distracted and preoccupied.  Looking back now the thing to do would have been to 
include my friends, tell them what had happened.  I should maybe even have let them 
read some of the work.  I didn’t do that and in the end they left at ten as it was work the 
next day and, to my shame, I couldn’t wait to see them go.       
  



Chapter 4 

 
I waved an impatient goodbye to Stephanie and Molly as the taxi pulled away.  As it 
rounded the corner I scurried down the hallway, woke my machine and began reading.  
The work was outstanding.  It had registered with my quick look earlier in the evening 
that romance had become tragedy.  Tears soaked my cheeks as I read of the deaths and 
the heartache and the heroism.  What a wonderful thing it was, one of the best pieces of 
writing I had seen for a long time, there was an added level to the work, unusual in 
something written of the era in which it was set, the love story was part of a greater 
struggle, a greater quest for truth and recognition.  This was so very passionate that it 
became an entity of its own, puzzling and unbelievable to someone born and raised in 
the years since the war and heartrending.   
 
“We lost Sandy tonight.  Truly I believe my heart is broken.  The pain in my chest is an 
abomination.  It was a chance thing, a piece of shrapnel and he is gone.  His smile is gone, 
his dear sweet kindness is gone. He didn’t last long, there was nothing to mark his passing 
but a strange sort of sigh.  The air was filled with the howls of alarms and the screech of 
the wind through the really rather insignificant hole in the fuselage but there was an 
absence in it all, we knew his soul had flown.  
 
We have written to his wife.  It was a hideous task and as I wrote I thought of you.  I 
thought of how no-one will write these dreadful letters to you.  I don’t know whether to 
rejoice or to weep.  Well, I shan’t die and then it won’t matter.  I shall come back to you, I 
will be with you and we will grow old together and we will irritate each other and be 
appalling. 
 
Each time, each loss brings it back in such detail.  The big one, the one that I survived and 
so many others didn’t.  You tell me not to torture myself, not to feel guilt but how can I not.  
I have decided now that I will write it.  I will write it all.  The things that I have shared with 
you already and the things that I locked into a dark place.  I will write about the blood and 
the fury.  I will reveal the fear and the shame and the horror and I will tell you what it is 
like to hold a friend close in a screaming, plummeting weapon of war and watch the life 
leave his eyes.”    
 
It was totally enthralling and transported me to that other world.  It was outside of my 
experience, being born since that dreadful conflict. Reaching the last of the new pages 
left me exhausted in the wonderful emotionally overloaded way that is gifted just now 
and again by the written word.  I heaved a satisfied sigh, tinged with impatience for the 
next instalment.  
 
As this thought slithered across my synapses it was followed pretty quickly by another 
really rather obvious truth.  Reading this wonderful story, had left me moved and 
looking forward to more, but I had supposedly written it. To say that the wind was out 
knocked out of my sails was an understatement.  There was so much here that I had no 
real knowledge of, couldn’t have even imagined.   
 
I knew a fair amount about the war of course.  There are so many films and books and I 
had cried often watching the heroes marching past the cenotaphs in the autumn of each 



year.  I had devoured poetry written in the trenches, tents and hospitals by the tortured 
writers of the time.  I knew that the forces fighting for freedom were gathered from all 
sectors of society and that there were those who hid their true selves behind the 
uniforms and the common goal. These words though in the story, displayed such a deep 
understanding of the emotions and the turmoil that, it seemed to me, could only result 
from true life experience. 
 
Sitting in the peace of my night quieted house I searched for an explanation.  Had I 
somehow accessed a hitherto secret well in my knowledge?  Was it possible that some 
sleeping part of my intellect had been stirred and stuff made available to me that I had 
been previously unaware of?   
 
There had been articles in the media referring to victims of head injuries.  Suddenly they 
would find themselves fluent in foreign languages or inexplicably able to draw or paint 
in a way they had never done before.  I hadn’t had any sort of head injury, not even a 
little collision with the corner of a cupboard.  Again an uneasy feeling that maybe my 
brain was misfiring nibbled at me.  Should I consult the doctor and if so what could I tell 
him?  I am fine and well and have no symptoms except my computer is spewing out the 
most wonderful prose I have read for an age.  It didn’t really seem like the sort of thing 
your local GP would be able to help with.   
 
I backed up and saved the document and then powered down the machine.  The 
working week loomed and for the first time in an age I wasn’t looking forward to the 
office.  It had been a strange weekend and I went to bed uneasy and unsettled.  
Notwithstanding I drifted off to sleep with little trouble waking new and refreshed 
when Noah and the Whale woke me with their loved up elephants on the clock radio 
next morning.   
  



Chapter 5 

 
Of course it would be a bad move to go into the writing room before it was time to leave 
for work.  I knew that the risk of being trapped by the story was enormous.  Not that I 
believed that I could write any more.  There just wasn’t the time available, but there was 
an itch to read it again.  The thing had stayed with me, haunting me and while, not 
exactly in my dreams, it was there before I woke.  
 
It was a busy day and to be honest I was glad of it.  By lunch time the strange mood that 
had settled on me last night reading the wonderful work dissipated and I felt refreshed 
and renewed. The story though kept nudging at my subconscious.  I felt a thrill each 
time I ran over one of the wonderful phrases in my head.  By the end of the day I 
couldn’t wait to get back to it.  
 
On the train home I made a plan.  It was essential not to allow this thing to take over my 
life.  I would have a meal, do a bit of my housework and only then would I go into the 
writing room.  It would be my little prize, my reward for being sensible and disciplined.  
I’d read the work and try to review it with an honest and open mind.   
 
As for the circumstances of the writing well, come on, now that I was away from the 
house and could think about it more rationally it made some sort of sense.  Obviously, it 
seemed to me now, I was simply overtired with the house move and so had forgotten 
what I’d written just before sleep had taken me.  I had probably been much more 
stressed than it had seemed and so all that was taking its toll. Yes the work was so very 
much better than anything I had ever done, but why should that mean it wasn’t mine?  
Surely it was possible after all this time that I had at last found the magic. The subjects 
that I didn’t know I knew! Well we are all sponges in one way and another, we are 
bombarded with information day long and from all angles, it must seep into and sit in 
the corners and edges of our minds and for some reason I had accessed it.  
 
Eventually, it was time. I allowed myself into the office and turned on the machine.  I 
admit now part of me had thought, maybe I would find more pages, magically written 
without me even being there but of course that was nonsense and the story was as I had 
left it the previous evening.  
 
I re-read the last pages and then began to type with what I told myself was confidence. 
Yes, there was a degree of clutching at straws now, of trying to be calm and rational but 
truly there could be no other explanation, this was my work.  It had to be.  
 
I tried not to think too deeply but let the words flow as they would.  After about half an 
hour there was a reasonable amount of newly typed material. I took a break to review 
what I had achieved.  It wasn’t bad.  It was among some of my better stuff.  Then though 
in spite of my efforts to hold them back, the letters blurred and swam on the screen as 
tears blurred my eyes.  It was good for me.  It wasn’t good enough.  It wasn’t the same, 
just not the same, it was good ordinary prose, there was no wonder. 
 
I poured a glass of wine.  I don’t drink during the working week but I needed a pick me 
up.  The machine hummed, the drink was a beautiful ruby glow in the glass and I gazed 



out of the little window to where the moon peeped above the church tower.  The garden 
glowed with silver light and eventide magic suffused the air.  For a moment I gave 
myself over to the pure enjoyment of my situation in the lovely house.  I turned to the 
computer and tried again but still the work was mine ordinary and really a little bit dull, 
I decided to give it up. 
 
The cold woke me, I was shivering.  The room was in semi darkness.  The glass had 
tipped and wine had spilled over the top of the desk.  It had missed the keyboard but 
was dripping onto the wooden floor.  I shrugged my shoulders to ease the stiffness.  I 
really needed to stop falling asleep like this, I had never been prone to taking sudden 
naps and my body wasn’t as forgiving as it used to be.  The machine was sleeping and I 
flicked at the mouse to prepare for shut down.   
 
“So, two days of leisure, or what passes for that in these desperate times.  Two full days to 
spend with you – Bliss.  My own one when I left you this morning I saw, though you made 
heroic attempts to conceal it, the fear in your eyes.   
 
Don’t be afraid.  Your fear dilutes what we have.  There is no room for more negativity in 
our lives.  We must grasp every moment of joy, every tiny ounce of pleasure and it must 
sustain us.  
 
So, we are ready to go again tonight.  Am I afraid?  I am a little afraid, I am nervous and 
excited but I am ready.  This is what I have to do.  For you.  For the children with their 
raggy arses and their dirty faces.  For the women ruining their hands and their faces in the 
factories and for the many new angels who are walking the roads of heaven.   
 
Hold hard.  I will come back 
 
The sky is lowering down to night as I write this and the field is full of life. The behemoths 
are stirring and there is an air of anticipation.  On the horizon is one star, one silver chip in 
the curtain.  I look at it and I know that you will be in the garden and I pray that right now 
you are looking at that star and through that we are linked, we are one.”  
 
Yes, there it was, another instalment.  Because I was cold, and because I was stiff I 
decided to print out the work, the whole of it and take it to bed to read.  While the 
printer shushed back and forth I made myself a warm drink and changed into my pj’s 
and a robe.  
  
Grabbing the printed pages I climbed up to the bedroom and snuggled under the covers. 
The new stuff was just as wonderful as the previous chapters.  There were now well 
over ten thousand words double spaced with perfect margins, exactly the way that it 
should be formatted for submission to an agent or publisher.  When I printed them the 
only intention was to have them to take with me to my warm bed.  When I saw the 
pages in the neat pile the tiny spark of an idea took root.  
 
There is often a moment when fate holds its breath.  Many options were surely available 
up to that point, but the worm crept into my brain and whispered to me in my sleep so 
that by the next morning the decision had made itself.   
  



Chapter 6 

 
I don’t remember stopping to think about it.  It was done before thought and sense 
could intervene. I had a contact name in the publishing world.  My grandfather had 
worked with an publishers in the days when he was writing and there was still some 
revenue from his books, left to me in his will.  It was not much, a tiny amount each year 
but the company was honourable and continued to keep in touch.   
 
I parcelled up the pages and put together a query letter fudging the synopsis.  How 
could I write a synopsis when the story was lost in a mist?  I worded it so that it seemed 
to be more a request for an opinion on the work rather than a pitch for publication.  I 
left the parcel in the post office with a strange mix of emotion.  I knew from past 
experience that it would be months and months before I heard anything.  Because of our 
history I believed that I would have a response, but imagined it would be in the distant 
future.  I also felt a sense of relief.   
 
The story had been preying on my mind.  Well, not really the story but the writing, the 
strange, wonderful and worrying events.  The blackouts and the ability that came with 
them had haunted me on a subliminal level and I thought maybe now it would stop.  
Although it had been amazing, it had frightened me a little and I wanted it to just go 
away.  For a long time the reality of my writing skills had been something I’d accepted.  
Yes I’d always wished for magic but it was a little dream which I don’t think I had ever 
believed would be realised.  There had to have been something to justify the time spent 
in what was, for me, a lovely hobby and so I worked with hope.  In truth though I was 
knocked out of kilter, not so much by the quality of the work, but by the way it had come 
to me.   
 
I didn’t open the folder again.  I had drawn a subconscious line under it.  The action of 
sending it away had taken it out of my hands.  I wrote some short stories and sent them 
off.  The file pulled at me often, but I avoided it.  When I thought about it now a whisper 
of fear sizzled through me.  I didn’t want to go back there.  Loss of control had always 
worried me.  I restricted my drinking and had never taken any drugs mainly because I 
couldn’t bear the thought that I may not be completely in charge of my thoughts and 
actions.   
 
I didn’t go away though. The knowledge that the story was there, resting unseen on my 
hard drive and back up stick, grew and grew.  In the end I found myself avoiding the 
writing room.  I read more and listened to music in the evening.  I told myself I was 
taking a break and would start again in a couple of weeks. 
 
On a Saturday morning just three weeks after I had posted the manuscript the 
telephone rang.  
 
“Hello Lynne Brown.”  
 
“Lynne it’s Max.  From Turner and Morrow. I’m calling about the submission you sent 
us.”  
 



“Oh, okay.  You got it then?”  Surprise made me stupid.  
 
“Oh, we got it all right.  Listen I’ve passed it round the office here and the general 
consensus is we would love to see a full manuscript.  Have you reached that stage? How 
much have you done?  I really think you have something wonderful here.” 
 
Speech eluded me, my mind raced.  How I had longed for this conversation, I had truly 
dreamed about it and wished for it.  Thoughts spiralled and tumbled and wouldn’t be 
pinned down. Think you fool. “Oh well, I have a little more.”  The first lie.  “I am still 
working on it of course.” Number two.  There was great disappointment in his voice but 
he recovered well.   
 
“Okay, well look maybe we should meet up.  I can’t tell you how exciting this is.  Of 
course you understand this is very preliminary but we definitely think it’s worth us 
talking. Can you meet with me next week?” 
 
“Yes, yes of course.  Oh yes I’m thrilled of course.” 
 
“Great, I’ll get Sandra to give you a ring and arrange a time.  When you come bring what 
you have with you.” 
 
“Okay, brilliant.  See you next week.  Bye” 
 
“Bye Lynne.” 
 
I put down the receiver flopped onto the chair and buried my head in my hands.  What 
had I done? I had put myself in the most ridiculous position.  How could I take what else 
I had to a meeting with the agent?  I had nothing else.    



Chapter 7 

 
Creeping through to the writing room I eyed the computer.  After a nervous pause I 
switched on the power and waited for the boot sequence.  I was struggling to make my 
mind a blank, calm and open to whatever might happen.  It had occurred to me that if I 
simply went and started writing maybe; just maybe, I would be able to do it.  There was 
a horrible flutter of desperation in my chest.  This scared me, I didn’t want to lose 
control but I did want the magic.  Could I have one without the other? 
 
What a stupid, ill thought out thing I had done.  Now I was in danger of losing what little 
reflected esteem I had enjoyed through my grandfather’s reputation.  What was 
happening now could mean that any future work would be discounted.  My own 
reliability would be questioned and distrusted. This could be the death knell to any hope 
I could ever have of seeing my dreams fulfilled.  If I failed now I would probably never 
be a published novelist, it would all be over for me. 
 
Not only was there no further work to show the agent, I didn’t even know where the 
story was meant to go.  I had been a reader only, a mesmerized and enthralled reader it 
was true but no more than that.  Where the plot and the enchanting language had come 
from I had no idea.  There was the love story and the recounting of wartime adventure 
and the intermingling of the two.  There was something else, a hidden mystery.  I didn’t 
know what that was but I did know that if it wasn’t revealed the story would never be 
complete. 
 
The characters were strangers to me, they were from another time and they 
experienced things that I could only begin to imagine.  Okay, that’s what fiction is all 
about surely, but this, this weaving of wonder was from deep inside a well that I had no 
access to in my normal state.  There was pain here, and love of course as it was a 
romance, but the depth of passion was something I truly didn’t believe I had ever felt. I 
had loved and I had lost but not in this violent, all encompassing, totality. Was it hiding 
in my inner heart, a knowledge I had missed something, that I, that everyone should 
experience such rapture.  Was it indeed my subconscious showing me what I should 
have, could have had?  Maybe, or perhaps it was writing I was normally unable to free.  
Writing trapped in my mind, which was occupied and blocked by the drudgery and 
pettiness of the everyday.   
  
 I stared at the screen and it stared back waiting for me to summon the courage needed 
to open the file.    There it was, the image of a page.  My finger rolled the mouse wheel, 
scrolling down to the end of the document.  Nothing came to me, absolutely nothing.  My 
fingers hovered over the keys, pecked at them, but didn’t even form a sentence. It was 
worse than block it was a complete emptiness of thought.  I panicked, my mind was 
refusing to function on any level and I was lost in a fog.  
 
Taking a deep breath I spoke aloud. “You’re being stupid; of course you wrote the story.  
How else did it get here?  If you could write six chapters you can write the rest.  Breathe 
and relax.”   
 



I took a cleansing breath, trying to remember the yoga classes from last year when my 
life had been in turmoil.  The idea was to empty the mind and let the wonder flood in.  
Nothing happened.  I had an empty mind already, an empty panicked, useless, 
embarrassing, stupid mind.  Tears of frustration and anger flooded my eyes and dripped 
onto the keyboard.  Great, why not fuse the computer as well.  
 
I slammed away from the desk and went to lock up and turn out the lights.  After a quick 
shower I fell into bed.  Immediately my head hit the pillow the my empty brain filled.  
Ah, that it could have filled with literary genius and flowing text but no, instead it filled 
with mortifying conversations and futile excuses for me to offer to the agent.   I tossed 
and thrashed on the mattress tangling the bedding around my legs becoming more hot 
and bothered as the minutes passed.  
  
An hour later I gave up on the idea of sleep and dragged myself down to the kitchen to 
heat warm milk and honey.  The house was sleeping, oblivious to the turmoil that 
gripped me. The writing room door hung open.   I hadn’t closed the blind and silver light 
shone through the window falling across the desk.  It was quite lovely with the dark 
glow of the red rug and the glitter of glass penholders winking in the moonlight. The 
gentle calm soothed me.  
 
Okay, at the end of the day I was going to look a little silly, I would have to tell the agent 
that I had acted impulsively and wasn’t ready to submit the book.  I would telephone 
tomorrow and make a fire fighting call, then I’d put the whole thing behind me.  I had 
learned a painful lesson but it didn’t really matter.  In terms of a lifetime this was really 
a small thing, but there was an ache in my soul.  You see I really had wished to write the 
book.  I truly needed the work to be mine and to admit now that it was beyond me to 
continue was very painful.   
 
I ran my fingers across the keys and the night spiralled away.  The moonlight retreated 
and when I opened my eyes again I knew immediately.  Holding my breath I woke the 
machine and there it was thirty pages of beautiful writing.   
 
“I’m sorry.  It is insufficient and inadequate but it is all I have.  I am desperately sad. That 
we should have argued is pain enough.  That we should have argued when we are to be 
apart for weeks is torture.  I said things I should never have said, I wounded you.  My heart 
is bleeding.   
 
We were both overwrought with the thought of separation.  You know as well that I am 
always sensitive when you have been with your family.  The lies and the disloyalty that I 
know you succumb to tear at me, they claw at my very soul.  I know you have no choice.  I 
know it is the only way.  I know you hate it as much as I do but it pains me to hear you 
rationalise it so very well.  You were so calm, so amused telling me of the partner they had 
lined up for you at dinner.  Why can’t you see, why don’t you understand what it does to 
me.  I don’t have your strength and humour, I am weak and petty and ridiculous and now 
we have argued.   
 
I will likely be killed while you are away. We both know that each day is one day nearer to 
what seems now to be inevitable.  If I am dead and we have not resolved our disagreement 



please forgive me.  Love me as you have always done.  Don’t let my idiocy besmirch the 
truth of what is wonderful.”  
 
The story had come back and my spirit soared.  The lessons of the night before 
dissipated like bubbles in the rain and I printed out the pages.  I took the next step along 
the rubble strewn pathway of subterfuge and confusion.     
  



Chapter 8 

 
 Waiting in the hotel coffee bar was torture.   I would probably have felt this way 
meeting with an agent in any event.  Having work published is the stuff of dreams for 
scribblers such as me and very difficult to achieve.  I had the extra pages in my bag along 
with a second copy of the first few chapters.  How cruel is fate, I was carrying with me a 
piece of writing which I knew was the best that I had ever produced.  I knew that 
without a shadow of a doubt.   
 
I should have been thrilled, excited and confident.  I was nervous and felt criminal, a 
fraud.  I told myself over and over that the work was my own, had told myself the self 
same thing all morning.  I was sure as I could be that my fingers had typed the prose.  
Certainly it was on my machine, but was it from my brain?  Was it from my writing 
heart?  I honestly didn’t know.  I couldn’t remember writing any of it not one syllable.  
Did that really matter?  If I had deliberately had myself hypnotised and then written 
while in a trance then surely the writing would be mine, wouldn’t it?  The more I 
wrestled with the problem the more I confused myself.  At the end of the day I felt a fake 
and that was the truth of it. 
 
Max was heading towards me now across the dining room.  He waved and smiled.  He 
had aged and it occurred to me that the last time I had seen him was at Granddad’s 
funeral.  I had never sent his organisation any of my work.  They didn’t publish short 
stories and it had never seemed worth my while asking them to look at my attempts at 
novels.  That was in the day when I was honest, before my head had been turned by the 
story and Max’s reaction to it.  
 
I stood and leaned towards him to accept the kiss on both cheeks.  “My dear, how lovely 
to see you. You look well.  I was sorry to hear about your marriage and then your dear 
parent’s.  You had a dreadful time.  I hope things are looking up now.” 
 
“Yes, thanks Max.  It was pretty grim for a while, but I think I’m on top of things at last. I 
moved house you know.” 
 
“Yes, I saw the address.  Happy there?”  He tipped his head to one side waiting for my 
response.  
 
“I really am.  It’s a lovely place and it’s helped me to move on in my life.” 
 
“Shall we order a bite and maybe a drink and then we can get down to business?” 
 
“Mm lovely.  Just a sandwich for me I think.  I don’t eat much at lunchtime.” The truth 
was that my stomach was churning so furiously I wasn’t even sure a sandwich would go 
down but I had to try and put on a front. 
 
“Sure? well they do a particularly nice Club Sandwich would that suit?” 
 
“Lovely.” 
 



“And to drink, wine or perhaps some beer, coffee?” 
 
“No, no just a glass of apple juice I think.  Thanks Max.” 
 
He gestured to the waiter, gave our order and then turned his chair so he could look 
more directly at me. 
 
“Well now, this is exciting.  As I told you on the telephone it is very early days but from 
what we have seen of this new work we are very keen indeed to take it on.  Did you 
bring any more with you?” 
 
I pointed to the envelope on the table beside my fork.  “It’s not a lot more.  I’m still 
working on it as I said.”  The words struggled to escape the great lump in my throat.  
This man had been a friend of my grandfather and here I was not only lying to him 
about having more of the book being “worked on” but not telling him the real truth 
about any of it.  The harsh reality was of course, I couldn’t even be sure there would be 
any more.  
 
“Excellent.  Now then what we need to do is get a bit of paperwork sorted and then we 
can relax.  Are you willing to sign a contract to let us handle this and also of course that 
you’ll agree to let us have the finished work in a time scale to be agreed and so on and so 
forth?  I’m sure you know what sort of thing I’m talking about.” 
 
I nodded.  I could feel myself sinking further and further into the morass unable to save 
myself.  I should have told him I needed more time.  I should have asked for a while to 
think.  So many things I should have done, but did I?  No, I simply nodded my head and 
smiled and let myself be sucked in.   
 
We had our lunch, I didn’t taste any of the complicated sandwich.  I felt disconnected, 
distracted and unreal.  My conscience wasn’t pricking at me it was slashing and poking 
and spearing me.  I ignored it all, in spite of the misgivings, I was flattered and excited 
and living a dream and I didn’t want to let it go. If pride comes before a fall then how far 
was I going to tumble and how much did I deserve it.  I let my head be turned and 
grasped at clouds and vapours, instead of keeping my feet planted firmly on the good 
earth.   
  



Chapter 9 

 
What a terrible day, made even worse because I should have found it wonderful.  I 
pushed the door closed and leaned my back against it; my bag thudded to the floor.  I 
felt wrung out and miserable.  
 
In my mind’s eye I relived the day my grandfather came home with the news his first 
book had been accepted for publication.  A modest man, his face shone with a mixture of 
embarrassed pride, fulfilment and excitement.  The day he received the first proofs he 
brought them into the garden to show me.  His fingers trembled with the thrill of it. 
Later, the first copy of the finished book rendered him speechless. I could see him 
clearly now in memory with the brand new publication on the table in front of him, 
unopened and pristine and a tear of accomplishment and joy sliding down his face.  
 
For me though today couldn’t be more different, my stomach felt hollow.  
Disappointment was my most overriding emotion, closely followed by worry.  I had 
made an undertaking now and my reputation depended on delivering the goods.  Okay, I 
told myself, in the great play of things what did it matter but if the thought of letting 
myself down was horrible, how much greater was the idea of tarnishing my 
grandfather’s reputation by association.  
 
The house was drowsing, it hadn’t yet registered my arrival.  The radiators ticked as the 
oil in them began to heat and the tap in the kitchen dripped, the water chiming against 
the enamel of the sink.  Apart from these things the silence was enough to make my ears 
ring, it was lovely and it calmed my jangling nerves.  
 
I made a cup of tea and went into the writing room.  Soon the computer was powered up 
and the story file open.  I re-read the latest chapters.  If I had been simply a reader with 
a good book I knew that I would have sat there until shivering with chill in the early 
hours.  I had done it so many times before, mesmerised and captured by enthralling 
prose. Reaching the end of a chapter I sighed and pushed back from the desk. 
 
Feeling out of sorts and worried I took myself off to bed early and swallowed a couple of 
herbal sleeping pills.  Tomorrow was a work day and it was time to try and find a sense 
of perspective about all this.  It was wrong to be letting what was in reality a hobby, 
occupy so much of my life.  
 
I woke in the early hours.  The moon was trying to get into my bedroom through a little 
gap where the curtain didn’t quite meet.  The light through the window cut a slice of 
brightness across the rug.  Sliding my legs out I felt around with my toes for the slippers 
which had crawled under the bed since they flopped from my feet earlier. I didn’t bother 
to turn on the lights.  There was enough brightness for me to find my way around and 
the dimness was gentle on my night-time eyes.  I made my way to the kitchen for a 
drink.  
 
It was a surprise to see the machine in the writing room was turned on.  I am fairly 
careful about switching off all things electrical before bed, but had been preoccupied 
and obviously forgot.   



 
I flicked at the mouse, not only had I forgotten to turn off the machine but hadn’t exitedt 
Word.  There was the story still on the screen.  I plopped down in front of the computer 
and began to write. Well, I say I began to write, my fingers began to type and the words 
appeared on the screen.  I didn’t black out as before but simply allowed the prose to 
write itself.  My heart soared, the magic was here.  I could tell that the work was good 
and I was aware and awake. For an hour or more it was bliss, simply enjoying the 
experience and basking in the pure fun of writing good stuff.    
 

“Tonight we have done our duty. We have carried out our orders and we have 
accomplished our aims. 

Tonight we have indeed loosed the Hounds of Hell.  We have rained down unparalleled 
horror and death and destruction on our fellow humans.  We have changed forever the lives 
and the spirits of children and grandmothers, of lovers and mothers.  We have killed and 
maimed and terrified, poets, and singers and writers, and gentle souls and bewildered, 
fearful creatures.  The innocent and the guilty have felt the pain of our lash, the sweep of our 
sword.  

As we turned for home the sky was a crimson ball.  I watched it reflected in the windows 
as the souls of the dead ascending into a flaming horror that had become the hell of heaven.  

If this thing is ever over and we need to remember how it was, how bloody and dreadful 
and inhuman it was we will need only to utter one word.   

Dresden 

I am destroyed. How can I live with this in my memory?  How can any of us?  

 
I stopped to re-read the work and a quiver of excitement ran through me turning 
unexpectedly into a shiver.  The room was icy and a sliver of unease stroked my nerve 
endings.  The hairs on the back of my neck prickled as I sensed with a chilling certainty 
someone was standing behind me.  
 
I glanced up and could see the room reflected in the darkened window.  The figure in 
the doorway was clear and undeniable.  I whipped around, a noise half scream, half gasp 
whistled from my throat.  
 
There was no one there.   
 
I shot up from the chair and ran the few steps to the hallway switching on the light in 
passing.  The front door was closed and secure.  My heart pounded but fear hadn’t yet 
overtaken shock in the gamut of reactions. I spun and stepped into the kitchen.  The 
lights were out and the back door was closed.  I rattled the handle and it was locked.  
Peering through into the garden I could see nothing and no-one.  I was shivering now. 
My warm dressing gown was only up at the top of the narrow stairs.  Fear chose this 
moment to dry my mouth and whisper into my brain, rendering the woolly comfort 
unreachable.  



 
I told myself surely I would have heard if anyone had run up the stairs.  My unhelpful 
imagination pointed out that whoever it was had gone somewhere.  I steeled my nerves 
and stepped onto the first step.  My legs decided they didn’t want to go up there, thank 
you. I grabbed the banister and as I did I heard a noise from the writing room.   
 
Instinctively I turned and took the few steps back down the hallway towards the noise.  
The printer was spewing paper onto the floor.  I ran across to peer at the computer.  It 
was as it had been left it with the curser blinking at the end of the last word I’d typed.  I 
grabbed up a handful of the fallen pages, they were covered with the latest writing.  
Looking back at the machine I pressed the print button, there was nothing in the print 
queue and no indication the printer should be producing anything.  I stepped from the 
room and pulled the door tightly closed. 
 
I turned on all the lights downstairs and wrapped a blanket from the settee around my 
shoulders.  I felt afraid I really did.  Should I call the police?  Ridiculous, what was there 
to say?  “Help my printer is printing, come and save me.”  I knew though there would be 
no going back upstairs until daylight.  I held my breath and listened; there wasn’t a 
sound.  There could be no-one in the house but, try as I might, it was impossible to 
persuade myself I was alone.  I spent the next few hours curled in the corner of the 
settee, jumping and jerking at every snap and pop that the old house made.   
  



Chapter 10 

 
I guess I dozed on the settee until the little sounds of a new day brought me to my 
senses. In the writing room there was a drift of papers lying across the rug.  I collected 
them and squared them up on the desk plopped into my chair and read them through, 
rearranging them where necessary.  The work was good, I hugged myself, a grin had 
pasted itself across my face, the greatest thrill was that I remembered writing this.   
 
Now, the next thing was to face the rest of the night’s happenings.  The fact I was sitting 
here now, safe and only slightly stiff from a night on the settee, was proof positive it had 
all been my imagination, well wasn’t it?  I mulled over the possibility it could have been 
a combination of the sleeping pills and my overwrought state.  Whatever it was it had 
been scary and unpleasant.  But, there was no real harm done and it was time for work.  
I ran up the stairs and into the bathroom, took a shower to relax and soften my tortured 
muscles.  
 
I was running late so decided I would buy my breakfast at the stall in the station.  I don’t 
do it often and it always feels like a decadent treat.  Yes, why not, it would be my reward 
for last night’s writing.  
 
I grabbed my bag and clattered back down to the ground floor.  It took a moment to 
check the kitchen, gas, lights and back door.  Walking down the hall towards the front 
door my eyes were pulled to the writing room.  The papers from the desk were 
scattered across the floor again.  Not just all over the floor, they were spread to all four 
corners of the room, some of them were screwed into balls.  
 
I froze on the spot, my mind a total blank.  This didn’t make any sense, not at all.  The 
windows were closed and nothing else in the room was disturbed.  Little picture cards 
stood on the window ledge and a couple of note pads lay on the desk.  All were just 
where they were supposed to be. I took a couple of steps inside the door and bent down 
to retrieve the nearest sheets of writing.  They were completely blank.  Oh okay, some of 
the spare paper from the printer had become mixed up with whatever had happened in 
here.  Moving further in I harvested more of it, all blank, every single sheet, completely 
devoid of any sort of print or mark.  
 
So, this wasn’t the same paper.  This must be from the printer and the pages from last 
night must be somewhere else.  Where had I taken them?  I ran through to the living 
room and searched quickly and then did the same in the kitchen, but couldn’t see them.  
Running back up to the bedroom I checked there, nothing.   
 
An icy chill ran down my spine as I stood on the landing.  I didn’t like this, I didn’t like 
this one bit.  I don’t know why it scared me so but it did, oh yes. 
  



Chapter 11 

 
All day in the office I felt distracted and puzzled.  The disturbed night had left me jaded 
anyway, but as I’d walked out and locked the front door, leaving the blizzard of paper on 
the office floor, I’d looked up at my house.  It’s hard to explain the feeling.  I think that 
more than anything it was a sort of distrust.  A strange word to use I know but that’s the 
only way I can describe it.  The beautiful home that had been giving me so much 
pleasure now seemed to conceal some threat.  This strange ability I had acquired to 
write, and then not remember having written, had caused me to act in a way that could 
only be described as really rather stupid.  Yesterday I had rejoiced in the altered 
situation and now today I wished that I had never seen the story.   If I had never read 
those passionate, wonderful words, I would still be delighting in the little pleasure of 
having my writing room instead of being swept by a wave of dread whenever I 
considered going home.  
 
“You doing anything tonight Molly?”  
 
“Not really, just the usual you know.” 
 
“Don’t suppose you fancy coming home with me do you.  You can stay over if you like.  
We can go to your place and pick up what you need and then get the later train.  What 
do you reckon?” 
 
“Yeah, okay that sounds nice.  Not a special occasion is it.  God, I haven’t forgotten your 
birthday or something have I?” 
 
“No, you daft thing.  I want to show you something and I need your opinion.” 
 
“Well as long as you remember I’m hopeless at colour schemes and stuff.” 
 
“No, no it’s nothing like that.  Are you going to come then?” 
 
“Yeah great.”  
 
I felt better.  On the way home I would have to fill Molly in on all that had happened.  
Surely someone else, an outsider, would see the thing through more rational eyes.  
Apart from that I had been dreading going into the house and facing the writing room.  I 
also still felt a bit wobbly after the shadowy figure thing during the night.  All in all I just 
needed company and somebody to talk to about it all and lovely Molly would be ideal…   
 
“But, I don’t understand.” 
 
“No I know, neither do I.” We sat on the dusty seats of the commuter train and I had 
tried to explain as clearly as I could.  It hadn’t been easy. 
 
“What are you saying though?  No, no, first of all explain why you didn’t say anything 
about the agent and the contract?  I know how much you’ve always dreamed about that 
happening and then when it does you don’t tell anyone.  That’s weird.” 



 
“I know but I just felt so guilty about it.  I didn’t feel as though I’d written the stuff 
because I couldn’t remember.” 
 
“Well who else could have written it?”  I was unable to answer this question.  I had 
puzzled this so many times.  If my fingers had typed the words then surely I had written 
the work.  On the other hand if I wasn’t really aware of even hitting the keys how could I 
be sure of anything.  
 
“But, you sit at the computer and sort of black out and then when you wake up there is 
all this super writing.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Then you suddenly find that you can do it sort of properly for want of a better word” 
 
“Well yes.”  
 
“So what’s the problem surely it’s all better now.  Go for it.”  
 
“No, you see there’s something else.”  Now that we were on the way and she couldn’t 
back out I felt confident to tell her the rest of the story. It had been sneaky and I felt 
nervous and guilty now as I began to come clean. My life seemed to be lurching from 
one crisis of guilt and indecision to the next, I was feeling worn and disheartened by it? 
 
“Last night when I was doing the writing there was someone else in the house. Behind 
me, watching me, in the hall.” 
 
“Who?” 
 
“Well nobody.” 
 
“What, I don’t know what you mean.” 
 
“I saw a shadow in the window and when I turned round there was nobody there.”  
 
“There’s something else though isn’t there.  Come on you might as well tell me the rest 
now you’ve started.”  
 
I took a deep breath.  “The writing that I did last night, the stuff I remember doing.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“It was gone this morning.  At least I think it was.  The sheets of paper were blank.  I 
didn’t have time to check the machine.  I don’t know whether it’s still on there or not.”  
 
Molly stared at me a worried frown drawing her eyebrows together.  “So there was 
definitely nobody in the house though?” 
 



“I don’t think so.  If there was they got out without me knowing.  But, I don’t know who 
threw the papers around and anyway they were printed last night and this morning 
they were blank.” 
 
“No, no they can’t be.  They must be different papers.  The ones that you printed will be 
in another room.”  I shook my head.   
 
“I looked everywhere, that’s how come I was late for work.  I spent so long running 
around the house that I missed the train.” 
 
Molly shook her head and looked away.  “You know you have been going through a lot of 
stress.” 
 
“No Molly, I’ve already thought of all that but it doesn’t work.” 
 
“Okay, now don’t get upset.  Is there any history of epilepsy in your family?  You know 
you can have a thing called petite mal and you black out and then don’t remember 
anything about it.”  
 
“Well, I can see where that comes from, but if it’s something like that how come last 
night I could write and this morning the stuff just isn’t there.”  Tears were leaking from 
my eyes now and Molly took hold of my hand.   
 
“Hey, come on don’t get upset.  We’ll sort it out.” 
 
We walked in silence from the station and down the narrow path to my front door.  
When I tried to slide the key into the lock my hands shook so much that I had to hand 
over to Molly and she pushed into the hallway before me. 
 
We walked straight to the writing room and stood in the hallway, staring in.  The room 
was in perfect order.  The standby light on the computer winked from underneath the 
desk.  A tidy pile of paper was propped in the feed on the back of the printer. 
 
“You daft bugger,” Molly pushed me sideways, “Oh you had me going there you really 
did.”  She giggled and took a step into the little room.  Turning round laughter still in her 
eyes she glanced towards the staircase and the grin froze on her face.    
  



Chapter 12 

 
I spun round to peer up the stairs.  In the dimness I could see only the picture that hung 
on the wall, facing the bottom of the steps.  “What, what did you see!”  
 
Her face was ashen and at first she was unable to respond.  Her left hand had risen a few 
inches and her index finger pointed towards the staircase, if it hadn’t been so scary it 
would have been comedic. 
 
I heard her suck in a deep breath as I ran to throw my arms around her.  She seemed in 
imminent danger of crumpling to the floor. “Who,” I held her and felt her shudder and 
she turned her face towards me. “Hell fire, who was that?” 
 
“I didn’t see anything.  What was it?  God are you okay you look awful?  Here come in 
here and sit down.” I led her to the desk chair and she collapsed into it. 
   
“Didn’t you see him?  He must be still up there.  Quick what are we doing?  Call the 
police, go and see, follow him” She was gabbling now.  
 
“I didn’t see anything, there was no one there.  I didn’t hear anyone.  Look let me get you 
a drink. Are you okay?”  I felt dreadful, my friend had come, in all good faith, to keep me 
company and there she sat as pale as a ghost, her eyes wide and frightened.  She leapt 
from the seat, sending it thudding back against my desk, a can of pens tumbled to the 
floor ignored as she launched herself into the hallway. 
 
“Come on, come up.  He must be up there.  I wasn’t imagining things.  He was as real as 
you or me. A big bloke, standing on the half landing.  I’m such a wuss losing it like that.  
Come on.” With this she hammered up the staircase rattling the picture and the wall 
lights as she thundered past.  “Where are you, come on.  What the hell do you think 
you’re up to?”   Flinging open the first door she almost fell into the bathroom.  The small 
space was completely normal, just as I had left it that morning.  She spun quickly and 
pushed past me into the guest room. “You stay there.  Don’t let him get past you. Here.” 
She had grabbed the toilet brush as she left the bathroom and she thrust it into my 
hand.  
 
I stood bemused holding the dripping plastic as she ran into my bedroom flinging open 
the wardrobes and swinging the curtains up and out from the wall.  “Molly, for Pete’s 
sake Molly hang on.  Just wait a minute.”  She turned her head to look at me over her 
shoulder.   
 
“No, no I won’t have it.  I’m not having you thinking I’m seeing things.  The bugger is 
here somewhere.  Clear as day I saw him stood there on the stairs.  A big bloke in a long 
coat.  You must have seen him.  I really can’t believe you didn’t.  Are you sure you didn’t 
see anything?” 
 
I returned the stupid toilet brush to the plastic holder and as I did so started to giggle.  
“Molly what did you want me to do with this thing, swoosh him to death?” My tittering 
stopped her and she focused on the drips down the front of my coat and then glanced at 



the white plastic contraption standing to attention beside the toilet bowl.  She began to 
laugh and before long we were absolutely helpless, holding on to each other with tears 
streaming down our faces.  We tried to clamber back downstairs bumping and banging 
clumsily as we went.  
 
When we finally regained some control I poured two shots of whisky and we took the 
glasses into the living room and collapsed across the settee. “Oh my God, what an idiot,” 
she hiccupped again as the laughter threatened to overwhelm us both, “I just grabbed 
the first thing I saw.  I suppose you could have rubbed him in the face with it.”  As she 
spoke her face changed.  “It’s all very well but what on earth was that.  I would swear 
right now that when I turned round there was a big bloke standing at the top of the 
steps looking down.  I know it was dark but he was as clear as anything.”  
 
“Well there certainly isn’t anybody there you made as much noise as a herd of 
elephants.  Anyone there would have been out of the window and away.”  
 
“It’s weird though.  You know with all the other stuff that’s gone on, it is a bit weird.”  
 
“Hmm, I know.  I’m glad you’re here.”  I was, very glad she because in spite of the almost 
hysterical laughter I had a sick heaviness in the pit of my stomach and a distinct feeling 
that something was really very wrong.  
  



Chapter 13 

 
“I’ll tell you what Molly that laugh has done me the world of good.”  I leaned over and 
gave my friend a hug.  “Why don’t I start making us something to eat and if you like, and 
there’s no pressure, you could have a look at the story. Oh God, I forgot we don’t know 
yet whether the pages from yesterday are still on the machine.”  We stared at each other 
for a breathless second and then flew down the hallway and into the writing room.  
 
The machine powered up and I opened Word and the story file.  I hit the controls and 
skipped to the end.  The work that I had done was gone.  I looked in the backup folder 
that I had created and it wasn’t there either.  “Did you save it in the cloud?”  Molly was 
clicking madly on buttons as she spoke. 
 
“No, but I did copy it onto a memory stick.  Hang on.  I pulled the blue plastic bar from 
the box on top of my desk and plugged it into the side of the computer.  
 
“Is it there, is it?” She pushed at me trying to peer at the screen.  
 
“No, how can that be?  I definitely saved it, backed it up on the computer and copied it to 
this stick.  There’s nothing beyond the work I last did, er well you know ‘asleep’.”  I 
couldn’t stop the flow of tears and Molly wrapped her arms around my shoulders.  
 
“Aw come on love I’m sure we’ll sort it out don’t worry.  Don’t cry I’m sure there’s a 
logical explanation for all this.”  
 
“Oh Molly don’t you see?  That was the very best writing I have ever done.  It was a 
million times better than anything I’ve ever managed before.  I read it over and I just 
couldn’t believe it was mine and now it’s gone.” 
 
“Well, can’t you redo it?” I turned to look at her.  How do you explain this thing?  How 
can you make a non-writer understand without sounding precious and pretentious?  
 
“The thing is Molly it just doesn’t seem to work like that. I can remember little bits of it 
of course I can because I read it a couple of times but I can’t just sit down and do it 
again.  It’s a different place you go to, I know, I know that sounds weird and putting on 
airs to be interesting, but if you’ve never had that spark I don’t think that you will be 
able to understand.  I have experienced it a bit now and again and it’s wonderful.  It’s 
like you’re not really in charge and something else has taken over and when I did that 
last work it was like being lost in a spell.”  She was looking bemused, “Oh I know it 
sounds daft and I can’t explain it, but I’m sure that if I sat down now and tried to re-do it 
the results wouldn’t be anything like it, the magic wouldn’t be there.”  
 
“Aw love, this is really getting you down isn’t it.  Come on let me read what there is 
anyway.” 
 
“Yeah, go on and I’ll go and start some dinner.” 
 



I defrosted, chopped, peeled and baked and there was no sound from the other end of 
the hallway.  I popped in once to take her a glass of wine and Molly was sitting with 
tears rolling down her face as she read the beautiful words.  I didn’t bother her, just left 
the glass and gave her a quick hug across her shoulders.  I knew the power of the story 
and I didn’t want to bring her back from the place it had taken her.  
 
The steaks were ready and as I took the baked potatoes out of the oven I called down to 
her “Dinner’s ready Molly.”  There was silence for a while and then she came out of the 
writing room and down to join me at the table. 
 
“Oh wow.  That is one of the most amazing things I have ever read.  It’s so passionate 
and moving and parts of it were so scary my hands were shaking.  I can’t believe you 
wrote that.  Oh God that sounds awful, that’s not quite what I meant.  What I mean is 
that I’m absolutely gobsmacked by what you’ve done.” 
 
I simply shook my head, “But that’s it isn’t it Molly, did I do it.  I did the other the work 
that’s gone and I was so proud of it but this, I don’t know where this came from.”  
 
I poured more wine, “I just don’t know what to do about it all and let’s get to the other 
thing, that bloody great elephant standing in the corner.  What did you see on the stairs 
and did it have anything to do with what I thought I saw the other night?”   
 
“Do you think it could be a strange trick of the light?  A funny reflection?” 
 
“Well, I suppose mine could have been because all I saw was a shadow in the window.  I 
don’t see how what you say you saw could be a reflection there’s nothing up there to 
reflect from.” 
 
“When we’ve had our dinner we’ll sit in the writing room and fiddle with the lights and 
so on and just see if we can’t make it happen again.  Oh yes and another thing, don’t 
even think about suggesting we go to bed before we’ve looked in all the cupboards and 
wardrobes upstairs.  I don’t want to sound like a wuss again but I am still freaked out a 
bit, okay.”  She raised her glass and chinked it against mine and we grinned at each 
other but I knew my grin was partly bravado and I was pretty sure hers was as well.    



Chapter 14 

 
Sleep was an impossible dream.  After two bottles of wine and another whisky I knew 
really that it wasn’t going to happen.  I had made us both a mug of Horlicks but I can’t 
stand the stuff and don’t know why I keep buying it.  When I walk around the 
supermarket I think “ooh lovely, sipping that in front of the fire and then a lovely long 
night’s sleep.”  I know it works for millions of people but it never has for me and didn’t 
this time, very possibly because I only drank the top inch of it and then poured the rest 
down the sink.  Molly, on the other hand was really driving them home.  I could hear her 
snores through the wall and giggled to myself.  Would I ever tease her about it, well 
what sort of friend am I.  Yes, the sort who will probably tease her about snoring.   
 
Before bed we’d sat in the writing room and turned the lights on and off and moved the 
curtains and the door.  There was never the slightest hint of a shadow like the one I 
believed I had seen. We had opened all the cupboards upstairs giggling to cover our 
nervousness and had found nothing untoward.  The bathroom reduced us to hysteria 
again. Although I was relieved to have Molly in the house with me, the problem was no 
less.  
   
I tossed about a bit, turned on the bedside light and pulled my book towards me to read 
for a while.  I read the same page four times and realised that I still hadn’t registered 
what was happening so I flopped the book back onto the cabinet.  
 
The carpet softened my tread as I took the few steps to the window.  Through the crack I 
made in the curtain I could see the moonlight gleaming on the duck pond in the Green 
and a hint of mist in the lower part of the garden.  The world was hoary with sheens and 
shadows.  There was magic in it.  For long minutes I let the gentle scene sooth me.  
 
My dressing gown was a lovely warm hug around my chilled shoulders as I made my 
way downstairs.  The bulb in the hallway light is a dim one and the gloom stroked at my 
nerve endings in a friendly caress while I made my way to the writing room.   
 
Through the crack in the door I could see the standby light, a red star in the darkness.  
The chair creaked slightly and swivelled as I took my place in front of the desk.  
Gulping back the wave of sadness as I looked at the end of the story I simply read back 
over the last few paragraphs…  
 
“Lynne, hey Lynne are you okay?” Molly shook me awake, chilled and stiff, while grey 
morning lightened the window.   
 
“What on earth are you doing here?  I came down to put the kettle on and couldn’t 
believe you were here.  Have you been writing, couldn’t you sleep?”  
 
“Hmmm, no, no I couldn’t sleep.  I came down to have a look at the story.”  Turning to 
the screen I woke my computer.  I saw immediately that there was more work than 
there had been the day before.  I grabbed hold of Molly’s arm.   
 



“It’s happened again, look, look.”  My finger pointed at the black squiggles snaking 
across the white faux page.  I began to read and as I did I forgot to breathe.   
 
“Oh, wow.”  
 
“What, what is it?” 
 
“This, this it’s mine.  It’s the work I did the other day, well almost.” 
 
“What do you mean almost?” 
 
“Well I recognise it, some of it seems exactly the same, that bit there, that sentence word 
for word but.” 
 
“But, but what?” 
 
“Well it’s off, no, not off it’s better.  It’s mine but it’s got something else.” 
 
“Oh bloody hell, I can’t make head nor tail of what you mean.”  
 
“Okay, look read this bit.”  I scrolled up a few pages and Molly read the end of the 
previous writing. 
 
“Yeah, okay.  That’s what we read last night.” 
 
“Right, now read this.”  I brought the new work into view and sat quietly as she scanned 
the pages.  
 
“Yeah, well it’s wonderful it really is but so is the rest of it.” 
 
“Exactly.”  
 
“Huh” 
 
“There’s no difference.  When I wrote this consciously a few days ago it was great.  I was 
proud of it, thrilled.  But this is better.  There’s no join, it’s seamless.” 
 
“You mean that this is what you wrote but now it’s been improved?” 
 
“That’s it, as if it’s been edited.” 
 
“Oh well.  Well done you.” 
 
“But no, you see I didn’t do this version.  I came down here, I remember sitting down 
and then that’s it.”  
 
“Oh shit.”  
 
“Yup, that’s about the size of it.”  



Chapter 15 

 
“Molly?” 
 
“Yeah, oops sorry toast crumbs.” 
 
“Don’t worry.  Can I ask you something and will you answer me honestly?” 
 
“’Course I will.  Well, if I can.” 
 
“All this stuff, this story stuff.  What do you actually think about it all?”  She put down 
the corner of toast and wrapped her hand around the thick white mug.  She didn’t raise 
it to her lips but swivelled it back and forth on the table.  She watched the dregs in the 
bottom slopping back and forth. 
 
“Okay, well first of all,” she glanced at me then, briefly, before lowering her eyes again, “I 
know that this is very important to you.  I can tell by the way that you are that it means 
an awful lot.  I think that the story is amazing I really do.  I would never have believed 
that I could get so wrapped up in a story about the war.  You know me I’m a chic lit girl.”  
Her blue eyes held mine for a brief moment before finding their way back to the cooling 
coffee. “This story though, it’s something else.  It’s so passionate and human and 
thrilling and scary.  I don’t think books like this come along very often. 
 
“Having said that, I also believe that it should be published, it’s just too great not to be 
out there.  The thing that I think you want to know though is something else.  Are you 
writing it? Well to be honest I can’t see how you’re not.  Okay you say that you don’t 
remember.  I’ll admit that’s just too way out for me to get a handle on.  That said, I also 
don’t know why you’re worrying.  The publisher is thrilled with it and can’t wait for the 
next part.   The work is there, it came from here.” She threw an arm wide and indicated 
the house.  “Stop sweating it, carry on and see what happens.” 
 
“Yes, well.  You say carry on, but that’s one of the problems isn’t it?” 
 
“Is it, why?”  
 
“Well each time I write some I am scared that it might be the last time it happens.  What 
will I do then, what if I can’t finish it?  What if I can’t deliver? I’d look such a fool.  It 
wouldn’t be so bad but I know these people.”  
 
“Look, just do it.  You asked my advice, that’s it, stop fretting and just do it.”  
 
“Can I ask you something else? and this is huge.” 
 
“Go on.”  
 
“Would you move in here?  Would you come and stay until it’s finished?  I’m scared, I 
don’t understand about it and I would love if you’d come and just be here.” 
 



The kitchen clock counted the heart beats as she lowered her head a little.  For long 
minutes there was just the sound of the tap and the birds in the garden.  “Yeah why not?  
Why don’t I do that?  Ground rules though.” 
 
“Okay, yeah what.”   
 
“I pay for my keep.  I help with the housework and, if there are any more weird guys 
fading away on the staircase, you promise to attack them with whatever weapon I give 
you, even if it’s the dish brush or the floor mop.”  Smiling broadly she leant across the 
table and squeezed my arm. “I’d love to come and stay for a bit thanks for asking me.”  
 
“We cleared the kitchen and left the house for the station.  My step was lighter than for 
days.  A trouble halved surely.  
  



Chapter 16 

 
“Lynne, Lynne, I made hot chocolate.” 
 
I dragged my eyes from the screen and shouted back.  “Okay, great. Coming through.”  
The click and hum of my machine tormented me as the screen dimmed and flicked to 
black.  Three nights, fiddling with the keys, reading and re-reading words already 
seared into memory.  It is just was not happening.  Worse though is that, not only had 
the magic stopped happening with the story, nothing at all worked.  A poem I had 
started happily stalled and is lay wrecked on the editing rocks.  A short which was 
almost ready for submission became trapped in a morass of wooden prose, languishing 
on the hard drive flat and empty.  I had lost what I had and, though I acknowledge it was 
never quite what I wished for, it was better than nothing.  Now I had nothing.   
There was no use sighing and staring at the screen and the worst thing is to start getting 
stressed about it.  I know nothing drives the muse into hiding quicker than worrying 
about the absence of inspiration.  
 
“Hmmmm hot chocolate and toast.  You can stay as long as you like.”  I smiled at my 
friend from where I slouched on the sofa in the living room.  Jazz gently murmuring in 
the background and a few logs flickering in the fire place.  
 
“So did you get much done?” Molly didn’t bother to open her eyes as she mumbled at 
me.  
 
“No, not much.”  Tears clogged in the back of my throat as I remembered the hours 
sitting in my lovely writing room.  Hours with nothing in my mind and my fingers empty 
on the keyboard. 
 
She stirred and stretched. “That’s me off up to bed.  Thank heavens it’s Friday it’s been a 
horrible week and if Mrs Clusson starts on me on Monday I’m going to let her have it.”  I 
barely acknowledged the familiar complaints about Molly’s supervisor.  
 
“Okay, see you in the morning.  Don’t worry about locking up, I’ll see to it.”  
 
As her feet thumped on the stairs I carried our cups and plates through, loaded them in 
the dishwasher and checked the back door lock.  A three quarter moon glazed the 
garden and two bats flicked past the window as I peered into the dimness. The scene 
was tinted here and there with silver.  The taller trees out in the lane swayed in the 
small breeze, shushing in the still.  
 
All seemed at peace, a car rushed past in the distance as the owl shouted into the night.  
At first my brain didn’t register the shadow on the lawn.  My eyes took in the shape and 
the depth but it meant nothing until it moved. A slow hovering against the garden wall 
deeper and richer than the surrounding night.  I leaned to the window to peer closer 
and it wavered and vacillated and then leeched into the bricks and was gone.  It was 
weird and unsettling, but I put it down to a trick of the light and took myself to bed. 
 



The first thud stirred me I think.  The following clumps and bangs pulled me from sleep, 
but the scream catapulted me from my bed and out onto the landing in one movement 
before my brain had time to catch up with my jolted body.  
 
“Molly, Molly are you okay?” I snapped on the lights and a gasp hissed into the night,  
 
“My God Molly.”  I ran down the stairs to where she was laying in a crumpled heap.  At 
the very first glance I could see that her leg was twisted into a totally unnatural position, 
and lying across the bottom step above the level of her body. “I reached and felt for her 
pulse.  My first aid training switched me from panicked friend to useful helper as I 
checked her breathing and looked for blood.  She was unconscious but groaned so not 
deeply comatose I didn’t think.  I knew that the worst thing would be to try and move 
her.  I ran and grabbed a blanket from the settee and snatched up the phone as I passed.  
Tucking the wool around her carefully I dialed.   
 
They were coming, they were screaming through the night to help us.  I could do no 
more than hold her hand and shiver in the hallway and wait for the ambulance.   
 
Her eyes flickered open and I said a quick prayer of thanks. “Molly, you’re okay, keep 
still.  An ambulance is coming.” 
 
“Has he gone?”  She drifted away again as I heared the siren wailing and the roar of the 
motor in the dark outside in the lane.    
  



Chapter 17 

 
“Miss Brown.” 
  
“Yes, yes that’s me.  Is she alright, she is alright isn’t she?  I think her leg was broken.” I 
remember that he stood quietly in the half light gleaming through the doorwas, his 
white coat shone in the gloom.  
 
“Well, I suppose it depends on your definition of alright.”  He did smile then though and 
I let go the breath that I didn’t realise had stilled in my chest while I waited for his 
answer. “Yes, her leg is broken, we’ve put it in traction and she will have to stay here 
with us for a while, we may need to operate,” I remember I gasped, I heard the small 
sound leave my mouth, “but it’ll be fine I think.  She is conscious now but very groggy.  
She has asked us to speak to you, which is good because you’re not actually her next of 
kin are you?”  In honestly I had to shake my head.  “Well, she would like it if you’d go 
and tell her mother and father about the accident and reassure them. Is that okay, can 
you do that?  If not we’ll have to get the police and that would be a nasty shock for her 
mum and dad.”  
 
“Of course, yes of course I’ll do that.  Can I see her?” 
 
“Yes, we’re going to be taking her up to the ward soon but you can have a few minutes 
with her now.  We’ve given her something for her pain and she does have a concussion, 
so I don’t know how much sense she’ll make.  She’s been talking about your husband.” 
 
“My husband?” 
 
“Yes, well I assumed it was or of course a partner, anyway the man who lives with you.  
She seemed to think that he saw her fall down the stairs.   
 
“Hey, steady now, come on, sit on this chair, put your head down.  You’ve had a shock 
just take some deep breaths.” 
 
I had flopped onto the hard chair, I can recall even now the strange sensation as the 
window floated across my vision as the floor tipped and bucked.  I remember the arm of 
the doctor across my shoulder and his words in my ear but there was buzzing and a 
threatening darkness.  For a moment I felt lost and then things thudded back into focus 
and all I felt then was nausea. The doctor had seen this many times and had already 
grabbed a bowl but thank goodness I staved off the vomiting… 
 
The accident and emergency department cubicle was small and consisted mainly of the 
trolley bed and a couple of wheeled carts with instruments on them.  Molly’s eyes were 
closed and pain had etched into the tiny lines around her eyes.  There was a contraption 
at the end of the bed covered with a sheet.  There were weights hanging from cables, the 
traction device.  I leaned and touch her hand.  It was a shock, how normal it felt, 
although I can’t say what I expected otherwise. “Molly hello, it’s me, it’s Lynne.” She 
stirred and her eyelids flickered.  A small movement of her lips tried to be a smile. I 
remember as if it were yesterday.  



 
“Ly… hi.” 
 
“I am so sorry Molly.  What happened do you know?” 
 
“Push.  Don’t know why.” She almost drifted away and a nurse came through the gap in 
the curtain. 
 
“I think we are ready to move her upstairs now.  I have a couple of leaflets telling you 
about visiting times and the things that you can bring in for her.  I’m sure she’d like her 
own nightwear and suchlike.”  I know she is trying to give me things to focus on, to help 
with the shock and I’m grateful for her kindness.  
 
“I’ll go and see her mum and dad and sort it all out.  Thank you so much for everything.” 
 
“Oh you’re very welcome it’s what we do.  Do you know how she managed to fall?  We 
haven’t been able to make any sense of what she has been telling us, but she does seem 
to think that your husband was there.”  Again this reference to a man.  I held my peace 
just shaking my head and I gave Molly’s limp hand another squeeze.  
 
“Is there a coffee bar? I could do with a few minutes to gather my thoughts.”   
 
“Yes, down to the end of the corridor and turn left, then just follow the signs.” I trod as 
quietly as I could through the sleeping tunnels of the night-time hospital.  The bright 
lights of the cafeteria took me aback. I bought some coffee, loaded it with sugar and then 
tried to rewind, to sort out, to make sense but the thoughts that crept in were so far- 
fetched, so very impossible that brain couldn’t, or wouldn’t collate the messages.  In the 
end I just had to turn to practicalities and go in search of a taxi to make the difficult 
journey to Molly’s mum and dad’s house trying to work out a way to tell them what had 
happened.    
  



Chapter18 

 
Afterwards, when I was alone again, the house seemed terribly empty.  Molly had only 
been with me for a matter of days but it had been long enough to become accustomed to 
the feel of someone else sharing my space.  The ticking of the clocks, the drip of the tap 
and the scratch of the laurel leaves against the window were all so much louder, more 
intrusive. The shadows were deeper and I jumped at the little cracks and creaks that old 
buildings make.    
 
I had left her sleeping soundly under the influence of the painkillers.  Her mum and dad 
had coped well with the news of the accident.  They had worked efficiently and calmly 
together collecting things for her.  Her mum had cried a few dignified tears when she 
first saw her pale face and the glucose drip attached to her arm and then, without any 
fuss, they had pulled chairs up to the side of the bed.  I had left them sitting quietly in 
the ward, holding one hand each and just being there.  As I watched them keeping their 
vigil I missed my mum and dad so very much.  
 
Thank God I had no blood stains to scrub at and no broken banister rails pointing 
accusing shards of splintered wood at me.  I stood though for quite some time beside the 
staircase.  Anyone can trip on the stairs.  It happens all the time.  People die every year 
from falls in their homes, it could have been worse.  There was no stair carpet here; I 
found no loose rods, no wobbling balustrade.  It was a stable, secure staircase and the 
light was left on all the time.  Yes it was a dim bulb, but it was perfectly strong enough to 
light the stairs.  I saw no hazard, could find no explanation.   
 
Across the hallway the writing room was cold and the only illumination from the street 
lamps at the other side of the lane.  The computer lights nipped at the darkness as I 
pushed the switch. I knew I should have probably made a warm drink and gone to bed.  
It had been a long, stress filled day and I would need to make calls in the morning telling 
our friends about the accident.  I would need to sort Molly’s things and return them to 
her parent’s house.  She couldn’t come back here with no-one home all day and so she 
would go to her mum and dad.   
 
I sat at the desk and opened the story file.  It finished neatly at the end of a chapter and I 
typed in the number of the next one. 
 
I admit now that I was half expecting the darkness to descend and that I would wake the 
next morning cold and aching with work completed in my present absence.  It didn’t 
happen and so I began to type.  I didn’t think too much, simply let my fingers dance on 
the keys and followed the story as it emerged.  I was pleased with the flow of the prose 
and the more I typed the easier it became.   
 
I followed the road dictated by the skittering of my fingers and read as the words 
appeared it was effortless and wonderful.  On and on it went and when I finally typed 
the last sentence and turned to ease my shoulders it was two in the morning.  The 
heating had turned itself off and I realised that I was shivering.  Up to that point I had 
been unaware of any physical sensation, save that of my fingers hitting the keys. 



Throwing a shawl around me I ran through to the kitchen and flicked the switch on the 
kettle, changed my mind and zapped some milk in the microwave.  I sweetened the 
drink with honey for comfort and cradling the warm cup in my hands went back to read 
the work.   
 
It was gone.  All of it.  The story was back at where I started.  I couldn’t believe it.  I had 
definitely saved both in the original file and in the backup folder. I hadn’t backed up 
onto the stick yet.  Flicking, clicking and scrolling I searched the whole of the machine.  
The new work had gone.  Hours and hours of typing, good stuff, elegant flowing prose 
and it was gone. In fury I thumped on the off switch knowing that there would be 
electronically chastisement the next day.  “No more,” I yelled to the heedless darkness of 
the house, “that’s it I have had it.  No more bloody story.” I slapped at the light switch 
and stormed upstairs with tears of anger and frustration flooding my cheeks 
  



Chapter 19 

 
Hugged by my duvet and with no sound but bird song I regained the day slowly.  As is 
the way of it my brain let the morning leak in and I reviewed the past hours. The anger 
swept back as I recalled the loss of all that work. What was the bloody point?  Hours I 
had sat there only to find that, as had happened once before, I turned my back and the 
writing was gone, swallowed by the night.  
 
I lay still and thought back, was I sure absolutely that I had saved the work?  Leaving my 
desk without saving seemed very unlikely, but it had been a hard day.  I pictured myself 
saving and then re-saving and wondered if it could be a trick of my memory.  No, when I 
had gone back into the office the computer had still been on. I had been a couple of 
minutes in the kitchen and the screen was as I left it, apart from the missing words.  
There hadn’t even been time for the screen saver to activate. 
 
Why I was tormenting myself with this.  Why not just walk away, but of course there 
was the publisher hovering in the background.  It was so precious and I had wanted 
desperately to take advantage of my good fortune and have my one shot at the golden 
prize.  Greed or pride, some horrible sentiment that I couldn’t break free of anyway. 
 
Of course, when I turned on my machine it complained that I hadn’t shut it down 
properly and so made a fuss about opening things up.  When it did though it promised 
me an autosave of the work that I had last done.  My heart missed several beats, could it 
be that there would be at least some of the stuff there.  I pressed the button.  
The file opened and my hopes plummeted.  It was as it had been when I had gone to bed, 
as if I hadn’t spent hours typing and creating. 
 
A great sigh swept me into the kitchen where I turned on the kettle and plopped a piece 
of bread into the toaster. I had work to do today.  The accident with Molly had given me 
tasks and I needed to go to the hospital to visit her.  I would call at the flower shop on 
the way and buy some magazines from the newsagent to fill the empty hours facing her 
with her leg in traction.  I ate at the kitchen table and tried to shake off the melancholy 
that had settled on my shoulders. 
 
Busy, busy that was the answer to so many problems.  I sorted Molly’s room, flicked a 
duster around and then jogged the long way round to the shops for the bits and pieces I 
wanted.  The physical exercise worked on my psyche leaving me in a much more 
cheerful mood.  The train to town was on time, clean and not too crowded.  As I walked 
down the hospital corridor I felt the smile developing and a cloud lifted. 
 
Molly was propped in her bed, leaning back with her eyes closed.  Her lids opened as I 
walked up the ward and she gave me a lopsided smile.  I hugged her carefully, being 
broken had made her feel breakable in some strange way but the hug she gave me back 
was strong and steady. 
 
“Molly I am so very sorry about this.  I don’t know what to say.  I feel so guilty.” 
 



“No, now I knew you’d start that and I’m not having it. This was not your fault. I want 
you to tell me that you understand that.  It was nothing to do with you.” 
 
I felt the tears start to my eyes and overflow and my lovely friend simply reached over 
to a box on her bedside cabinet and tore out a tissue.  She handed it to me with a tut. 
 
“Do you know what happened?  I looked last night and I just can’t see how you tripped.  
There was nothing there.” 
 
She turned and stared down at the book now laying on the bedcover, she gave a quick 
shake of her head and then grimaced “Ow, have to remember not to do that. Okay, they 
say because I was concussed it’s okay I don’t remember.  It might come back and it 
might not, they can’t tell, no-one can.” 
 
“So you don’t remember anything?” She turned to me and a flutter of something spun in 
and out of her eyes. “What, what is it?” 
 
“Well, I don’t know.  I’ve gone over it and over it.  My head aches already and it just 
made it worse.” She grinned at me as I squeezed her hand. “No it’s okay, they give you 
drugs whenever you want them.  I’ve been spaced out a lot of the time and to be honest I 
don’t feel that bad.  My leg is as sore as hell but the drugs do help a lot.  I have tried to 
remember, but the trouble is,” she paused and tiny parenthesis appeared on her 
forehead. “Well the trouble is that what I remember, what I think I remember, just can’t 
be.” I didn’t speak, there was nothing to say.  She already understood that I needed to 
hear anything she had to tell me and so I sat quietly. 
 
“Okay, I have a faint memory, it’s not clear, not at all.  I see myself, like a movie when I 
close my eyes.  I get out of bed and go out onto the landing.  It’s quiet and dark, now 
that’s the first odd thing because your landing isn’t dark.  That’s why I don’t know 
whether this is really a memory or something else.  It could be imagination, a dream, I 
don’t know what.  Anyway, the landing is dark.  There is a light flickering downstairs, 
from the writing room.  It’s a white light, like the screen, not just the standby indicators.  
I can just about make it out and I walk across the landing and turn.  As I turn a shadow 
swoops out of the darkness.”  She stopped and looked directly into my eyes.  “It’s the 
same shadow.  That’s why I think it could be imagination.  It’s the man shadow that I 
saw that day before I moved in.  After that there’s nothing except this feeling of falling, 
tumbling.  That’s it.  The next things are what I know I remember, the paramedics, the 
pain, you crying and all that and then it’s bits and pieces until this morning when I woke 
up here.” 
 
A chill ran down my back and the hairs on my arms and neck prickled.  It was time now 
to face what I had been avoiding for so long.  Was it possible that there was a spirit in 
the house?  If there was did it have any bearing on what had happened to Molly, and if 
that were true was I safe.  My throat was dry and for a long moment we simply looked at 
each other wondering what we had become involved with.     
  



Chapter 20 

 
The sense of relief, seeing Molly fairly pain-free, reasonably cheerful and with news that 
she wouldn’t need an operation after all, carried me home with a spring in my step. As I 
pushed my key into the lock her description of what she thought she remembered of the 
fall came back full and strong. What had happened here, what dark deed had taken place 
on my staircase. 
 
Up to this point I couldn’t have expressed my thoughts about spirits, ghosts, the afterlife 
or even what I thought about God.  My childhood took me to Sunday school and there 
was the brief period in my early teens when I had, along with a group of school friends, 
been tempted by the thought of “religion”.  Apart from that I was of the weddings and 
funerals family of church goers until my life went into free-fall a few years ago.  The loss 
of my darling Grandfather and then Granny and within the space of two years both my 
parents, was followed in short order by the breakdown of my marriage.  That had 
shaken any residual belief in a kind and loving deity that I was harbouring. I didn’t give 
it any thought and we just don’t normally talk about that stuff do we, us English. Who or 
what was here with me though?  Was there something in this house from beyond the 
realms of the normality or was it simply circumstances and coincidence.  
 
I pushed open the door and the smell and warmth of my home wrapped itself around 
me.  I loved this place, in spite of all that was happening it was still beautiful to me.  I 
headed for the kitchen to put the kettle on, typical English behaviour there again. The 
hot tea steamed and a chocolate biscuit promised a bit of soul soothing.  I tried to think 
about the thing logically but could find no logic to it.   
 
In my mind I listed the puzzles. There was the missing writing, twice now I had 
produced work I was proud of only to see it disappear.  Then the first work came back 
again, how could that be?  Come to that where did the original story come from anyway?  
I didn’t remember doing it.  I shook my head, I didn’t want to go over all that again, I had 
worn it out.  Every time I tried to fathom this the tangle just wriggled tighter. 
 
I went down to the writing room, maybe reading or just sitting there in the calm would 
help my addled brain.  On the desk, lying across my keyboard in a neat pile sat a small 
number of A4 sheets.  
 
My heart did literally leap into my mouth, well in any case there was a lump in my 
throat and I couldn’t swallow.  I could hardly breathe and my hands were clammy.  The 
house sat in silence and watched as I took the few steps into the room and it saw my 
fingers reach out to pick up the sheets.  The strength left my legs and weakness 
deposited me on the chair which slid sideways as I flopped into it.  I raised the paper 
towards the light from the window but it was too dim.  I reached to the switch and the 
desk lamp flooded the space around me with its gentle glow.  I read my words.  My 
words from the last time, the ones that had disappeared while I was in the kitchen.  I 
glanced at the printer sitting innocently on the shelf.  It looked inoffensive; the pile of 
paper in the feed was slightly reduced.  Well of course it was I was holding them in my 
hand. 
 



I was afraid now, really afraid and I was cold and my hands shook causing the paper to 
shiver as I read my work.  It was as before, mine but not mine.  It was better, corrected, 
edited, and enhanced all of that.  I recognised parts that were word for word as I had left 
them and whole phrases but in one instance a complete paragraph had been changed.  
The work was wonderful.  It was late in the story and told of heartache, loss and 
tragedy.  I knew that, I had written it but now it moved me to tears.  Technically I could 
see what the changes were and artistically I understood what they had done, taking 
words and clothing them in something otherworldly. 
 
Suddenly panic shot through me and I shoved the writing back onto the desk.  This was 
unnatural and now I was truly spooked.  I would delete it all.  After what had happened 
to Molly I was having nothing to do with it.  I turned on my computer opened the file to 
dump the whole lot in the recycle folder and the darkness descended. 
  



Chapter 21 

 
I don’t know how long I was “away”.  It was completely dark when I opened my eyes.  
Not all night then, was my first thought.  I was cold and shivery but not stiff and sore.  It 
must have been something between one to two hours.  I pushed myself upright, took a 
deep breath and gathered together the scattered papers.  There seemed to be about the 
same number.   Certainly the text finished in the same place.  
 
The low humming told me my computer was powered up.  I know that it’s a cliché but I 
gulped, truly a big loud gulp.  It made me giggle, for a minute there, I felt as though I was 
in a movie or a play, overacting, milking the moment for effect.   
 
Squaring my shoulders and pushing the hard copy to one side I flicked the mouse and 
the screen woke.  There was the story document and at the bottom was the digital 
version of the work that had been printed.  I knew absolutely it hadn’t been there earlier 
in the day.  I had searched and hunted and it definitely wasn’t on this machine, but now 
it was just sitting at the end of the story looking innocently as if it belonged. As I sat 
reading, the document suddenly minimised and a clean screen popped up. Centralised 
on the page and in a title font were three words:  
 

Finish It Now 
 
I had heard the expression my blood ran cold and had never understood but it is the 
only way to describe what I felt.  It was as if someone had doused me with cold water.  I 
think I actually gasped.  I guess I jumped from the chair but anyway next second I found 
myself standing by the door shaking and staring at the screen. I ran to the desk and 
pushed the off button then scuttered away to stand by the door again, staring into the 
room.  I was shaking and there tears soaked my face, shock I suppose.  I can’t explain the 
power behind those words. It was like a voice from beyond the grave, that’s all I can say.  
The other writing hadn’t had the same effect on me, perhaps because it looked just like a 
manuscript and it was a story.  This though, this was an instruction and it was aimed at 
me.  I still feel wobbly when I think about it after all this time.  
 
I took a couple of steps forward and that is when I saw the key.  I think it must have 
been there all the time and I just hadn’t noticed it but I couldn’t, hand on heart, swear to 
that. It was old I could see that by the state of it. It wasn’t big but it was old fashioned 
with a long stem finishing in a little loop.  It was beside the keyboard.  That’s why I’m 
not sure whether or not it had been there all the time or had just appeared at some 
stage.  Right then I couldn’t tell much of anything, I was in turmoil, scared and excited 
and shocked and numb, all at once.  My thoughts were tumbling over each other, 
nothing made sense.  
 
I poked at it with one finger and it made a little scraping sound.  I pushed it about a bit 
and then in the end picked it up, once I felt sure that it wasn’t hot or electrified or 
something.  That sounds silly now but with all the stuff that had happened I just didn’t 
trust the evidence of my eyes and the messages from my brain telling me things were as 
they were.  
 



It was just a key, not big enough to be a door key, well not a house door anyway.  I went 
into the kitchen and looked at the old cupboards that had been refurbished but I knew 
that there were no locks on them.  There were a couple of sheds outside but I didn’t 
remember the doors having keyholes, certainly I had never unlocked them.  I just 
couldn’t think where it would fit.  As I stood trying to fathom this new mystery I was 
overtaken with weariness, a real bone tired feeling and all I wanted to do was lie down 
and sleep. Possibly it was the withdrawal of adrenalin, possibly simple tiredness, 
whatever I couldn’t stand any longer, I could process no more information.  I took the 
key and went upstairs and lay across the bed.  I decided that next day I would ring them 
in work and ask for a few days off and try to get myself together.  With this thought in 
my mind I just let sleep take me away.   
  



Chapter 22 

 
Next morning and I tried to review the events of the last few weeks, without puzzling 
the what and the why’s, just the facts.  The dreadful accident to Molly was of course the 
worst thing that had happened and it was hard for me to think about it without guilt.  In 
spite of anything my friend might say, the truth was I had asked her here because of my 
fear and as a direct result of that she now lay in a hospital bed with her leg in traction.  
No matter how much I loved my writing and no matter what eventually happened with 
the story, nothing was worth paying that ghastly price.  
 
There was also the problem of whether I was being dishonest, claiming the writing as 
my own when most of it seemed to come about as the result of “something” else.  Black 
Magic, White Magic, Ghost Writing, Subconscious Channelling all of these slipped 
through my mind as possibilities and I wasn’t able to convince myself any of them 
equated to me writing.   
 
Now though on top of all of it was yesterday’s development, the “instruction” for surely 
it couldn’t be called anything else.  Then there was the key.  I leaned over to where the 
little piece of forged metal sat on my bedside table.  I lifted it and turned it back and 
forth in the dim light.  There is an inherent sort of magic in a key it seems to me.  It is the 
means of securing or secreting and contrariwise a method of entry and access.  There 
have been keys in literature since the dawn of time and they bring with them preloaded 
promise and intrigue.  
 
First things first, I would telephone the office.  I knew they wouldn’t be too put out if I 
took some time off.  It was quiet anyway and I was owed leave.  Then I would read the 
latter parts of the story again and decide whether the changes that had been made were 
mine, or had simply come about as something using me as a conduit. Then I would call 
Max, the publisher and arrange to meet with him.  I would tell him everything.  He 
would think I was mad.  In truth I wondered how sane I was anymore, but it should all 
be brought out into the open and then he could advise me.  Once I had made the 
decision it seemed strange that I had put it off for so long.  
 
I climbed out of bed and headed for the kitchen and my cup of coffee.  As I passed the 
big cupboard at the top of the stairs I shoved the door closed.  It was an airing cupboard 
and I believe that it was original to the house.  A really invaluable resource I never gave 
it a lot of thought even though I used it daily.  The little catch clicked as the door swung 
into place.  
 
My mind felt clearer than for ages. I didn’t go into the writing room.  I knew that it 
would call me soon, but I was ready.  I ate a breakfast bar for my health and drank black 
coffee for my soul and ran upstairs to have a shower.  The door of the airing cupboard 
had opened again.  I would need to buy a new catch.  Positioned as it was at the top of 
the stairs, it was in the way if it was going to keep opening like that.  As the thought 
popped into my mind it was followed in a heartbeat by the other obvious one. Could this 
have had anything to do with Molly’s accident? 
 



I tugged at the big old fashioned brown knob and the door swung further out.  Yes it did 
impede the little landing.  Could it have swung open and pushed Molly down the stairs.  
Then again, if that had been the case how could it have closed again.  No, that was just a 
straw to clutch at but it didn’t work. I peered into the space.  It was pleasant, stuffed as 
it was with clean linen and towels.  It smelt of fabric conditioner and cleanliness.  I 
burrowed in with my hands and my face laying my head on a pile of sheets.  As I leaned 
away a shower of white powder scattered on the floor.  I lifted my hand and brushed it 
through my hair and another cascade fell onto my shoulders and around my feet.   
 
I picked up the top sheet to find it was covered with the stuff.  It was the same with the 
top towels and a couple of heavy sweaters I had stored on the highest shelves.  The step 
stool was in the kitchen and it took me a minute or so to bring it up the stairs.  I climbed 
carefully on the rungs, shining a big torch beam upwards.  The ceiling or roof of the 
cupboard was white and as I climbed nearer I could see that one of the corners was 
decaying and it was likely the source of the white powder.  I imagined it was old plaster 
or mortar or whatever.  Well this was no good. I used this cupboard for all my clean 
linen it wasn’t going to work if they were to be showered with dust.   
 
Okay, this was a simple physical task that I could take charge of.  I ran to the hall and 
called the office.  As I had surmised there was no problem for me to take a few days 
holiday.  Next I called the hospital and was reassured that Molly was comfortable and 
they were hoping she could go home in another two days with crutches and a plaster 
cast. I left a message telling her I would visit tomorrow.   
 
I was actually looking forward to having something apart from the writing to focus on.  I 
put on some work clothes and a baseball cap to cover my head.  Next was a quick trip to 
the shed to fetch a face mask for the dust and a couple of tools.  I felt excited.   
 
The boring part of the job was to take out all the laundry and stored clothes.  The tops of 
each pile were coated with dust and had to be thrown into the dirty linen basket.  I piled 
the rest onto the spare bed and next covered the floors with drop cloths.  It was 
reasonably easy to remove the shelves and climb up near to the ceiling.   
 
I poked at the plaster and it crumbled where my metal bar touched it.  I supposed it 
would all have to be replaced, a task I probably couldn’t manage.  I could keep the cost 
of a builder down if I did the preparation myself though, and so I poked and prodded as 
the plaster showered around me.  After about half an hour there was a pile of dust and 
some larger pieces of board on the floor around the bottom of the ladder.   
 
I hadn’t really thought about what I might find but I think I had imagined just the roof 
space.  Instead of joists and the underside of tiles there were old wooden boards and, 
the more I worked, the more it became clear that what I was uncovering was an 
entrance to a loft, a trap door.  Looking back I think that by the time that I saw the 
padlock I had almost come to expect it on some subliminal level and so there was never 
a sense of surprise but there was definitely a thrill and a frisson of excitement.  I 
climbed down the ladder and ran for the key.     
  



Chapter 23 

 
I couldn’t reach the lock from the short ladder and so there was a delay while I brought 
the longer steps in from the shed.  I was aware that I was grinning as I dashed about, I 
was buzzing.  A different person inhabited my skin on that day, no longer hesitant and 
indecisive.  It seemed that the albatross that had bowed my shoulders was lifting away, 
my mood was lightening and I was sure this was a very important find.   I was driven by 
blind faith that now all would be made clear. My spirit was beginning to soar, I fizzed 
with anticipation and confidence, it was odd and inebriating somehow. 
 
I expected that the old key would fit the padlock, I simply knew without a hint of doubt 
and it did.  If the lock had been rusted closed and difficult to open it would have been no 
surprise but the keys slid in and turned as if the metal was oiled and ready.  It could be 
that where it was up above the warm water tank had kept it in good condition. 
Whatever the reason there was no problem and it swung open and into my waiting 
hand easily. The old hasp grated a little against the wood but it didn’t catch.  I pushed 
upwards against the dusty boards with one hand, holding my other hand above my face 
just in case there was something above the trap door waiting to fall on this unsuspecting 
explorer.   
 
I had prepared to step up into some sort of loft space or attic room and was aghast to 
find that it was just a small wooden space like an upside down steamer trunk as much 
as anything else.  I could see the top although I couldn’t touch it and when I poked inside 
with the iron bar I could tap against the sides all the way around.  What a strange device 
this was.  I had never seen anything like it before and at that point I have to admit to 
some disappointment.  
 
The feeling of let down was fleeting however because the cone of light from my big 
torch lighted on a great wooden box.  It was old looking, dark wood with metal corners 
and two leather straps wrapping around it.  When I think about my contortions on the 
top of that ladder I go cold now.  I reached in while standing on tip toe and stretched to 
get my fingers to the box.  
  
Dragging it to the opening I was showered with dust and detritus.  Webs and odd bits of 
dead insects showered down and I was glad for the face mask that I wore and the 
baseball cap.  The old ladder rattled and knocked against the sides of the airing 
cupboard and it amazes me that I wasn’t deposited in disarray onto the landing.  I surely 
deserved to be.  Talk about don’t try this at home, certainly any watching guardian 
angels must have been peeping through their fingers in horror.   
 
I dragged the old case half way across the opening, it was reasonably heavy and for a 
moment I did feel unnerved, but there was no way back from there and so I carried on, 
supporting it against my chest as it slid towards me.  The topmost rung of the 
stepladder was pretty wide and I lowered the box and then took a moment to breathe 
and untie the knots in my shoulders. 
 
Wobbling to the carpet, sliding the box down the ladder, I couldn’t wait to open the lid.  
The old leather straps were stiff with age and my nails broke as I pulled at them but in a 



short time I threw back the top of the chest. Stacked inside in neat piles were eighteen 
leather bound notebooks.  They were all dark brown and some in better condition than 
others.  A few had water stains or something darker and more sinister and I handled 
them with the greatest care because to me they seemed more precious than the Dead 
Sea Scrolls.  
  
Page after page of close spaced beautiful script told me the story that I already knew. It 
was all there the passion and the pain and the horror.  I couldn’t tell for sure at that 
point but it seemed to me that it was almost identical to “my” story and later I 
confirmed that there were very small changes.  The last two books were new to me and 
they covered dates late on in the war when the narrator had been based as a pilot at the 
local air base and they ended suddenly and my heart sank as I realised what must have 
happened. 
 
Under the books was a heavy cream coloured envelope.  I opened it with reverent care 
and found the letter…  
 
I took a leave of absence from the office and finished the work, it took me another few 
months and then when it was submitted there were small changes but because of the 
nature of the work they were very small. We decided that the only way to handle the 
thing was to publish these two works simultaneously.  The story of forbidden passion 
amidst the horror of war and the impact on two souls fated to be torn apart.  The letter 
is in both works, as a prologue in the book written by Colin a pilot lost to the war and as 
an epilogue in this work to explain better than any poor words of mine could ever do 
how the work came to be published. 
 

The Letter  

 
My only love, 
 
You are gone, I can’t believe that you are no longer of this earth.  Yesterday they told me.  
Over the channel they said, crashed and burned and dead.  
 
Because our love is damned and forbidden there was not for me the exquisite anguish of 
the telegraph boy and the comfort of friends.  I knew though, I felt a sense of loss from the 
moment that I woke yesterday and I ran to the base and there were the ground crews and 
the air crew.  Well you know don’t you, you know only too well how it is, so many times we 
have stood together and searched the skies and prayed and clung to hope until we 
admitted that all was lost and they painted another name on the wall.  Your name will be 
there my darling Colin amongst the glorious fallen, the gilded heroes.  
 
I can’t bear it, I can’t.  How can I live out my life such as it will be?  Before me are eons of 
emptiness.  The world is a great dark void.  How will it be for me to never see your smile, to 
hear your dear voice and to never again see the sun glint on the gold in your hair?  More 
than that my own darling boy how can I live and never feel the strength of your body next 
to mine and to never hold you to my breast again.   



If, as the clergy would have us believe, our love has damned us to hell then wait for me 
there. If we are together in purgatory it will be sweeter to me than a thousand heavens 
should ever be without you. 
 
I have your books, your wonderful writing all of it.  I have kept all of them safe and they 
are stacked in an old trunk.  I have soaked them with my tears as I read of the things we 
have done, the ghastly things we have seen and the blessed people we have lost.   
 
I will hide these documents now in the place that grandfather made for his deed boxes.  It 
is a clever place hidden at the top of the stairs and I shall cover it in and make it secret.  
Perhaps in time, God knows how long from now, perhaps if we win this bloody conflict and 
truth and beauty can flourish and thrive in the sunlight for all of us then it will be time.  
And I swear by all that’s holy I will find a way for these writings of yours to be seen.  For 
the sake of the loss and the anger and the love, for the brave boys who fly now as angels 
and for you my sweet, sweet Colin I will haunt this earth and it will be published and it will 
be seen.   
 
Wait for me, wait until I grow old and come to you. 
 
Everlasting love 
 
Martin.   
 

The End  
 

 


