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In Search Of Paradise
They’ll think me mad, when they find out what I’ve done.
They will, without a doubt. But I’m not, I tell you; I’m possibly
the sanest person in this whole crazy world of ours. They won’t
appreciate that I had to do it, there was nothing else for it, I simply had
to do it. There were no in-betweens here, fella; no wondrous life filled
with all the hues of the rainbow. I wasn’t even blessed with shades of
blue and grey. Just dazzling, Heavenly White and dense, Hellish Black:
the White signifying a life of tranquillity and peace, fair enough; but the
Black heralding doom and gloom, warning me of the rapidly
approaching hooves of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse.
But that was okay. That I could handle, albeit with a struggle.
But then something happened. Something terrible. What was it, do I
hear you cry? No? Well, I’ll tell you anyway. The frigging White
disappeared without trace, that’s what happened, leaving just the Black
to smother us in its mantle of misery. With it went all our hopes and
ambitions and dreams for the future, for our kids’ happiness, for... , well,
everything! They all evaporated as quickly as the stink from a fart.
No big deal, you say?
No big deal!?
Well, come on, tell me, if you’re so frigging smart, what do you
do when all your White has gone? Eh? What can you do? Don’t know,
do you? Thought not. So don’t judge what you don’t bloody well
understand, okay? Mr or Mrs High and shitting Mighty!
Oh, I’m sorry about that rant. Temper’s a bit frayed. Anyway,
maybe after you hear what I have to say you will understand my
dilemma; maybe you will even appreciate my motives for doing what
had to be done.
I hope so. I dearly hope so.
It all began... oh, about two years ago. God, was it just twenty
four short months ago? Christ, those days seem like mere memories of
events that took place in a different century, a completely contrary age.
A golden age when happiness was all around us, cosseting us like a soft,
security blanket, keeping us immured from all the harsh realities that the
world could throw at us. But that changed – and Jesus, did it ever change
with a vengeance.
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It all started when I lost my job.
Nothing drastic there, you say? Nothing life threatening? Just
get off my arse, bound on my proverbial bike and find another one?
Well, I would have agreed with you back then; I would have said there
were plenty of jobs around, just waiting for the right person to slip into,
to get behind the desk, into the factory – whatever. Oh yes, I definitely
would have agreed with you.
Back then.
But not any more. Not now that I know all I do know. Not now
I’ve been through all the heartache, worry and... well, shit, I suppose,
that I’ve been through: shit from my employers who refused to pay me
my redundancy, which would have tided us over until I got another
position; shit from the bureaucratic baskets at the DSS who wouldn’t
help out a family in dire need; shit from our so-called friends who
deserted us when the going got rough, when the dinner parties and
friendly barbecues in the back garden stopped... Arseholes, the lot of
them! Which, I suppose, makes the shit understandable (sorry, just my
bitter little unfunny joke).
After I lost my job things went downhill faster than Eddie the
Eagle on a Ski-Jump – not that he went very fast, but I’m sure you get
the analogy. If you don’t, sit and spin, I don’t give a shit. Anyway,
because I couldn’t afford the mortgage repayments I lost the house.
Sure, I got a council hovel a few months after they kicked us out of our
little dream-house, our own plot in Dreamland, but it came complete
with sitting tenants of the rodent kind. Filthy, disease ridden scumbags!
Add to that the fact that the children had to leave the private
school (couldn’t afford the fees, see) and change to a state run primary
(resplendent with bullies, crack-addicts, would-be streetwalkers, rent
boys and assorted scumbags of all kind – none of them over the age of
twelve: a motley bunch that I refused to allow my children to associate
with – well, would you?), then you can begin to comprehend the nose
dive our cosy existence had taken in a matter of months.
And because we kept the kids at home, away from that
unhealthy environment (in the moral as well as the educational point of
view), because we acted like responsible parents and did right by our
flesh and blood, they took them from us! Just like that. Without even
asking the kids if they were happy or not.
Bastards. Lousy know-it-all officious anti-social workers.
I loved them, my kids. You’ve no idea how much. I only
wanted what was best for them. I could have taught them at home – I’ve
enough qualifications to do more than a half decent job of it. But THEY
turned up one wet morning, bundled them into a van and took them
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away. They put them into a children’s home until foster parents could
be found, saying my wife and I couldn’t cope any more.
Can you believe that? We couldn’t cope?
Well, I’ll tell you right now, mister or missus, that is just
bollocks! Believe me! Bollocks! And I’m not talking about the
minuscule testes which would rattle around inside the scrotum of a
prepubescent gerbil: I’m talking about bollocks which would rupture the
genital sack of King Kong. Big, round, hairy, sweaty BOLLOCKS!!
Sure, Helen (she’s my wife, by the way: beautiful, sweet Helen,
with all the love in the world – love that turned sour because of our
situation) had suffered badly from the upheaval. Oh, “Was this the face
that launched a thousand ships, and burnt the topless towers of Ilium?
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.” That’s what I used to say
to her. And her every kiss made me feel immortal.
And I won’t argue with you about her having begun to drink
more than was good for her – nor would she. And, okay, she had taken
a boyfriend or two, and had even been done for soliciting. But that was
only to make ends meet, get a few quid in our pockets, put food on the
table, in the kids’ bellies (and to pay for her drink). It wasn’t because she
liked having fat, ugly slobs paw all over her, having their bloated beer
bellies bang away at her stomach...
Ahh! Shit! Helen!
She wasn’t like that, she wasn’t, you’ve got to believe me, you
must! I won’t have you say anything about her, my little angel, so just
keep your filthy mouths shut, okay!?
Okay?
Okay!
But us not being able to cope? Boll – as I’ve said above – ocks!
Sorry for getting annoyed, but it gets on my tits, it really does,
the way people look down on us, just because we’re destitute. I never
did that when I was well off. I’ll have you know that I did my bit for the
needy: I almost always put some coppers in the collecting box of
whatever charity happened to be begging at the time, or I phoned in with
a pledge for Children in Need. Is it a crime or something, to be poor? Is
it? I’ll tell you, in case you’re simple enough not to realise: no it frigging
well isn’t! If it was there would be more people in jail than out.
As for me? Well, I had a little stay in what they euphemistically
call ‘a rest home’, but which is really a nut house, plain and simple –
plain and simple, hah! Little pun there, did you see it? Didn’t mean it by
the way, just popped out all by itself. The quacks masquerading as
supposed ‘psychiatrists’ there said I had “bipolar affective disorder”,
and was “mentally unstable, with suicidal tendencies”.
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CRAP! I don’t even know what ‘bipolar affective disorder’ is,
so how can I have it? And not once in my entire life had I ever thought
about killing myself... well, not until they mentioned it! There was the
time a few months ago when I took an overdose of paracetamols, but
that was because the damned headaches wouldn’t go away, they just
kept on pounding and pounding in my skull, never letting up, like there
was this little man with a gigantic road drill in my head who was trying
to cut his way free, effect his escape actually through my skull. They
wouldn’t believe me when I told them it was an accident, though, said I
had tried it – but I didn’t, I tell you!
It was while I was there, in the nuthouse, that I finally saw
everything clearly. As clear as finest Waterford crystal it became, every
single detail alive in my mind with Kodakcolor clarity. The only way we
– the family, not just me – could find our little piece of Paradise (the
only thing we have ever wanted) and still stay together. It was brilliantly
simple. Which proves that I’m perfectly sane: only a lucid mind could
conceive of a plan which was basically elementary but intrinsically
intricate. Agree? Good!
They let me out of the rest home one day, and told me to make
my own way in the world, saying I was cured. Cured!? Crap! I wasn’t
cured because there was nothing wrong with me in the first place. They
just let me out because it saved the rotten Government money! ‘Care in
the Community’ they called it – ‘Cost Cutting Crap’ I call it.
Where was I? The kids? Charlie, seven, and Jill, five, were
taken away and fostered out to some creeps. They let us see them now
and again; once a month I think it was, I forget. I’m forgetting a lot these
days, must be all the valium I keep taking, because I wasn’t like that
before. Had a brain like a razor: sharp, well-honed, never deviating from
whatever I was doing...
Wait, though, I’m doing that now, aren’t I? Must learn not to.
Come on Jimmy, get a grip. The old brain just isn’t working properly at
all nowadays.
Anyway, they let us see the kids today, as a matter of fact.
When we – Helen and I – collected them from the foster family I saw
my chance. I had been planning it for months, making sure every last
detail gelled properly; I didn’t want to be caught before I could shepherd
my family – MY family! not their family: MINE!! – to Shangri-la.
I took them to a little zoo on the outskirts of the town. The kids
love the zoo, although they know that keeping all those wonderful
species of animal locked up for days on end is wrong. I didn’t tell them
that, they realised it for themselves when they saw the polar bear
shuffling to and fro and swinging from side to side in sheer frustration:
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like a lifer in a maximum security prison, only without the hope of
eventual parole – which of course is exactly what he is.
After the zoo I took them to a little cafe in the next town over.
We often went there for a burger and chips (sorry: fries! Must use the
stinking Americanism nowadays, mustn’t we?) and a Coke (give me
fish, chips and mushy peas smothered in HP sauce, and washed down
with a bottle of Irn Bru any day!). But they love it and that’s all that
matters – they are all that matter.
Then I took them to the static caravan that Helen and I had to
make-believe was our ‘home’. We had been evicted from the house
because of the queue of men my wife had been taking home. The fools
thought that I was using it as a ‘House of Ill Repute’. The boys in blue
threatened to take me to court for living off immoral earnings. They
eventually decided against that course of action – but only when the
Chief Constable heard about it. Not because he was concerned for us, oh
no – it was because he had poked my wife a few times, and his name
may have been dragged into it.
It was there, in the static caravan, that I put into action the plan
I had been formulating for months. Helen was first. She had to be. I
knew she would more than likely try to talk me out of it if she saw what
I was planning to do; and she would more than likely succeed. I couldn’t
handle that, to be talked out of my master plan on the verge of victory.
So, you see, she really had to be first. You do see that, don’t you? It’s
not that I loved her any less than the kids, I didn’t – I don’t. You’ve got
to believe that! It just had to be. There was no other way. No other way.
She was sleeping when I did it. That was good, because she
couldn’t struggle, couldn’t raise a fuss, telling everyone of my
intentions. That would have blown the whole idea to Kingdom Come.
And that would never have done.
I took the gun – nothing fancy, you understand, just this little
.22 snubnose, with soft nosed bullets; I knew it would do the job,
hopefully without too much loss of blood. I took the gun and softly
nuzzled the barrel on her right eyelid (didn’t want to do it to her left eye,
because that was the only one she could really see out of – it would have
been terrible if she wasn’t able to see all the wonderful sights in
Paradise, which was shortly going to become our new home). I did it so
as not to awaken her (she’s a very light sleeper, don’t know if I
mentioned that before, very light), prayed for the strength and
forgiveness from God (if the arsehole existed!)... and pulled the trigger.
She was smiling sweetly as I did it. I truly believe that she
knew what I was going to do, and her smile was a ‘go ahead’ message,
even though she was definitely asleep. Strange but, I believe, true.The
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wrinkles of heartbreak vanished from her face, as though all the torment
of the last two years had been wiped out in a stroke.
I was expecting a bang loud enough to rouse the dead, but it
just sort of popped, like a champagne bottle (reminded me of our
wedding day, it did, when she was dressed in white; gorgeous, she was,
eminently shaggable – and I was the only person to shag her then, the
only person to do so until she had started earning a few bob). She bucked
her back in the orgasm of death just once as the little lump of lead
squelched its way into her brain; then she slipped into the welcoming
arms of The Reaper.
I had been right to choose the .22, because the wound didn’t
yield much blood, maybe about a tablespoonful. There was no fountain
of scarlet fluid, no puddle of brain... nothing: must have watched too
many horror films.
Don’t get me wrong, I was glad for the lack of gore; I was
really happy that her looks were relatively untouched (which, as I
mentioned a second ago, were nowhere near as refined as they had been
before our troubles: the worry, the drink, the dozens of men she had to
let into her body, the lack of food, all combined to make her look double
her age). Fair enough she had no right eye anymore, and a hole had
appeared just above her right ear, but apart from that she was unscathed.
If you looked at her from the left side, you would have sworn she was
sleeping, just sleeping. And waiting for us to join her in the dream of
death.
I cried after I killed my wife. Cried like a baby. I know killing
someone is a terrible crime, the worst one of all, but that’s especially
true when it’s someone you love. Take it from someone who knows. But
that wasn’t the worst thing I had to do, not by a long way, no siree.
Because I then had to do it to my… my…
…Sorry, just had a little weep at the memory there, couldn’t
help myself. As I was saying, I then had to do it to my… children. I
thought killing my wife had been hard, but snuffing out their lives was
the hardest thing imaginable. They were parts of me; parts essential to
my immortality, and I was going to destroy them. But, as I’ve said all
along, it had to be done, so I grasped all my nerve and set about it. I
knew that if I looked at them through the eyes of a doting father I
couldn’t have gone through with it. Then all I had already done would
have been for nothing. So I tried desperately to be dispassionate, to be
as clinical as a vet who had to put an injured dog to sleep, to keep my
emotions in check, and do what this man had to do.
They were both sitting in front of the telly, watching their
favourite programme, Sponge Bob Squarepants, when I went in to see

12
them. Pleasure at my presence lit up their bright blue eyes, bringing tears
to mine. You may think that the affection shown me hindered my doing
what will undoubtedly be called ‘The Foul Deed’ by the tabloids, but it
had the opposite effect. Because since I knew they loved me and I them
it bolstered my will and steadied my hand. I knew they wanted our own
acre of Paradise, just like Helen had.
Jill came running up to me, her arms open wide, love in her
gummy smile (her baby teeth were just giving way to her big ones). I
plucked her up, brought her close to my chest and held her tightly,
singing her favourite lullaby over and over again.
“Go to sleep my baby, close your pretty eyes, angels round
about you are peeping at you deary from the skies...”
Her little face was against my jacket, her mouth and nose
covered, stopping her from breathing. It took no more than a minute, her
lungs were so little, her oxygen reserve so limited. She kicked her legs
a bit, and tried to push away from my chest, but I put slightly more
pressure on the back of her head (without hurting her, you understand?
I could never harm her, not my little darling), making it impossible for
her to move. I hushed her softly and whispered in her ear that everything
was going to be all right, that happiness would be ours again in just a
short while. I held her like that for the minute it took and five minutes
beyond that, the tears streaming down my face.
When it was clear she had breathed her last lungful, I carried
her through to the bunk she shared with Charlie when we had them to
stay overnight, and placed her on it, facing her mother who lay on the
bunk opposite. Her face was a strange bluish colour, her tongue stuck
out a little, and her eyes were slightly open, staring at me blindly. I
closed them, kissing them tenderly to hasten her departure, and said a
little prayer over her still warm body.
After my prayer I was convinced that everything was all right
with her. I could almost visualise her walking hand in hand with her
loving mother along the golden sand in Paradise.
Next came the time for Charlie. I foresaw a problem with him.
He’s big for his age, and strong, so smothering him like I did his sister
wasn’t on. And as I didn’t want to spoil his face by using the gun the
only method left open to me was poison. Now I know you may feel
some revulsion at that, and any chance that you may appreciate my
actions could go flying out of the window, but it was the most humane
way to deal with him. Honestly. Jeannie hadn’t suffered (I don’t think:
I dare say she’ll give me a rollicking when we next meet if she did), nor
did Jill, so why should Charlie? You do see, don’t you? In time, perhaps.
I told him that his mummy and sister were sleeping, and if he
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kept quiet so as not to waken them I would make him a special burger,
like I often did (home made, from pure steak mince – he’d always loved
them). It was on the burger that I spread the poison, mixed with into a
dollop of sweetcorn relish – or “small yellow boxes” as he called it. He
noticed the bitter taste, but I explained it away as being garlic, so he kept
on eating, but only after making me promise I wouldn’t use garlic again.
I said I wouldn’t. He trusted me, you see. I’m his dad, and he knew he
could always trust me – till death. I would never do anything to hurt him.
He only managed to eat half of the burger before slipping
away. It was like he had fallen asleep. See, I didn’t hurt him.
At first I was worried that he hadn’t eaten enough, that when
the Powers-That-Be get here he would still be clinging to the thread of
life. But after a while he gave a little whimper, and simply ceased to be.
I made sure by feeling for a pulse. Nothing. Not even a flicker.
I serenaded him on his way with a Scottish air I used to sing
him to sleep with: “Bonny Charlie’s noo awa’, safely o’er the friendly
main, many a heart will break in twa should he ne’er come back again.”
And he never will come back again. I saw to that.
God forgive me.
I laid him beside Jill, their arms locking them together in a
necrotic embrace, so they would know they weren’t alone, that they
were alongside those who really loved them. They would hopefully
awaken like that in Paradise.
And now it’s my turn!
Oh, God, give me the strength to pull the trigger. Don’t let me
be weak. Don’t let me fail my loved ones now that they are in your
expansive embrace. One quick pull should do it. Paradise, here I come.
But before I do it let me say something to you, whoever you
are. Even though I don’t know you, and even though I’ll never see you,
I feel as though I can trust you somehow. So I leave this hastily scrawled
final personal message to you: don’t blame me for what I have done –
please. I don’t blame myself. Perhaps I should, but I don’t; I do it with
a clear conscience, knowing that it is all for the best. But maybe that
makes me as insane as they say I am. I don’t believe I am, but who
knows – maybe the craziest amongst us think they are really the sanest.
And maybe they are! Think on it. I don’t know the answers to these
philosophical conundrums, and I don’t have the time to try and figure it
out. Maybe all our questions will be answered in the other world. I’ll
find out in a second.
Who do I blame then, do I hear you say? Simple: the
Government. Those soul sucking parasites who were either too busy
lining their own pockets to bother or were just too ineffectual to run the
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country properly; the scumbags who ‘nationalised’ the company I was
working for, who ‘streamlined’ the workforce (a euphemism for the old
fashioned sack!) who took my job away, made me lose everything I had
worked for, everything I possessed. And due to the Government’s
incompetence there was no other job for me to get. Nothing to hope for,
nothing to aim for... nothing to live for... nothing for my beloved
children to look forward to.
You do understand, don’t you?
Please try to.
I’m not to blame. I’m not!
Oh my God! There’s a car pulling up outside.
I’ve just checked – it’s the police.
They’re banging at the door.
Maybe you are banging at the door!
They – you? – are shouting.
Jesus, God above, help me!
This is it. I have to do it now.
Goodbye my friend, whoever you are.
Goodbye.
I’m flying through the air, as light as a bird. The oh-so-sweet air is
gently brushing against my cheeks and rushing through my hair: I can’t
believe it, my hair isn’t thinning any more, it isn’t even greying.
It’s true, by the way: you don’t hear the sound of the shot that
kills you.
I see the kids playing on the sand in Paradise, the sun beaming
warmly above their heads, a basket of all the goodies they liked in life
beside them; they are waiting for me.
I see my beloved wife, as chaste as she was on our wedding
day, looking up at the blue sky, awaiting my arrival. She smiles as she
sees me nearing.
I’m coming, my darlings!
I’m coming...
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IS THAT YOU, JOHNNY?

The old woman sang as she swayed in harmonic motion in her rickety
old rocking chair. Her Gaelic song was soft, sweet and low, contrasting
sharply with the wind outside, which was getting rather wild and
obtrusive. She knitted as she sang, and the clicking of her needles
seemed to accompany and complement her lilting air.
At her slippered feet sprawled an obese ginger cat, which was
obviously relishing the warming glow from the crackling log fire. It
purred with contentment and stared up lovingly at its mistress with
complete trust in its sleepy eyes.
At length, the old woman ceased her knitting, placing the
bundle within easy reach down by her chair. She bent over and stroked
the cat behind the ear, making her feline friend purr even louder than
before. Its pleasure seemed to delight the woman also, for a huge
toothless smile split her kind, wrinkled face in two.
She haltingly got to her feet and, even though there was no light
save the flickering of the log fire, made her way slowly but surely to a
huge pine cupboard that dominated one wall. The faltering manner with
which she felt her way to the cupboard, and the absence of any
illuminating candle or oil lamp, made it patently obvious that vision and
the old woman had long since become strangers.
From the cupboard she produced a jug, out of which she poured
some creamy milk. The cat, knowing that a treat was in store, had
followed the woman, and it started lapping at the white liquid as soon as
it was set on the floor, purring loudly in pleasure.
As the woman retook her seat, the wind began to build itself up
to almost gale force proportions, and started to whistle through the trees
that grew in the forest in which the woman’s cottage was built. The
cottage – not much more than a log cabin, really – had been built by her
husband, Jack. Five long summers and even longer winters he had toiled
to erect the place to shelter his wife and, in due course, baby son,
Johnny. Five years of unbearably hard graft, of working in the fields all
day and on the house all evening.
During most of that time they had been forced to make do with
an old bow camp, fabricated from old branches and twigs and covered
with canvas from a cast off sail. It hadn’t been fit for wild animals. But,
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under God’s watchful eye, and guided by His hand, they had survived
the ordeal to become stronger, better people.
That was fifty or so years ago now, and lots of things had
happened since then to blight the old woman’s life. One of the major
black spots being the death of her tall, handsome Jack. He was buried in
a little clearing a mere couple of hundred feet away. May – for such was
the old woman Christened – visited the grave daily, and always placed
a bunch of sweet smelling indigenous flowers on it in remembrance of
the ardour they felt for one another.
Apart from her daily excursions to visit her husband’s final
resting place, she was a virtual recluse in the cottage. All alone bar the
weekly visit of a friend who kindly brought some supplies from the
nearby village, and the extremely welcome camaraderie of her cat. It had
strayed into the cabin five or six summers back – she wasn’t sure which,
time travels far too swiftly for the liking of the old – and had simply
taken up residence. His friendly meow and the feel of his soft, warm fur
were the only things that kept her sane.
Another misery inflicted on her heart by fate was the tragedy
of her only child, Johnny. As she sat there, her still alert mind wandered
back to the day he went off to join in the fighting overseas. She had
pleaded with him not to go, but to stay in the bosom of the woman who
begat him, who loved him. She feared that he would lose his life in the
bloodshed, the carnage that war needlessly inflicts on the peoples of the
world. May knew that she too would die, of a broken heart, were that to
happen. It would be the straw that broke her loving heart: first her
husband, then her son... Life just wouldn’t be worthy of the word.
Johnny had sat his mother down – on the very same seat on
which she now rested – and explained that he could not stay at home, the
authorities simply would not permit it; they needed all the men they had
if they were to have any chance of triumphing over the evil hoards in the
Great War. May knew it to be so, though it pained her greatly.
So off Jack went, to do his rightful duty, with a plentiful supply
of foodstuff in his haversack – bread, cheese, oatcakes, cooked meats
and of course a bottle of local whisky – to keep him warm during the
long nights which were sure to follow. Neverending nights, during
which ceaseless bombardments of bullets would whizz by his and his
comrades’ ears, grenades would explode near the trenches in which they
would cower, in fear of their mortal body and immortal soul, and
noxious gas from hellish mustard bombs would defile their lungs.
It was the last time she had seen her son. A full decade ago,
though if it had all happened yesterday it could not possibly have been
fresher in her mind, such was the clarity with which she recalled it.
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She was still thinking of him, with his bag on his back and a
huge smile on his tanned, handsome face, when she was wrenched back
to the present by the terrified meow of her cat. Despite his girth he
leaped up onto the windowsill, his back arched, his claws gripping at the
woodwork.
The old lady gasped and sat bolt upright.
“Tobias, what’s ill?” she whispered. The withered old face
showed grave concern at the cat’s strange behaviour. She held her breath
and strained her ears – which had increased in power as recompense to
the deterioration of her sight – for any audible disturbance. But bar the
howling of the wind and the hissing of the cat, there was nothing.
Impenetrable silence.
“Oh, Tobias,” she said with immense relief. “My good and
faithful companion. There is absolutely nothing to fear.”
This reassurance seemed to pacify the cat, for he jumped off the
windowsill, padded over to the woman, jumped up onto her lap and
snuggled down.
As May petted the cat to assuage it, the warmth of his fur and
the heat of his body comforting her in return, her mind began to stray
once again, back to her beloved son. She recalled, with a catch in her
throat, the day the dreaded Telegram came, bringing news of her
Johnny. She remembered opening the envelope with trembling hands
which were barely up to the job, and the pain that shot through her
loving breast when she read the few words that had caused so many
people so much pain and agony: Missing in Action – Presumed Dead.
She remembered how she had fallen to the ground, clutching
the scrap of paper to her breast, crying as she had never done before. She
hadn’t even wept with such profound intensity when her darling
husband had passed away. His death had been expected: he had battled
long and hard against tuberculosis, before finally succumbing to the
ravages of the dreadful disease. But Johnny’s death was different.
Although she had known deep in her heart that Destiny had marked out
her son as a casualty of war since the day he had enlisted, when it came
it was still a terrible shock. Such a waste of life.
Again she was jerked back from her reverie as Tobias started
to spit and hiss anew. May was on the verge of scolding the cat when
she too perceived an untoward noise: a twig outside her window
snapped, as though it had been trod on by unknown, uninvited and
decidedly unwelcome visitant. She let out a silent squeal of terror and
her face took on a grave countenance.
“Who’s there?” Her voice was no more than a hoarse squeak...
WANT TO READ MORE?
WELL, THE KINDLE VERSION IS ONLY 86p!
WHY NOT GIVE DEREK A TRY?

