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CHAPTER ONE
Away to the south the village of Llanhony sits, huddled in
isolation, peering from behind trees, a growth upon the contours of
arable land cradled in the shadows of The Black Mountains. High
on a ridge stands a man. He is looking down from his Welsh perch
at this English countryside and waiting. He has been there for an
hour or more – is unmoving, unfeeling – simply existing because,
it would seem in this enormous stillness, time needs of him a
witness if it is to progress at all. Until:
A faint flash of light from the valley below catches his eye.
Sees in the distance a long coach whose yellow roof burns in the
afternoon sun. Binoculars rise from his chest. They follow the
awkward object as it journeys from Llanhony into the sparse,
farming community. A mile into the valley and the bus slows.
Stops in front of a couple of small, white cottages barely visible in
the surrounding growth of sycamore. Two children and an elderly
lady dismount. The bus moves on, billows a cloud of dust and
exhaust into the air behind that hangs suspended in the stillness of
that world below. The man is watching intently; is conscious of a
heaviness, as if moments are drowning in the cavity of distance
between him and the valley below...
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A smile from behind the binoculars.
Sheep are grazing on the barren slopes beneath him while a
mottled surf of starlings waft between them, from one patch of
ground to another. Further down the featureless slope, where the
valley floor begins to level out, patterns quickly take shape. A
criss-cross of thick hedges and old, stone walls; straight lines going
nowhere, meeting others with nowhere to go. They carve up the
landscape into distinct geometric forms; fields of varying shade
and colour, as if a child’s paper cuttings tossed upon the floor.
Then a movement above. He glances up and catches sight
of something.., a small dot in the blue sky. Raises binoculars to his
eyes once more and plays the focus, long fingers eagerly coaxing
the image to render its secret. Yes.., magnificent! It is a bird of
prey floating about a slow, spiral path above the Hereford, valley
floor. Closer, now, almost level with him. He can identify the
silhouette, the deeply, forked tail, white patch on the primaries; a
red kite, for sure.
“What a thing,” the man murmurs in solitary wonder,
barely conscious of his own voice. He is reassured, feels a certain
familiarity with the creature and a regard for its significance this
day. For he sees in this bird's circular motion the pendulum of
existence: While it remains aloft this ceaseless, tireless time piece
assures survival below. But should it fall, the end of a life would
be a mere breath away.
Fate: The absence of time, he concludes.
Back and forth the red kite imposes its tempo, dragging
along with it, his insatiable mind. Both are searching for the same
thing of course: A quest to satisfy, each, their own hunger.
It is a September day, just another of many, similar, late
summer, stuffy ones on the edge of thunder. And the heat heavy
with humidity clings to the tall man's collar. He stands high on a
steep slope in shade beneath a groping oak. Above him a kite
circles as if charged by wind; a wind which would have brought
some relief to the stickiness, had it existed. A long time of
motionless reflection sees no change in the man's appearance. He
is smart. He has a cone, drawn face which extends up to a tufted
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crown of fair hair; attractive yet, in all, there is a general sadness
about the features. Around his waist the belt of a brown walking
jacket is tied loosely in a single knot.
Is this an escape?
No... What had brought him to this lonely outpost was no
more an escape than that of a prisoner who tunnels out of jail only
to find himself surface in the governor's office. That was how it
had always been. But there was a purpose or two. For one thing,
he was alone. Here on a hill he was not being driven by the world,
indeed, there was a definite absence of direction. His mind was
free to travel, without focus or aim, no thought within him which
might demand an answer. Yes! He would search by intuition
alone, a crusade which would simply have him stumble upon the
truth.
Because, to this man, there was no rational explanation for
his dilemma and so, no rational question could be posed. There
were no text books he could query, no medical journal to explain
the awful terror which followed him around, which lay hiding,
waiting, hungry for its meal. This monster, as it were, a grotesque,
oozing temptation which might sneak up the valley towards him at
any minute. This awful thing he called ‘The Creeping': A need for
sexual release so overwhelming he could do nothing to drive it
away. It never left for long, never could be satisfied; a hideously
pleasurable, parasitic thing which had indulged its host over the
years in the extremes of lust and iniquity.
And though this man tried to understand, time gave up no
secret promise of deliverance, no busy development towards an
end. No..! Just a relentless revisiting of the same moment, as if
progress had ground to a halt in the instant of his falling into a
ravine and he was to experience this present horror eternally.
The man returned his binoculars to the chest. Checked his
watch... 3:52. He reached into a chest pocket for the note pad
which never left him. Fingers delicately shuffled through the
sheets until, with a glance, a selection was made. The man stared
down at the open page. It was untidy and scrawled with
abbreviations. He ran a finger through the lines of writing:
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Clay/mica samples - S. west Prevail
- hedge trimming,
mst check - Cows to parlour 4:30
- B4423 North from Llanhony Abergaveny Bus route, 3:50 and 4:22 He looked up, binoculars again to the bridge of his nose,
scanned the vipered trail of that tiny road some two miles away in
the valley. A red estate car was crawling blindly around a bend,
only to pick up momentum seconds later and speed off to the next
corner. It was heading for the bus – still a half mile before they
would pass one another, he thought. The man returned his gaze to
the notepad:
Pollen count low - no traceable fauna Xpt
osmunda regalis (spores over) – barley - 2 Fields ripe Sally'anne for coat - shoes - Tyres in Tewkesbury...
He flicked the pages up a couple to reveal another. This
one was neatly arranged with diagrams and numbered additions:
Friday, September 6th - Brecon Beacon.
1. Sweet cicely amongst Birches at Pendau Falls.
2. No trout rising? Pressure on the dip.
3. Black stonefly hatched. Sampled, and magpie feather
might do on a brass 2 hook.
4. K5 C5 A10 G(5), 42mm purple flower/pale veined.
2ft, leaves palmate, lobed.
Petiole long/alternate – geranium/malvaeae? Ditch
facing NE, damp,
Mynydd Pen Forestry.
factored.

Grid Ref: 332120-217980m,

He entered another line for Milvus, milvus, the red kite,
then raised the binoculars once again and was staring back at the
road...
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The red car had passed the bus and had disappeared.
The bus had reached a T-junction. It was stopping.
A young girl dropped to the road wearing a school uniform;
about 12 years of age. Fair hair fell from a magenta beret and over
her shoulder swung a clumsy school bag full to bursting. She
waved back at the bus as it pulled away and then skipped lightly
down the dusty lane. Soon she was completely concealed by the
hedgerows.
The man inhaled. He could almost smell her in the back of
his throat, almost hear her whispering, feel the warmth of her
breath on his chest. He clenched his teeth. He knew what he was
doing and why he needed to do it if he was to keep his sanity.
The binoculars swept briskly atop the lane and settled on a
gate two hundred yards down, halfway to the farm at the end of the
lane. A minute passed. There was 'waiting' for the girl to appear –
it seemed she had got lost in time – then finally she did. “Picking
blackberries,” he mouthed with delight.
Another check of his watch. A hasty scribble in the
notepad and then he examined the farm where she was heading.
There were clothes hung out to dry on a line behind the main
building and a man at work on a fence a field away. Two dogs
with him... Dogs! More scrawls in the pad. The girl's arrival was
unceremonious. She jumped up on her way under an apple tree in
front of the house, her skirt rising with her and falling after to
expose white knickers and the full length of her slender thighs.
The bag tumbled off her shoulder. She dragged it up steps by the
strap and disappeared inside.
The man behind the binoculars stiffened, checked his
watch. Turning back to the east he noticed the sky had darkened
and the red kite was gone. He wondered if it had stilled its hunger.
He had not, but he would have to. Soon ‘the creeping’ would
become unbearable.
... Then he was climbing to the crest of the hill. Half way
up, where the heathland merged with trees, he removed some
small, brown, paper bags from a pocket. His eyes began to
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accustom themselves to the ground around him as he walked, to
the minute and chaotic world of grass, moss and leaves; a
seemingly disordered landscape, though to him full of meaning and
purpose. He was looking for something. Things, to be more
precise... Fungi, known or otherwise later to be identified. A
hobby..? No, a study. It was not their edibility that particularly
interested him, it was their toxicity.
Fifteen minutes later, one paper bag bulging, he was behind
the wheel of a car.
He swung onto the road and drove south between heathered
hummocks to the main road. His little Subaru, a dark, unobtrusive
blue, sped him in the direction of Abergaveny. From there he
would take the route to Monmouth, dropping south on the scenic
A466 to Chepstow. He had recently bought the car through an
advertisement in a local, Plymouth paper, the ownership still in the
name of Reverend J. Jacobb.
A figure on the road leaving Monmouth grew as he
approached a bend. On the right, the roadside rose steeply and was
thickly overgrown. On the left, where the figure stood, a mossy
wall seemed to be holding the road from sliding into the river
below. She had been seated and rose on seeing his car. He slowed
to observe the figure; a slender girl, mid-teens, long dark hair,
wearing a sweat shirt cut at the mid-drift and jean shorts over black
tights. She was hitching a lift. She smiled as he drove by, her
thumb twitching eagerly...
He checked the rear view mirror. The road was empty, he
slowed up.
Bounding up behind his car the young girl soon reached the
door handle. “Thanks a lot,” she grinned, on opening the door.
“I've been here for ages, and it's about to rain. I though I'd never
get a lift.”
He replied. “I don't usually pick up hitch-hikers but I
couldn't leave you out here all by yourself. It's really dangerous,
you just don't know who might pick you up.”
“Nah... I've never had a problem and I do this trip every
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 8

Friday – are you going to Cardiff?”
“I suppose I could,” he accepted, carefully considering her
last remark with a glance at the clock on the dashboard.
* * *
Laurie Endecott was perched on a stool at The One Eyed
Knight, an only pub in the small village of Hellismere on the Looe,
situated a good few miles from the south coast of East Cornwall.
She was toying with a cigarette. She had put one out just a few
minutes before and wasn't sure about this next one. She was not a
regular smoker, however, she had something on her mind and this
cigarette seemed to be saying it could offer enlightenment. She
brushed aside long, wavy, orange hair as she looked up.
“Seen Nick Rachael?” she enquired of the barman.
“Mr. Rachael. No,” was his blunt response. Then, “Listen,
you best leave that man be. He's a good sort, is Mr. Rachael.
What you want with him, anyway?”
“None of your business, Toby,” she smiled.
He was not to be dissuaded. “What happens in this public
house is my business, young woman, and don't you be forgetting it.
I see you pestering him every time he comes in 'ere when all he
probably wants is a quiet drink.”
“Toby,” she said, “The problem with you old buggers is
you've got no sense of adventure, it's all been washed away with
the rain years ago. I, on the other hand, am not prepared to wait
out the rest of my life in the hope of winning the lottery.”
“Too peaceful for you, Laurie?” the barman looked up. He
didn't smile, but she could tell by the faintest shimmer of his tone
when he was being pleasant.
“Too boring,” she grumbled. “I'd be in to town at least once
a week if they hadn't cut those bloody bus routes. I can't get back
from Plymouth after six o'clock any more, so there goes any hope
of variety.”
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“What's wrong with my pub, Laurie?”
“It's alright, but I can't take it indefinitely, I need a change.
Conversation is a fine thing in this pub if you happen to be a
sheepdog or a vet. You know.., constant mutterings about TB and
badgers or how the winter crop is fairing up. And the boys? They
know more about tractors than women. Peaceful is not the word,
Toby, this is not real, is it? This is not planet Earth.”
“Next door for planet Earth, dear,” Toby winked.
“You must be joking. Your public bar is more like an
airport terminal.
Everybody in there thinks they're going
somewhere or have just come back... But they haven't. They've
been nowhere and never will. It's like a time warp. I'm bored,
OK,” she then said resolutely. “I need stimulation not
aggravation.” Laurie was staring at her empty glass.
“That be what your husband died of?” Toby drew out the
pressure from a new barrel.
She glared at him. “Toby..!” Then she thought better of it
and said: “Nick is lonely and he needs someone.”
“… Like you?”
“Maybe. Why not? I need a spark in my life before I start
behaving like a Labrador and barking at the cars as they go by,”
she muttered. “Bob and June Winters, they come around from time
to time, especially if they've just had a row; and there's Betsy
Sherry, she's a dear, she lives life like she's lost her glasses... But
it's stimulation of a different kind I need – and no, Toby, I don't
mean between the legs.”
“Another Martini?” Toby asked.
“Why not!” She sifted through pockets and extracted a
leather purse bound with thong. The knot came undone easily and
she pulled a neatly folded ten pound note from within. She didn't
tie the purse up at once, she found herself staring at it and then,
quite suddenly, she was somewhere in her past. It had been a
birthday gift when she was just fifteen, given to her by her brother
on the day he had left home that one final time. God, damn father,
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 10

she cursed to herself, as the thought of his stiff belt stung. It was
no wonder mother had packed it in so early and Bobby had run
away, leaving her enslaved by that cruel and abusive ogre. Laurie
wondered where her brother was, she often wondered; a mixture of
grief and anger. He had been her only real comfort in youth; a
voice, an ear, a cushion to break her fall. Not that she would ever
have confessed to it then, but now it was easy, especially to herself.
And where was he now? And why hadn't he written to her?
America, probably, or the Far East. Just a letter, for over twenty
years that's all she had ever wanted.
“Cheers.” Toby snatched the tener off the bar and returned
her to the present. He punched the till. “Mr. Rachael is not your
type,” Toby said over his shoulder. “He's a quiet one, a gentleman,
don't see many of them sort any more, not since all they
landowners moved away. He's probably a happily married man
with children and a respectable job. They say he does some fly
fishing upstream, now that's a decent sort of life.” Toby returned
with change.
“Shows how much you know about people, Toby,” Laurie
shook her head. “After all the experience you've had at the bar I'm
surprised at you; you're as blind as the rest of the bunch in here.
He's not married, used to be but not any more, and he doesn't have
children or live in a house. Nick lives in a small flat, actually. And
he's definitely not a gentleman, as you put it – but a gentle man he
is,” she said with an arrogant chuckle. Then took a long drink.
She lowered the glass enough to ask, “He been in, then?”
“Friday, is it?” Toby languished the moment.
“Yes, you idiot. Has he been in here or not?”
“Nope, haven't seen him this evening.” Toby turned away
to the public bar at the end, as empty glasses began piling up for a
refill.
The One Eyed Knight was unusually empty, she thought.
Probably a football match on telly. The typical crowd of old boys
were huddled up by the fireplace, though it was unlit and had been
for a good few months. But the customary gaggle of thirsty
punters was nowhere to be seen, even the tourist crowd in the
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public bar was not in yet. Laurie gulped down her Martini and lit
that silly cigarette.
She sat, a striking, 38 year old woman, elegantly balanced
atop a stool. Over her purple blouse hung a gold, braided
waistcoat and from her narrow hips fell a black skirt, elaborately
decorated with purple flowers, to ankles – no socks, no shoes. A
sprawl of thick, orange hair topped this powerful presence. It
cascaded over a purple bandanna, passed angular cheeks and down
over the shoulders, though unable to dominate fully her features.
Bright, blue eyes beamed from either side of a nose whose slender
bridge appeared slightly dusted with freckles; a sharp nose,
seeming to point in the direction of her keen observation – one in
which most preferred not to be. Laurie carried herself upright.
She spoke confidently, with a throaty voice which she used
casually to demand attention. And then there was the conspicuous
smell of patchouli which followed her everywhere.
Laurie oozed 60s mystique, every joint and gesture a treat
for creativity. She was cat-like, primitively sexual in manner and
she knew it, arousing both fear and passion in men of all types and
all ages. But flirting was not her thing, not any more. She had a
world to build, paths to blend; yes, she had direction, and there was
more to sex than relieving an itch. Sex was a tool and to be of any
use it needed to be well honed – sharp to the very tip.
An elderly man rose from the fireplace, crept his way
slowly under the low beams to her side and stretched a trembling,
weathered hand across the bar. He laid it on her forearm and
squeezed until the skin turned white and her freckles began to
disappear. “How long's it been, then, since thy Mr. Endecott passed
away? Must be going on ten year now,” he nodded fervently. He
was not asserting credence to his statement, he had a muscular
tremble in the neck which tended to increase under stress.
“Seven, Kelly – just seven years since he died.” She raised
her voice on seeing a hairy ear approach.
“Ah, that's what I thought,” he nodded. “So, what does a
young woman like you do all day?” A grizzly smile. “You be
needing company. No good for a woman all alone in a public
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house, eh? You should have children to be tending to and some tea
on the table, and a man to keep thee warm at night.”
“I'll let you know when I'm looking for one, Kelly Talbot.
I'll also let your wife know.” She began prying the large fingers
one by one from her arm.
He laughed weakly. His other hand plopped a beer mug on
the bar and he gestured to Toby for a refill. “You're an educated
girl,” he carried on, “You could get a job on that new, Milk Board
or one of they companies that sprung up in the valley, there.” The
old man pointed across the bar as if there were a window through
which he could see the industrial estate several miles away at
Fourbenniles Cove.
“And how would I get there?” she groaned. “Are you going
to drive me to work on that tractor of yours..?” Laurie, heaving,
finally persuaded his hand it was no longer welcome.
“Bet you'd like that, missy.” He roared with laughter. In the
rack above his head, glasses shook with jubilation and a
spontaneous cackle from his fireplace companions filled the small
room to bursting.
Laurie was not amused.
The laughter soon subsided and the old man was quick to
invaded the impending silence. “You don't drive, do you? Not
since thy accident. Funny thing, you been married to a man with a
car dealership and not driving all they nice shiny, new models.
Still, he must've put away a nice little sum for thee off all they cars
he sold around 'ere over the years?”
She declined to comment on the speculation of her wealth.
Yes, she was well off, but she was not about to dissolve an on
going, village conundrum. Far better they should be kept guessing.
“I do drive. I have a motorbike, but I wouldn't trust it to get me
passed this pub on a good day. It's an old Ducati not even Harold
at the garage can figure out.”
“I seen you on that thing,” he said.
“I know you have,” she replied with a smile.
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He then asked, “The Endecott's, still out at Truro?”
“Yes, I visit my in-laws every other week, on the 11:50 bus,
Thursdays. Stops right outside here and takes me passed your
farm. I always wave and you always wave back. You think your
wife knows about us?” Laurie replied, sarcastically. She was not
really bothered by his attention, but it was as well to keep him at a
distance.
“No,” he chuckled, his hand making for her arm again,
“My Matty, she's blind as a bat, needs 'er glasses to watch the telly,
she does.., can't see a thing out the window. The other day, Bessey
took off over the hedge when Clive was bringing the herd in to
parlour and she went for the broccoli, see. Well, Matty, she
thought it was Clive and me in the kitchen garden, on account of
they four legs, you see, and called Bessey in for tea.” He laughed
eagerly.
Laurie slid an ashtray in front of the advancing hand and it
recoiled in disgust. “You're too old for this sort of thing, Kelly,
you've passed all your sperm to your children and that's the way it
is. Get used to it.”
“Hah, not my 'ormones, I still got they blessed things.” He
glared at her.
Laurie had finally had enough and it was going to be the
end of the conversation. She dismissed him: “Kelly, go sit down.
Conserve your energy for those dreams you have each night... I'll
bring you your beer when Toby gets around to it. Go on now..,
shoo!”
And he did, with a grunt.
Laurie had lived just outside the picturesque, thatched
village of Hellismere since her marriage to Peter Endecott. Born in
Reading, she had not even been to the West Country until her
father's mysterious death and a small inheritance, which had left
her just enough money to complete private tuition and then a place
at university in Exeter. So she had never been regarded a local.
Still, being from another county had its benefits. It kept the village
at bay, and most of the time she was thankful not to be a part of the
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sticky tape which was the way of those who lived and died in
Hellismere. Yet there were times when she yearned for the
comfort of belonging, a feeling which would come over her
whenever particularly depressed. Village life had a security about
it – a family thing – which Laurie found hard to define. It had to
do with a peculiar balance of trust, a see-saw of confidence versus
constraint, of asserting ones place while respecting those of others;
one could not do without the other, they needed each other, as if a
beating heart, two forces bumping and grinding on a daily bases,
and in this way the village was kept alive. But, as with all
creatures, the heart beat could only be felt from within, and as she
was on the outside, she could never quite get into the rhythm.
City life was quite the opposite.
surgery, she thought.

More like open-heart

A love, of sorts, had developed in Exeter, by chance, with a
man twice her age who did the club circuit regularly. Peter
Endecott was rich, drove a flash car, but he was weak inside. He
had encouraged her dominance by revering her. She had obliged
and soon things got serious. Marriage was accepted for want of
something better to happen. It never did. Soon after, she had
ploughed into a hedge in a brand new Mercedes. Vowing never to
drive the treacherous, country lanes again, Laurie enjoyed instead
the comfort of a chauffeur in her husband who had diligently tried
to run a business and be at her disposal whenever she called. The
coroner's report had stated that Peter Endecott had died of a heart
attack in the dining room, but the joke in town was that it had
happened in the bedroom.
His business sold, she was immediately wealthy. But with
nowhere to go, her love for the walled, Victorian rose garden and
rambling borders surrounding their manor house was enough to
keep her from wandering off for very long. She had made a few
attempts in the past: A holiday to Morocco with thoughts of
settling in a foreign land; a month in Edinburgh where she had felt
perhaps the cold weather and a cultural change might set her on a
new course. Was it anger at having been so suddenly abandoned or
desperation that had prompted her to travel? Either way, she was
back.
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Nothing had changed. She was still the same parcel as
before, as undecided as ever, as boxed up and tied up as the garden
in which she would spend so much time, as intense as the cold
stone house she took care of day after day. At times, between the
overflowing borders and an ageing willow, she would imagine
herself a statue of white marble, a maiden with urn on shoulder and
a basket of fruit under arm, of nothing but aesthetic value or,
perhaps, as a frame for the ivy to extend. She would be content at
least, during that silly moment, in feeling that nothing needed to be
done and there was nothing else in life but this pose.., that the
years which advanced upon her might be held up for a moment and
she would remain there, forever young.
To those in the village she was just 'Laurie of the Manor', a
respectable member of the parish – though enigmatic like the
statue she had conceived. However, behind that stony facade and
upright manner frothed the fermentations of a terribly twisted
reality. It might have been conceived during all those years alone,
or those locked in the cellar of her childhood home. Who could
know? So clever was its disguise, not even Laurie knew of its
existence.
By nine o'clock The One Eyed Knight had picked up a late
crowd. But still no sign of Nick Rachael. Laurie had retired from
local conversation to the public bar to watch a couple of lads
taking money off the unwitting at a pool table.
Attention waning, she finally departed... Stepped into a
drizzle whose persistence did nothing to dissuade her
determination. She strode deliberately down the street until she
had left the village behind her and the dim light cast by windows
on the pavement no longer illuminated her passage. It was not a
dark night she could see well enough as she marched along in the
middle of the road. From the faint silhouette of distant tree lines
and hedgerows she could distinguish the direction of the road and
within minutes she had easily managed half a mile. But this was
not the road home, she was going in the opposite direction.
Up ahead she could just make out a vehicle parked on the
side of the road. Instantly she drew in a breath, her damp nipples
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tingling with anticipation. On a thick post rising awkwardly from
the hedge by an old stile was a large, square, white sign, which
read: “Private Property”, and then on the next line; “Danger, Keep
Out”. The stile led into a field of rough grass, a grazing area
bordering on moorish heath-land which rose progressively to an
imposing horizon.
A shape, peculiar and jutting stood blackened against the
skyline on that distant hill: An odd inconsistency of angles; a
building of sorts, in ruins, decaying, perhaps defeated, but not yet
ready to fall.
Hellismere Abbey was, like many ancient
monuments in the area, heavy with legend. It was said to have
been constructed on the remains of a building even older still,
where it was claimed King Arthur was buried. Monks, during the
early sixteen hundreds, had fled from persecution to this barren hill
top from all over the south west and here, over a century, the abbey
had been developed. A large Gothic chapel had stood taller than
the rest and behind it, cloisters scurried between lesser buildings.
A gigantic, domed kitchen, dormitories, a dinning hall, pitted
toilets and sanctuaries where thought to have existed, though, to
the unfamiliar, the identities of those walled areas would not have
easily revealed themselves. The ruin was but one thing these days.
It now stood – though much of it lay – a forgotten monument, a
finger or two of inspired creation still holding up, nothing more
than a trial against relentless elements from the Atlantic.
Due to the prospect of unearthing King Arthur's grave site
there had been many archaeological digs in amongst its crumbling
pillars and stone facades. But now the dreamers had long since
abandoned their quest and with it any hope of repair to the abbey.
It was even beyond the scope of The National Trust, though it was
situated within their boundaries; the site, too large, the task, too
enormous and the cost, too daunting; their final decision having
been made over 25 years ago.
Laurie Endecott quickened her pace as she approached the
car. Long coils of dripping hair flayed out behind her, flopping off
the shoulder and releasing tiny droplets of water in her wake. She
mounted the stile with ease and dropped lightly to the soft grass
beyond. The car she did not recognize, but she had a feeling she
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knew whose it was. Quietly, though still with the same speed and
determination, she followed a path which took her across the field
diagonally, inclining more steeply the closer her approach to the
ruins on the hill top. The path was slippery and though she
enjoyed the feel of mud between her toes, she kept to the grass
along side. Soon the path began to idle, until eventually she was
rising but a few feet with each turn of the trail. Panting, with short
stride, hands on knees to aide the ascent, finally she made it..,
gasping and smiling.
Laurie did not enter the abbey grounds by the front portal
which would have placed her in the chapel, she purposely stepped
off the trail into heather and skirted the main wall. The rain had
eased. In the east, broken cloud was giving way to the suggestion
of a moon. It illuminated an otherwise featureless and damp stone
wall, carving out glistening edges and throwing ambiguous
shadows in all directions.
From the outside, the ruins reminded Laurie of a carcass, a
dead animal empty and betrayed, lying to the spine with legs in the
air and broken remains all about, as if torn from the body by
predatory centuries. Towering window arches still lingered above
crumbling masonry, pillared awnings hung suspended, supporting
nothing but the night sky. And all about, tucked in between fallen
blocks and in dark corners, blackthorn ballooned and ivy crept.
She slowed... she was looking about anxiously. From
behind the wall of a vestry to the south emerged the moon lit
coastline in the distance. The wind from the west, however, meant
she was not, as she was sometimes, able to hear the distant roar of
waves battering the coast. Then she froze. There, midst a jumble
of giant stone slabs lying abandoned on a lower terrace, stood a
bent and human figure.
Familiarity with her surroundings meant she could
negotiate the ruins with ease, even at night. It would have been
unwise for a visiting hiker to snoop about after dark. There were
sudden chasmous drop-offs – some fenced, some not – with loose
footing and sharp rocks all about. This abbey was a perilous place.
The buildings had been constructed on various levels and the south

Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 18

western hill side was terraced by high, supporting walls, some of
which had collapsed to form dangerous ravines sixty feet to jagged
rock. The domed, abbey cook-house was still partially standing
above the lip of one such ravine. Some effort to secure the
exposed wall with scaffolding, during an earlier bout of
archaeological investigation, was still evident, clinging to the
overhang. However, the ruin was not open to the public, so little
attention had been paid to the welfare of trespassers.
Laurie regained her poise and veered left in between two
broken sections of wall, disappearing into cloisters. At the far end
of the many limestone archways she mounted some fallen rocks
and fed herself fearlessly through a huge, first level window. She
was now on all fours, clinging to worn ledges with almost feline
agility.
Following the main wall of the chapel vestry, she leapt the
emptiness of a crumbling doorway, then dropped down onto the
remains of an external wall which encircled the lower terrace. She
was twenty feet up.., could feel the wind under her skirt as she
crept out into the dim moonlight. Peering down at the deeply
shadowed stage, she spied movement. The figure was now
walking, aimlessly it seemed at first glance; but then perhaps, with
purpose, head low, as if looking for something. The ground was
even, grass well grazed by sheep, though dotted with immense,
granite boulders.
“Nicky, am I late..?” Laurie cackled, loudly.
A man looked up into the night, not the least bit surprised.
He untied the belt of his walking jacket, swept a hood off his head
and brushed aside a long fringe. “Hello, Laurie,” he answered
quietly.
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CHAPTER TWO
Laughter pealed out through the many corridors and cracks
of that blackened ruin on Hellismere Hill, guttural and masculine
in nature, with mischievous tone, though a woman’s, nevertheless.
She said:
“Why are you up here so early, it's not even midnight?”
“I made a mistake,” the man said abruptly.
“Oh, so you thought you'd come up here and sulk, is that
it?”
“No.., I was just –”
“What about me?” Laurie squawked from her perch high
above him, “You could at least have come and told me.”
The tall man turned away and took a few timid steps. Then
he looked back. “I know. But I had a lot of trouble.”
“You.., my great Nicky Rachael? I'm in shock ...” She
hesitated, to lend tension to the moment, then slowly she sank to a
squat. The skirt her knees had hitched formed a hammock from
thigh to thigh, long arms extending between them to balance on the
ruined wall. “So what happened? Where is she now?”
“It never happened... look, I... I made a terrible mistake.”
He was stumbling over words, had a fist clenched in front of his
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face.
“Oh, come on! You told me about it last weekend. It was a
straight forward plan... There couldn't possibly have been a
problem.”
He ignored her. “A mistake – bloody hell – a stupid,
ignorant mistake. She took me completely by surprise,” he barked.
“At first everything went just fine, and then suddenly, as I was
about to administer the drug, she began to breath erratically,
couldn't draw in air. I thought her trachea was blocked. I did
everything I could to help her, but then it dawned on me.., she
could be an asthmatic,” he was saying, gesturing with his hands.
“... So I desperately searched in her pockets for a ventilator, but...
but I had no luck, time was running out – my time as well as hers –
and then her stupid bag fell free and tumbled down this small
gorge and lodged itself at the base of a tree trunk half way down.”
Laurie queried. “Surely someone of your reputation
could've saved her? You're a surgeon, you work under pressure
where every second counts. Nicky, you must be passed it.., time to
retire, old man.” The words were followed by a muted chuckle.
“Laurie, you don't understand. I had to think about the bag.
The time it would have taken to climb down to it, search it and
then crawl up through the bracken and roots and things, depositing
evidence of myself all over the place. No, I had to leave her,” he
said shaking his head. “It was a dreadful thing and I'm so
ashamed.., what an awful way to –”
“To die – Ha..! For someone who does this for a living?
You are such a nice fellow. She was going to die anyway. Really,
Nicky, you are very clever but you're also very silly...” An afterthought, “So why didn't you bring her here?”
“Her bag. I had to leave her. She doesn't belong here.”
“But of course she does, she's one of the family.”
“No, she died before I'd taken her, that's the way of it and it
was best she stayed there because she was never really mine.”
Then, in a fit of despair he added, “God, I was a fool.., I should
have known.”
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“And just how are you supposed to know if your intended
victim is an asthmatic?” Laurie sprang sideways and followed the
wall on all fours to a crumbling corner. She then dropped down a
few feet to the ledge of a window whose cracked arch above
seemed to defy gravity.
Nick moaned, “I don't know, maybe I should be checking
their medical records or something,” he said blandly.
“I think my little Nicky is doing a fine job without making
more work for himself. The more you have to do the more you
give away and as far as I'm concerned the probability of being
confronted by the same problem again is like being struck by
lightening twice.., in the head. It won't happen again.”
There was a long, dark silence, broken only by the passing
of holes in the clouds through which the moonlight could
penetrate. The conversation continued, as cold, jagged and
irregular as the old abbey around them. Tensions rose and fell like
gusting wind through the cloisters; desperation gave way to relief
as quickly and easily as a tumbling wall. The odd note of passion
was so mired by obsession, neither could grasp it, their thoughts so
far removed from one another that conversation at times seemed
unrelated.
“I had another lengthy operation at the hospital on
Wednesday,” Nick told her.
“Would the child have died?”
“Yes, I'm sure.”
“How old?”
“... She was fourteen.” Nick walked over to a patch of
smooth grass and knelt down.
Laurie sniffed. She wiped dampness from her brow and
said, “Do you have a match?”
“Not yet. I've been very busy over the last few weeks and
it's been harder to get away than earlier in the year.”
“Well, you mustn't give up. I'm sure you'll find a nice girl
for her, Nicky.” She blew him a kiss through the darkness, though
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he wasn't to see. Then asked, “So.., where have you been all
afternoon? This was all supposed to happen at two o'clock, wasn't
it?”
He nodded over a shoulder, held on to the moment in
search of the right words. “I... I went over to Wales to take another
look at the Hereford option.”
“And was it..?”
“Yes. Still promising.”
“Good, then you're set for next week.”
Laurie was on the move again. She scampered playfully
across a hanging lintel and followed the remains of a wall as it
cascaded to the ground. She was full of life, alive again, eager and
excited, a week of anticipation having been swept away. She lived
for these moments, fantasized about this place and now she was
here with him, her emptiness filled to bursting with emotion. “So,
then what did you do?”
Again hesitant reflection. “I came here,” he said.
She was confused. “It takes three hours to get down here on
the motorway, you said so yourself. Don't tell me you stayed up on
the beacon all that time?”
“I.., er, had some supper in Cardiff.”
She detected the absence of fact. “With who?”
“Um.., some girl,” he waved a hand vacantly. He couldn't
lie to her, he could only hope. Then added, meekly: “She was a
hitch-hiker. I picked her up on the way down.”
“... Why do you bother?” she howled jealously. “You and
your petty, chauvinistic values.” Then a sudden thought: “You
didn't..?”
“No, of course not.”
“I suppose you're going to tell me she was a possible match
for this latest one?”
“Well, I...” Nick breathed in, tried not to prolong the
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conversation. “Look, I just picked her up because she was out in
the middle of nowhere and it can be dangerous.”
Lauried laughed. “Coming from you, that does sound
peculiarly ironic, don't you think?” She examined him for a
reaction. Got none.
Laurie had reached the ground... Approached him now
across the terrace, descending a slight bank to even level. She
wanted to provoke him, was thrilled by his presence and the
nearness of this man whose omnipotence she would suck out with
a straw if only she could. Her chest was quivering as she raised
her damp skirt off the wet ground. The grass between her toes was
delightful, a tingling of tiny prickles, and that matted texture
pressing on her soles, massaging. Then passed between boulders
as tall as she, came within a few feet of him. A gibbous moon
caught her sculpted form and sparkled through the droplets in her
hair. He looked her up and down, seeing her now for the first time
and she shivered.
“Why did you come here, then?” she asked.
“We're all born in a rocking chair; good versus evil,” he
replied, staring up and away over her shoulder. “Here, in this place,
I can hide from the lies... Find truth,” he said, trying to explain
himself. “Someone has to be with them, talk to them, tell them it's
not all in vain. My children need an answer, they can't just stay
buried up here, for year after year, without an explanation.”
Laurie was sure of herself, but not of Nick or what he was
saying. It was what made being with him so exhilarating; the
challenge of completion, of reaching some ultimate goal. Yes, she
wanted to be sure of him, she wanted to know him inside and out
and if it was the last thing she would do before dying it would be
to take his secrets from him. “Being good is a human thing,” she
scoffed. “The Earth doesn't judge us by some moral code, only
people do, so why should you. You needn't worry about that sort
of thing,” she said. “We’re all creatures of this Earth, so it's not
wrong to act like one. That's like saying it's wrong to be human.”
“I'm not talking about what I do, I'm talking about why I do
it. Conviction, Laurie; doing a deed because one believes in ones
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actions, that's what separates me from evil.”
“Nicky,” she risked a smile, “Are you trying to justify your
actions by saying everyone is evil?”
“I didn't mean it like that.” His frustration showed. Then
sitting back on a low boulder he spoke, as if to the hands which lay
in his lap. “Well, I used to think newborns were all good creatures,
not a hint of evil in them, pure and free, no bad thoughts or
feelings. But not any more. Humans..! We have all the chemical
complexity of a nightmare from day one.”
He droned on and she listened. She loved listening to him,
not to his words but to his demanding tone. It was an authoritative
voice, intense, almost patronising, but still soft and full of care;
care for the subject of his lecture, not the people listening. Like a
politician staring blankly into the cold, dark lens of a camera and
finding an invisible audience in the reflection of his eyes.
She wasn't bothered that he wasn’t really talking to her, her
thoughts were elsewhere.
He looked up as he came to an end: “... And I read medical
reports, see the progress in human gene manipulation and listen to
the arguments for eradicating defects, you know: designer babies –
as if it's wrong to be different or to have a medical disorder. And
sometimes I find myself having to agree. Needless suffering, that’s
what it is.”
She had been searching for a weak spot, somewhere to
tread. She found it. “The woes of a psychopath.., you poor boy!
It's easy to get rid of a tumour, a social disease to be treated before
it becomes malignant. But you are not, you see, not a tumour, not
my little Nicky. You are not a defect, you are different, yes..! but
special – in the mind – and they can’t get inside there.” She was
stepping closer, leaning now, over him, a shadow drawn across his
lap. “I know how you must feel, Nicky, my love. But, you see,
you're not alone... I'm with you through all of this,” she said,
passionately.
He had returned his gaze to the lap, was examining his
hands, picking at cuticle around the nails. What had, a few
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minutes earlier, been clear in his mind, suddenly became cloudy.
He reached for more, “There's work in the U.S. to eliminate
memory loss, and research in China to get rid of a gene which
causes violence. Some say there's too much diversity in the human
species these days and they have a point. But the fact is, remove
genetic diversity and the evolutionary process will come to an
end.”
“Exactly. And where would we be without a comparison
for so called, perfection?” she bubbled over with laughter. “Look,
it's human nature to kill each other, so don't you start thinking
you're a genetic disorder. So you've put down a few children, but a
lot less than die of salmonella or cholera each year.”
She was making sense and it felt better and he was glad she
was here. He tolerated her insistence on calling him 'poor boy'
because somehow it made things more acceptable and the
monstrous things he did less wrong. Her sarcastic tone was a
tonic, it could penetrate his murky mind. At the same time it
soothed the soul, a paternal shroud which protected him from the
outside world and those who might wish him harm. That was how
he always felt at the ruins: Safe. What was it about this place – or
was it her?
Laurie knelt down in front of Nick and took his hands in
hers. She didn't like it when he got like this... No. He should have
more faith in himself. Just a child.., she smiled up at him. “Funny,
isn’t it? Weakness is the single, greatest thing about humans, it's
what ultimately makes us strong. Your weakness is your strength,
Nicky. I just don’t see why the human race can’t acknowledge
that. So now in their selfish arrogance they want us all cloned: no
more disease, no more famine, no more death.., and a population
out of control. You should be proud of yourself for standing up to
them.”
“And you..? You're so strong, what's your weakness?”
“You, Nicky.” She squeezed. “You are special and it's why I
care so much for you.” Then she rose to her feet, turned her back
on him and slowly stretched out both arms, as if a cormorant
drying her wings by the light of the moon. “Really. Who is to say
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you are evil? Live by your own rules, not some mishmash morale
code made up to benefit others. People who live by other people's
rules are just scared to face life on their own.”
She turned. Leapt up onto a nearby boulder, towered above
him for a second, then sprang from one to the next until she was
once again upon the wall. “In my world,” she cried to the moon,
“You are God and the Devil, you are my father and my son.
Nicky, my love, that's what’s important as far as I'm concerned.”
* * *
Into the early morning raucous of an overcrowded, casualty
department burst the rush of desperate faces. Medical staff
surrounding a stretcher, stampeded the entrance way. The confined
and seemingly impenetrable space somehow managed to
accommodate these new arrivals, the mire of displaced bodies
quickly and quietly absorbing their sudden impact. There was no
hall, no central walkway or lobby to greet them. Just a maze of
corridors that lead this way and that. They were wide and
featureless with low ceilings, lined with chairs and trolleys. The
walls were sprinkled with pictures that looked like they had been
drawn by children, the only colour other than clothing to be seen in
the dull, grey atmosphere.
A path was cut through the hum of pedestrians as a young,
first-year called to the triage nurse at a nearby desk. She
immediately responded by pressing a button:
“Doctor Follistock, doctor Nigel Follistock to casualty,
please – Mr. Dullsnake, please, on extension 43,” she said picking
up the phone while mouth still at the PA mic, “– Doctor Follistock
to A&E, please.” Then into the phone: “John, what's happening at
Gill Street, is the patient in transit..? Good. It's bloody hectic
here, see what you can do with the haemorrhaging and keep me
posted ... Oh, and give me five minutes warning before arrival.
Thanks, John.”
She then depressed extension 43. “Mr. Dullsnake, it's A&E,
is Mr. Moyde out of Theatre Two, we have a child just in, cranial
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fracture and possible internal injuries – no paramedic aid. He'll
want to take a look, personally ...” A pause. “Yes, Mr. Dullsnake, I
know he's been in operation for three hours, but the other
consultants are off rota, we only have one House Officer available,
the Registrar is tied up and Ray Moyde always likes to keep up
with new arrivals, especially if they're heavily traumatized ...
Thank you Mr. Dullsnake.”
The stretcher flew down one of the corridors and then
veered left through a dingy, yellow curtain. An entourage of blue
coats began to circle like vultures. IV sacks swung in unison
above the stretcher, a cardiograph was wheeled up and hastily
prepared next to a frail, exposed arm. Above the arm, a face.., with
a young and frightened grimace, peering sideways in agony. Some
swift fingers, a few questions, then the face was engulfed by a
huge, white mask. But the eyes stared out, they would not, could
not, shut; they were all alone, blood-shot and wandering. There
could be no peace in blackness, shutting out the world would mean
facing this pain alone. The eyes flashed about but could not find
what they were looking for, just busy shapes and flapping curtains
and machines..! Such horrible, fearsome things – where was she?
That nice person, friendly one – why had she brought him here?
“MARI, Mariii.., it hurts, Mari,” the little boy moaned
desperately through the mask.
“Here, Chad, it's Mari,” a soft voice rose out of the torment.
“It's going to be alright, do you hear? Be a brave boy and let the
doctors fix you up so you'll be good as new.” Mari Chavelli
squeezed his frail, little hand and then he could see her. That sweet
face – round like a pearl with short, brown, bobbing hair just like
his – peering at him from between two bodies in the crowd.
“Don't go, please, Mari... Stay!”
“Chad, I'll only be gone a minute. I have to make a report.
OK, I'll be just out here, I won't be far away.” Mari turned to go,
felt him clinging desperately to her fingers, then she was out into
the clinical cool of corridors. She dug about in an inside coat
pocket for glasses, then aimed for the nurses' station down the hall,
dodging frantic people; staff, patients, anybodies, as if she had
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been thrust onto an ice rink heading in the wrong direction.
Senior Nurse, Helen Frort, had spotted her when she first
came in with the boy. Mari was small, wore little make-up, had on
a long coat which almost reached to her shoes. She looked like a
skittle, the nurse thought, as she approached.
“It's been a nightmare this morning,” Helen said. “Two
burn victims, a punctured eardrum, countless swallowed marbles
and at least three who fell out of beds and bumped their heads.
What do they get up to at night? I don't know if it's the unusually
hot weather or influence of a full moon. And that's just the
children I'm talking about.” She paused to catch a breath... “Here,
you'll need to sign this.” She smiled and handed Mari a clipboard.
“I'm here with that –”
“I know, I know. It's OK, you just fill this out and I'll
attach it to the report ...” Helen Frort was on the phone again.
Mari removed her glasses and looked down at the form. An
arm flew passed her ear and a bundle of papers landed on the desk
in front of her. She had hardly time to look around before the pale
green banshee was on the move again, mask around the neck and
gown trailing out in the wake.
“Nurse..? I'm not the mother, I'm –”
“Social Services,” Helen nodded while replacing the
receiver. “Parents go all silly when they come in here with their
children; you were far, too sensible to be a parent.” She smiled at
Mari and everything at once became clear and comprehensible.
How nice, Mari thought to herself, but how in heaven's name does
she cope?
Helen Frort continued: “I'm sure you've already explained
everything to the medical staff who brought him in but we need to
have it down on these forms.., you know how it is? In case
someone spills the sugar.”
“Yeah, sure. Any chance of coffee?” Mari asked, on
considering the word, sugar.
“Well, there's a machine down the hall at the end. Whether
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it has any coffee in it is another thing.”
“Thanks... Oh, I'm Mari Chavelli, by the way. I'll stay for
a while until there's some news on the boy.”
Mari stepped away. She was tired, it was eight in the
morning yet she felt as if it was time for bed. She had been woken
at six by a neighbour of the little boy, Chad, to say that his parents
had had a row and had then left the building without him. Mari
knew the father had a history of violence and a mother barely a
month from giving birth to their second. The situation was tense
and the block of flats where they lived in Blackheath was no easy
street. She'd had to get to the child herself, she couldn't call the
police on an idle whim. She trusted the neighbour and it was an
hour's drive from her flat in Bayswater. There was no hesitation,
just a phone call to a colleague from work and she was out the door
in slippers and a coat.
Mari looked at her reflection in the drink dispenser and
shook her head. “How on earth am I going to go to the office
looking like that?” she muttered to herself, then shoved a couple of
pound coins into the slot and prayed for coffee.
Moments later, sitting on an uncomfortable row of plastic
chairs and trying to persuade her tired mind that what she was
drinking was not decaffeinated coffee, a man approached in suit
and tie. He introduced himself as Rachael Moyde, consultant
paediatrician, flicked aside a curling fringe and asked, “Are you
Mari Chavelli?”
“Yes,” she responded, putting on her glasses to see who it
was.
She was looking up at him. She saw elegant features, she
saw lines of concern and then she focused on his eyes. They were
a soft brown, deep and cosy, and she immediately felt at ease.
“Just a few questions about the young boy,” he said. “And
don't worry, our Registrar is very competent. Tell me what you
know; how the accident occurred.”
She responded, “I wasn't there when it happened, all I
know is he fell.., like, in the bathroom and he's coughing as if his
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chest is all blocked up. He's also wet himself, you know.., his
pants, I don't know if that was like, fright? I think it might have
happened earlier this morning, maybe an hour before I got to him
at around seven,” she frowned. “I'm sorry I can't help much, I –"
“What's his name?”
"Chad... Chad Horton."
“Age?”
"Er.., seven. Nearly eight.”
“Can you tell me anything about previous illnesses,
operations, any allergies or family health problems?”
Mari shook her head. “I'm afraid my work with the Horton
family is more to do with counselling and guidance. Chad was
always such an energetic little chap, like, full of life and smiles. I
don't remember any history of illness in the family, no allergies
that I'm aware of.”
“That's fine,” the consultant’s
His manner was serious but pleasing.
age at around 40, perhaps a little more.
a healthy look and a mop of straight,
refused to remain aloft. Then:

stern voice reassured her.
She was able to guess his
He carried himself tall, had
fair hair with a fringe that

“Don't worry, leave everything to us.” And he was gone.
An hour passed. Mari had returned the form to the nurses'
desk and had phoned into the office to let Hana know she was
going to be late. Chad's preliminary examination had revealed
severe internal trauma, possible damage to the left kidney and a
nasty cranial fracture. He had been prepared for an emergency
operation, a 'cat scan' would come later, that was all she had heard.
Then, during the following hour, news came that Chad was in
intensive care following that operation. Mari had been given
permission to go up to the fourth floor and wait near by for results.
Another half an hour dragged and she was still haunting the
corridors of Greenwich Hospital. Though there were many new
additions to the rigid, old building and surrounding grounds, she
was in the original Victorian structure, a most suitable place for
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ghosts.
Similar in appearance to her office block in Finchley, there
were, however, at least certain homely touches in her work
environment: Worn carpets, plants in need of watering, wooden
furniture. But here in the hospital, sterility ruled. All things were
metallic, had to conform, had straight lines, shiny tin or cold, old
chrome; from chair legs and drinking cups to light switches and
dinner trays. The corridors were either painted white or yellow, or
both. Did the painter run out of yellow down there? She turned
her head.
It was hard to focus, perceptions were playful and she had
removed her glasses thinking it might relieve her of tension. But
still her mind wandered round and round with idle observations
and trivial concerns. She couldn't stay seated for long, it seemed
more comfortable to move how ever tired she was – give the body
something to do, fool the brain with some nonsense activity.
Didn't work. Minutes later she was back, drumming at her senses
for some explanation of this or that...
Chad's accident.
Where were they? Why had his parents just left like that
without even getting him ready for school? It was such bad timing,
she had worked so hard to get them back on track and now the
whole process would have to start all over again. If only The
Courts had recognized the father's influence on the mother, none of
this might have happened. She had warned them, yet still the
judge had opted for family unity. It was hoped that their move
from Finchley to Blackheath, which Mari had initiated, would see
them on a new course and a brighter future – perhaps it hadn't been
such a good idea... And now this. A row? The neighbour had said
something about loud voices, then a crash, some noise. Had the
little chap really slipped off the stool? There was no breakfast on
the table, he was just in underpants at 7:10 on a Monday morning.
And the janitor didn't even have to unlock the door ...
“Mari... He's a tough little fellow, Chad Horton. Don't
worry, he'll pull through OK.” The surgeon had appeared from a
door opposite and was dropping a green apron in the wheel bin
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beside her.
“Oh, fantastic. Thank you, doctor,” she blurted in relief.
“I'm a surgeon, actually. But doctor will do,” he smiled.
“And the thanks should go to you for being so quick on your feet.
He might not have made it, his injuries were severe.”
“It wasn't really me who raised the alarm, it was a
neighbour who phoned me,” Mari said cheerfully while hurriedly
seeking her glasses... She gave up and asked, “He'll be alright,
then?”
“I'd say. A few days in this God-forsaken dungeon and he'll
be well on the way to recovery. The food's horrible but the nurses
here are fantastic. He'll be in good hands.”
“How long before he's well enough to leave?” she asked.
“A week, perhaps ten days. Then he'll be off home and a
few more in bed.”
Mr. Moyde was a tall man and she was such a shrimp. She
turned and stared down the corridor to give her neck a rest. She
could see only a blur, it was a horribly uncomfortable feeling at
times, but strangely she felt at ease, here with the surgeon. “It's not
as simple as that,” she muttered.
“Hum... Family trouble?”
“Yeah.., 'fraid so. It'll be for a committee enquiry to decide.
Is there any question of, like, how these injuries were made?” she
asked.
“Not really. One or two sharp blows to the side.., blunt
impacts, could have been the edge of the bath or the taps.
However, it was more likely that he hit the back of his head on the
floor,” the surgeon considered.
“Like.., whatever the cause, his parents abandoned him and
that's inexcusable.” Mari looked back at Mr. Moyde, thought she
saw concern in the surgeon's eyes; dark, almost black orbs now, by
comparison with the brightly lit corridor. She saw a caring man, an
intensely passionate – Mari..? – She had caught herself staring at
him.., frowned and made a face.
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He drew in a deep breath. “Well, I must be getting along,
I've been in operations since four this morning. Can I see you off?
Share a cab or something?”
“Well. Actually, I have a car in the parking lot and need to
get to work. I'm heading in the direction of Bayswater, if that
works for you?”
An odd feeling came over him. He had not intended his
remark to be anything more than a polite gesture, one of formality,
but was receiving, instead, commitment. It was not forced upon
him, it was being asked of him, it was honest and casual; not
discoloured by abduction, which was usually the case when young
women asked for his company. He surprised himself with his own
answer:
“That works for me. Let's grab a coffee some place?”
“Wow, yes.
laughed.

Cos the coffee here is disgusting.” Mari

He smiled. “I agree.”
Brushing his fringe aside they set off for the lifts. She was
impressed, it was a nice feeling to meet someone like him on such
a dreadful morning. Inspiring, would get anyone off on the right
track; and he was attractive, too. She smiled, shook her head and
found those stupid glasses – in her hair. Of course, anyone in this
profession would have to be a wonderful person, she thought.
The lift doors slid aside and a couple of nurses sailed
passed them.
“Morning, Ray,” one of them said playfully, coming to a
halt. “Little Tina in Pink Panther Ward, said to thank you for her
chocolates. That really was sweet of you, she thinks you're really
wonderful and has a terrible crush on you.”
He looked down at his shoes.
The nurse continued, “You know, I said you were a bit old
for her, she being only six and all, but she said she'd soon be seven
– isn't that cute..? Still on for squash, tomorrow, Ray?”
“If I can still walk,” he replied limply, entering the lift.
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“We'll get you off the couch,” the other laughed, blowing
him a kiss. The nurses turned, flew off in a cloud of amusement.
The lift doors closed with a thud and Mari was engulfed in him and
her thoughts.
* * *
Six o'clock that evening and Ray Moyde was back,
refreshed and with a few hours of sleep behind him. The hospital
was his life, he had little else to do during the week other than
work. It was between consultancy and the operating theatres that
he spent most of his time. He ate out whenever he could, usually
alone, though William or Jurisha, two of the other paediatric
consultants on rota at the hospital – both married – would
sometimes drag him to a restaurant out of pity. Marriage was a
funny thing, Jurisha would say: “It was like giving up smoking,
once you'd given up being single you thought everyone should”.
She would constantly pester him about settling down and he would
always smile awkwardly. He admired her, wished in some way he
could be more like her. She was a few years his senior, specialised
in infant trauma cases and birth abnormalities, while he, mostly in
juvenile emergencies. He thought of her as a fruit, as he often did
of women: A kiwi, perhaps; though not particularly attractive on
the outside, a rotund woman of Middle-Eastern descent, Jurisha
was so magnificent and sweet inside.
He was finishing up a lecture to first and second year,
student nurses. It was one of those laborious tasks which plagued
senior staff but, though tedious at times, it was rewarding to gain
closer ties with new members of the hospital and satisfying to pass
his concerns and ideas to others. He could remember when he was
starting out in the medical profession, stuffed full of information,
head saturated by the enormity of the task ahead and physically
exhausted by the number of books he would have to carry.
Lectures he had attended as a student had put him in touch with his
profession. Real life dramas were played out, ethics debated, and
it all happened right there, at arms length. Now he was looking the
other way: at blank faces, mirrored emotions of one sort or another
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staring back. They grappled with concepts, some dreaming, others
drowning; he knew, he had felt it all before – not least the desire to
have some supper... A glance at the clock and he wound down.
“... So, if you have any questions I'll be happy to stay for a
few more minutes. Or any technical queries can always be raised
with Pharmacy.” He flicked his brow, expecting at least a little
enthusiasm. Nothing. So he nodded and the room was swiftly
vacated, leaving him to collect his papers on the table behind.
Then a young, female voice: “Mr. Moyde, I was wondering
why you thought that generic products were –” she paused to read
from notes – “Detrimental to the continued stability of
pharmaceutical development. Surely, the need for more, cheaper
products in third world countries could only be a good thing,
especially in times of crisis?”
He turned to face the question, a smile to convey what was
going to be an enthusiastic response. It flickered uneasily, went
out like a dying candle as she came into view. She was strolling up
casually, clipboard held out front, a young blonde, smiling widely,
and she was closing the gap between them. She had thin, straight
hair cut to shoulder length, most of which was drawn back to a
clasp behind her head. A few silky strands of hair hung down
about her eyes, shimmering as the air moved across her forehead,
like tiny threads of gold. Beneath this wispy veil of hair, a jutting,
youthful face seemed to reach out to him as she stepped up. He
lowered his gaze. Her dress was scant, low cut, tight and pale
yellow, with small black buttons down one side and black piping
around the cuffs. A bit over-dressed for a student lecture, he was
thinking. From a fine gold chain around her neck hung a small
pendent. He couldn’t tell what it was, did not want her to think he
was staring at her chest. He looked again at her face and then
removed an unwanted fringe – his own.
“Let me put it another way,” he began, then paused as he
tried to recall where or if he had seen her before.
She interrupted. “Are you hungry? I'd enjoy the company.”
Then, reaching up to her mouth with two long finger nails, she
began playing with her chewing gum. She pulled a long strand out
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 36

from between her teeth. It thinned, and snapped, and she laughed.
He said, “Actually, I wasn't thinking of eating.” Then
paused, looked down at the papers under his arm. “You are new
here, not a student nurse?”
“That’s right.” A smile persisted. “I'm doing a sort of
community service thing, I'm one of those misfits they farm out for
practical experience.”
He was shuffling through the papers. “Why this hospital?”
“My father is a doctor, it was his idea.”
“You like it here?” he said, looking up.
“It's OK. So, how about dinner? We could continue this
over a glass of wine.”
“Are you sure you want to talk about this lecture?” he
questioned.
Her head rocked and she replied softly: “Well, not really.
I'm kind of lonely here, I don't know anybody and you seemed so
nice I thought perhaps you wouldn't – Oh gosh,” she suddenly lost
her poise, “You're not married or anything? Look, I'm sorry if I
put you on the spot like that, I didn't –”
“That's OK, I'm not married-or-anything.” He was
anticipating the door and his exit. “However, I don't usually dine
with students or 'misfits', at least, not on a social level.”
She hugged her clipboard and stepped up to within a few
inches of him. “I hope,” she said defiantly, looking closely at him,
“That won't remain an unbroken rule.”
“Perhaps not. I'll see you around, no doubt.”
“Definitely,” she said, as he sidestepped her persistence and
strode hurriedly out.
He shuddered on reaching safety and the corridor. Damn
her for being so forward. Thoughts were invading his mind.., bad
thoughts. He had to drown them out. It was not the time nor the
place for such thinking, it would only lead to pain, and worse. Had
to think of something else.., to control the mind. Surely this has to
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happen to other men. What do they do? He fought on, had to try
to arrest momentum, could feel a desperation coming over him
again... We are men. Isn't this what we are supposed to feel? He
stopped, couldn’t concentrate, tried to focus, but her image again,
invading his mind with ease... She was simply pristine!
He walked ahead, out into the main hall and ascended a
flight of stairs, a fist quietly hammering on the wooden banister as
he followed the steps around and up to the next floor. Thoughts
were still with him, bending, twisting him out of shape. He was
slipping, he could feel it, he was loosing the fight... Women, he
thought, they were so very confident, attracted to the one power
they did not possess: Physical strength.
Is that their weakness? Is that how love works. In a
relationship, there would need to be a weak spot, the joint, a place
where two people would attach to one another. It would be
critical, he thought: As the climber drives another stake into the
ice for the rope to support him should he fall, the ice is put under
pressure; it cracks and gives under the strain of penetration, and
in its weakness the climber and the ice become intimately
connected. The thrill of weakness!
His garbled thoughts raced ahead of him as he climbed the
steps, and with each came greater determination to understand. On
reaching the uppermost step and having come to no great decision,
he filed the notion with a hasty caption so that he could retrieve it
later:
'Weak Link'.
On a bench on the landing opposite, sat a woman with a
small child in a short skirt. The young girl's feet skimmed the floor
as she swung them back and forth. In passing he stopped and
smiled down at the woman. Then he lowered himself to a squat
before the young child, placed a hand on her knee and with a
chuckle he said: “I bet you don't know what I've got in my
pocket?”
“Yes I do,” the little girl boldly replied. “A setha.., a seca..,
stata – stethescoscoat!”
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“Well, what a smart girl. But look what else..,” and he
retrieved a sweet from his pocket.
The little girl's eyes sparkled with delight. She snatched it
up quickly lest it should disappear as swiftly as it had appeared.
He watched as her little fingers expertly rolled the sweet out of its
wrapper, while spreading his own across her knee. He then slid
them gently up her naked thigh, felt the warmth, and the
smoothness of her skin. The sweet had disappeared. It clattered
about inside the child’s mouth. She grinned and sucked and he
pulled himself together. He said, “Belinda is going to be just fine.
You have a tough little sister, so don't you worry about a thing...
she'll be home in no time.”
He stood up, winked knowingly at the child's mother and
walked off down a corridor heading for the seclusion of senior staff
quarters. He was the top paediatric surgeon at Greenwich
Hospital, a notable figure in the medical community and respected
throughout. It was an odd arrangement for a consultant of his
calibre to be attached so firmly to an institution and not to have his
own practise on the side. However, he liked it that way and the
benefits were mutual. His time was for all those children who
came to the hospital other than infant crises, both emergency cases
and specialist concerns. There was a closeness about his
relationship with patients; patients who were genuinely in need –
trusting, often frightened or lonely little things – which had such
appeal.
What he did and what he said was accepted with little
question on the floor. But upstairs in Management it was a very
different matter. He was an ideologist, not a conformist, as The
Chief would often discover in the heat of disagreement. He did not
give in easily. Arrogant? Perhaps. He didn't care what The Chief
called it, so long as his point was made.
Not a bit of it with ward staff. He was a patient man, a
careful listener who questioned rather than confronted situations,
gaining trust by subtle reversal. A tall man, who leaned into
conversation with enthusiasm and charm, rarely raising his voice.
He would dispense with formalities, preferring always to be
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addressed by his first name. But this was not lax of him.
Everyone on the floor knew and could confide in him. He lived
and worked with great attention to detail and had a meticulously
and thorough character. These were attractive traits, especially to
the female members of staff. He was a brooding contradiction, an
attractive middle-aged man, yet unmarried. As some would say
with a shiver of sensuality: “A geek in a gorilla suit.” Women
adored him, men revered him. He was loved by all.
However, no lobster is drawn from the pot without some
water – and this was a man drenched in misery.
He turned left down a dingy corridor, heading for E Block.
His mind still whizzing... The kinds of women he seemed to
attract were always so outgoing and loud, they didn’t seem to need
anything from him, except his submission. Perhaps it was the
environment where he worked that produced such confident
women, so un-needy, so full of themselves. They didn’t appeal to
him; there seemed little possibility, he often thought, for a
working, loving relationship between two roosters. He did not
despise women, indeed he respected them – more so, perhaps, than
men – they charmed him. Yes, in his mind, women were
invigorating, they boosted his ego and his position. He just wished
they were a bit more demure, less cocky, especially the younger
ones.
As another flight of stairs loomed he returned to himself.
He was a careful man. He knew he had to control this curse of his
at the hospital, or his career – his whole life – would be flushed
away by a single mistake. In truth, he hated what he was and what
he had to live with, but felt, under the circumstances, that he was
doing the very best he could. By shadowing an urge with an ethos
he was able to manage the misery, giving him enough time,
perhaps, to solve his dilemma. Some suffering was bound to
occur, but as with every grand ideal, there were always individual
sacrifices to be made – it could not be helped.
This complex and calculating man: The same man who
had just a few days earlier trod the ruins of Hellismere Abbey in
shame; a desperate figure, broken and frail. Yet somewhere within

Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 40

lay a truth to which he clung dearly. Without such conviction he
would have perished long ago. He was a monster, he knew it, a
serial killer the police desperately sought but knew little about.
Worse: a child serial killer. All they had were scraps picked up
along the way, souvenirs beside the path of deception he paved.
Nicholas Rachael, abductor of over twenty children in the last five
years was, in uncertain reality, Rachael Moyde, paediatric surgeon
at Greenwich Hospital. Outwardly the same. Inwardly, quite
distinct.
Something made him hesitate outside the door to Admin':
A curiosity to know more, to leave no corner of his mind in
darkness. He marched in. There were three unoccupied desks in
the small, untidy office. A door led off to either side and a third
directly in front of him, open, revealing a large table piled high
with papers, dividers, trays and a woman's head barely visible
behind a computer screen.
“Good evening, Mr. Moyde,” the assistant personnel
manager, looked up eagerly.
He walked over to her confined space. “Hello, Simone.
Don't you lot ever go home?”
“Not these days,” she said, “This is free enterprise, we have
to account for every last drop of oil, remember?”
“Yes, infamous budget control. Listen, can you give me the
file on all new staff, volunteers, first-years and the like..? I like to
keep up with new faces and I noticed this afternoon some
unidentified bodies in one of my lectures.”
“Let me see. I don't really have a file as such, but I could
print you out a list from entries in the last couple of months.
Would that help?” she returned an enquiring expression. Then
looked away as their eyes met. He nodded.
“Anyone in particular?” she asked shyly.
“Not really. But I hear we're taking in volunteers – misfits,
I heard someone call them. I'd like to be aware of these sorts of
things, nothing was mentioned in the last board meeting,” he said.
Then noticed a book of matches tucked under some files on her
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desk. “Do you play golf?” he said, looking at the name,
'Wentworth', on the cover.
“Yes, Ray. You should try it. It's not a competitive sport,
like squash. It helps me unwind. In golf you play against yourself,
not against your companions. I could get you in...”
Deft hands fluttered over a keyboard, hiding her hope. A
printer began to spew a silent stream of paper. "Now you mention
it,” Simone spoke again as she scanned her monitor, “I do
remember something about it. This one –” then pointing –
“Charlotte Ovawyler, she's from Richmond, 16 years old. She's
the only one at present.”
“Doctor Tom Ovawyler's daughter?” Ray queried.
“That's the one. Do you know him?” Simone looked up.
“He's an ENT specialist, has a practise in Harley Street. I
know him vaguely. His wife died in a car accident a few years ago
and he remarried – to a young model, she was eighteen at the time,
I believe.” He looked at Simone. “Can I have her file?”
“I can let you take a look at it, but you're not really
supposed to take it out of here.” She stood up in a slim, dark body,
hair was a long pony tail which swung loose as she nervously
stepped passed him to the door. Then called; “Pam, can I have that
box with the green tape and bent flap, you know, it was on this
filing cabinet a couple of days ago.” She turned to face him and
pointed to the printer, “You can take this read-out if you want.”
“And the file, could I..?” his searching glance flicked from
her mouth to her eyes. Then, as the book of matches disappeared
inside a pocket: “Are you going to our fund raising party,
Sunday?”
She nodded, cleared her throat and felt cheeks flush. “I
thought I might. Got to keep up appearances, you know. What
about you, Ray? Not your kind of thing, is it?”
“Not really,” he said leaning over her with a smile, “But we
all have to come out into the light occasionally or we'd loose our
pigmentation. So, I'll see you there..?”
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A throat was cleared and a box hastily thrust between them
by someone else.
“Thanks, Pam.” Simone said, taking the box with some
relief and placing it on her crowded desk. She fingered through
tags and then removed a pink file. “I shouldn't,” she groaned.
“Here, take it, bring it back as soon as you've finished with it.”
“Thank you. Only for a half hour,” he said, and left
quickly; her slim, black image still lingering in the back of his
eyes.
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CHAPTER THREE
It was 3:50pm on Friday of the same week.
... Hereford.
100 yards down an overgrown lane and concealed ideally
in a gateway, sat a blue vehicle, back bumper against the gate, the
boot open and the near side door ajar. The car was dirty; mud was
strewn low across the doors in an arc behind each wheel, the
bonnet dotted with dried splatters and the front number plate
practically unreadable. It was not out of place in these parts for a
car to be in such a state, it was much like any farm vehicle would
be.
The lane led to a dead end, used only as access by the farm
a half mile down. From its banked sides hung out tendrils of
bramble, bleached hog weed, mounds of dry grass and bracken
almost to the middle of the lane and within an arms reach of
vegetation drooling from the other side. Down the centre of the
tarmac a column of patch-work grass grew flat, like an army of
green spiders marching single file between the ranks of foliage
which rose up eight feet on either side. It was mid afternoon,
overcast, but warm. It had rained that morning – a ferocious down
pour which had lasted only minutes – and was thinking about
raining again. But the lane was now dry, save for a few damp
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 44

patches along the edge on the south side.
In a tree, not far passed the gateway on the other side of the
road, a guard of rooks chattered to one another, while in the field
below others scavenged in dung and cleft-hoof prints left by a herd
of dairies the night before. Today, the cows were in a field on the
other side of the farm, a practice of rotating the herd regularly
between fields, standard. In the distance, a baler thumped its way
through a yield of furrowed, barley straw, while tractors scurried
about with trailers and loaders, hoping to get the bales in before the
weather broke. The farm was deserted, even Mrs. Mawdlam was
at work in the field.
Her daughter, Sandra Mawdlam, saw the front bumper of a
car protruding from the gateway as she strolled home that day after
school. It was Friday, the weekend ahead... what a heaven sent
luxury. She had done this lane in wind and rain, sleet and snow,
but there was always something new to be discovered each day,
hidden, to be revealed to her just at the right moment. She liked
the lane a lot. She was in no hurry, her homework was a cinch.
There were some funny looking, eggy-coloured flowers she'd pick
for her mother. If she turned them upside down they looked like
little elves with orange cheeks and a pointy, yellow hat on... Oh,
hey, and I mustn’t forget Sally the salamander; he would like some
bugs. Yes, she might catch him a cricket if he was lucky. Yes, as
always there was lots to do... she would take her time.
At the fine end of her long, pale legs a pair of white socks
swung to and fro along the verge. Above, a pleated skirt reached
to the knees, the waist band seconded beneath the flapping hem of
a blue blouse. Over her shoulder was a cardigan, it was too hot to
wear it, today. She shook her hair free of the beret which she
swept aside with a graceful motion of the arm... What a great day.
From a shake of the head and a sweep of the hand sprung the urge
to skip a few paces to the sound of her favourite group which
echoed from ear to ear. Her school bag was a nuisance, so she let
it fall off the shoulder, but the strap clung to the cardigan and
dragged it down her back to the ground. With a grumble to the
cardigan for interrupting her favourite bit in the chorus, she
stooped to collect the thing from between her feet.
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It may have been her sudden action which startled the
rooks; it was undoubtedly their frantic escape which caused her to
look up. There was a silence, the rooks having made haste to
another field. She saw a man by the front of the car, of no great
surprise to her; tourists and the like often dawdled in the lanes
around here, peering at cows and sheep and stopping just about
everywhere for whatever reason. She was only a few yards from
the car, it seemed odd, though, he'd appeared, but from where?
Then an awful swelling in her chest as the man advanced on her.
She was not moving, he was not saying anything... he should say
something, why is he –? He was so close now.., too close,
something in his hand – oh Jesus, what is he doing..?
Sandra couldn't move, why couldn't she? She stood like a
pole in the middle of the lane, her mind swathed by a fuzzy cloud
of confusion. And the man was upon her, he was horrible, had
transformed from a pleasant thing into a massive, ugly beast. His
hand now about her – “No! Go away.., stop that.., plea–” She
opened her mouth only to find it was abruptly stuffed with
something spongy; full..! Her mouth was absolutely full of
something soft like a sock. One moment she was upright, the next
she was up-side down, the sky having changed places miraculously
with the hedge. Then all at once she could move, shot a hand out
in desperate defence, but it was snatched away from her as swiftly
as it had reacted. Now darkness... As if drowning she fought for
air, tearing with one free hand at the blouse which had fallen over
her face. She couldn't see the man but she could feel his grip about
her waist and her head banging against his leg, she thought. A
muffled screech as she felt a searing pain..? Not sure what hurt,
what was happening? Legs going numb and a throbbing... Yes,
her bottom exposed to the air, one cheek cold the other burning hot
with pain.
Slowly she found herself being turned right side up, was
dizzy.., was surprised to find herself by the car, couldn't remember
getting there, was standing unsure, then a firm hand to hold her
from collapsing. Curiously, she was no longer struggling to
escape, there seemed no need, there was no fear, no pain; she was
alright. And then she was floating, like that dream she'd had where
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she would be crossing a river to reach the other children over
there... somewhere – over there – and she was turning, flying; now
descending to a warm blanket... to the safety of her bed. Yes, so
tired.., that's nice, I have to sleep now ...
And blackness.
Nick Rachael closed the boot carefully and took a few
deliberate steps in all directions. The ground was firm, though
there had been some rain and his shoes left no visible trace in the
gateway but for a few tiny, almost unnoticeable, dimples. He
walked back to the road. He removed a book of matches from the
long coat he was wearing, gave it a wipe and flicked it with gloved
hand into the grass verge a few yards away. He stood a moment,
he was listening, glanced both ways, then carefully examined the
road surface in front of him. Just a few stalks of snapdragon lying
there at his feet. Through his brain ran a short list of inventory:
syringe, needle, vial – he tapped his coat pocket – notebook, hat,
moustache – he reached up. The girl had been checked: walkman,
headphones, yes; cardigan, one shoe removed; mobile phone,
battery removed, now in her bag zipped and in the boot with her.
He was satisfied.
A few long strides and he was behind the steering wheel,
seated, but with his legs still outside. On the floor between the
pedals was a plastic bag containing a pair of boots. Footwear was
swiftly exchanged, his feet relieved of the discomfort from wearing
shoes two sizes too small. A flick of the wrist shot one of the girl's
shoes towards the gate. Then he removed his gloves and threw
them into the plastic bag with the pimple-soled golf shoes.
Another pair of gloves were slipped on. A turn of the key and he
was pulling out of the lane, slowly. He backed up, examined the
ground over which the car had been parked: Good.
Driving slowly to the junction at the end he was careful to
avoid thorny brambles overhanging the banks, keeping the wheels
strictly to either side of the grassy centre. Nobody drove by,
though it wouldn't have bothered him too much if they had. He
drove out onto the main road and headed north for Hay-on-Wye,
then east through the countryside, confining himself to B roads
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until he hit the M5. He went north towards Birmingham. In the
car park of a motorway lodge the blue Subaru came to a halt. Nick
Rachael removed the prickly moustache and deposited it with his
hat in a plastic bag. Then he removed the coat and laid it on a
brown paper sheet on the floor of the passengers side. He went
inside the busy, commercial area and bought a cup of coffee to take
away. Five minutes later he was driving again. At junction 6, just
passed Worcester, he toured the flyover and returned to the
motorway, now heading south, for Tewkesbury and beyond.
* * *
A mauve Mini crept forward to within sight of traffic lights
on Finchley Road, Mari at the wheel. She and Hana had been in
the queue for ten minutes, however, there was no better route, they
had done this stretch a thousand times at five fifteen each evening
and this was the quickest way home. Hana lived not far beyond
Mari's flat, in Gloucester Road, so they often travelled together
from work. They would be heading for Maida Vale and a number
of shops they liked to visit every Friday; and they would take their
time, perhaps a drink or two at the Chamberlain Arms.
Hana Lamarg was a large woman, wide and firm. Big,
round and beautiful, that was how Mari always described her. She
was tall, as well, so she carried it all with ease. She had long dark
hair and used as much eye shadow as morbidly possible. Mari
thought she used far too much, she would always be telling her
friend she looked like a ghost after a bad night of haunting; which,
of course, delighted Hana. They were finally turning onto
Finchley Road after a further five minutes, when Hana spoke:
“Listen, remember that leather jacket I saw, the black one
with gold embroidery on the collar? Cheryl told me it was finally
on sale at Martin's, so we must take a peek.”
“Yeah.., you couldn't possibly afford it even if it was on
sale, half price,” Mari said, pressed up and peering through the
windscreen.
“Yes, but I have to see – you understand,” Hana groaned.
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“Fine then, if we ever get there.”
There was another lapse into silence while they waited at
lights. Mari turned into Grove End Road by the St John's Wood
Hospital, to avoid any madness further up at Lord's Cricket
Ground. She wasn't a cricket fan so she had no idea when there
might be something going on, she only knew she had been caught
there in a jam once too often. She wasn't really the sporty type.
She’d had the physique for gymnastics or ballet but it never
happened, in younger years she had shied away from getting
involved in school activities. Her parents had thrown her on
horseback when she was little, she had loved it, but within a few
years the serious prospect of reaching college had reversed her
opinion of bouncing around on a pony. These days, she read
poetry and would often be found at the weekend browsing through
a book fare. She was not a late-nighter, unless she had found a
particularly good book to read.
Hana, on the other hand, was. Friday was her night of
nights, the one which would end up with her staggering through
Finsbury in search of breakfast, five in the morning, a man under
the arm and black stockings around her knees. Saturday evening
she was either still in bed with the man from Friday night or, if he
couldn't keep up, she would order a pizza and pounce on the
delivery man.
“Mari? I knew there was something different about you,”
Hana stared at her. “You're driving without your glasses, how can
you possibly see? Did you leave them at work..? Are you mad?
We're in six feet of traffic, we'll get murdered!”
“No, no. I got some contacts made up. They were ready
today so I picked them up at lunch time. Great, huh?”
“Can I see?”
Mari turned and smiled.
“God, what do they feel like?”
“Kind of uncomfortable, but I'll get used to them. Do they
look alright?”
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“Yes..! Why did you get them? I mean, you've been
wearing glasses for so long?” Hana peered at her.
“Just one of those things – Shit, I forgot that report on the
hearing of Jamie's case. What was the date set for her?”
“The 16th of October.., now just relax, it's Friday,” Hana
ordered.
“I've got to phone her this weekend. It's the only time I can
reach her when I know her step-father will be out. She needs
confidence at a time like this, it's a terrible age to loose a mother.”
“Mari, are you doing this for her or for yourself? The rule
is simple: Your sanity before the child’s, or you'll be in no state to
help her. Listen, in a few months Jamie will be out on her own,
she'll be an adult with all her own rights.”
“A few years in captivity with a father like that could cause
irreparable damage!”
“She could get her own place.”
“... How?”
“Well, has Jamie got a boyfriend?”
“What? Oh, for Christ's sake, Hana. You're not suggesting
she gets pregnant so she's eligible for a flat? And what of the
boyfriend? It's, like.., a criminal offence to have sex with a girl
under sixteen.”
Hana stared ahead. “Actually,” she said, “That law doesn't
really apply to young boys, it's only to protect girls from older
men; so he won't get in trouble.”
“And Jamie?”
“No problem. The law doesn't apply to girls, they can have
sex under age with who ever they want. It's to stop men doing it.”
Mari was shaking her head. “I can't believe it. Do you,
like, advise people to do these things?”
"Of course not, Mari. But it happens. The waiting list for
housing is two years or more, so if there's no other option and it's a
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desperate situation, then –”
“There has to be.” Mari argued. “It would be wrong to
force her into a relationship she may later regret and I'm certainly
not going to, like, cut off her arm just because she has a blister on
her finger.”
“Hey... We all have a burden to bare. You've got a job..,
this is the weekend.., have some fun.., the world will still be
revolving on Monday.”
“Along with your head, no doubt,” Mari said cheering up.
A stop sign loomed... “Now, you said you'd come out with
me this weekend,” Hana bullied Mari.
“I know, I know. But not tonight – Saturday, OK? Friday's
just too wild for me.”
“Well, alright then,” Hana agreed. She became instantly
excited with the prospect of dressing Mari up, while Mari was
dreading the thought. Sure enough, as they inched towards Maida
Vale, Hana began to expand on her theory of women's apparel, and
their merits.
Mari grumbled.
Hana smirked. “You wait! Your problem, Mari, is that you
always wear all this lumpy stuff and shirts two sizes too big for
you like you'd invaded a man's wardrobe.”
“I like my clothes, they're comfortable.”
“But, Mari... It attracts a certain type; you don't want to be
going out with men who want a daddy's-little-girl, they’re creepy;
the type who think they’re God’s gift, when actually they're
desperately insecure, weak and probably perverted – Animal
Rights activists, that kind of bloke. No! Take Ken,” Hana rambled
on in great excitement, “The fellah I went out with in May. Now,
he was a man who could put up a fight with just the right amount
of cat and mouse. Men like that want you to dress up with a
statement, like royalty, because inside is a secret desire to tear
down the monarchy without getting their heads chopped off –”
“Hana, you live in a world all by yourself, you really do.
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Like.., as if the entire population of this planet had only one thing
on their minds. You carry on as if everybody else must agree.”
“We're all driven by the subconscious, you know, whether
we like it or not, Mari. Being aware of men's fantasies just gives
you an edge. They're so vulnerable because they have absolutely
no self control, at all. They can look at a bottle of wine and get
aroused; they're like a child with a toy between their legs.”
“Really, Hana! How do you, like, know all this? What
were you reading at uni..?”
“Men are ingenious lechers, my dear Mari,” Hana decided
to impose some of her well know rhetoric. “Every one that's ever
watched you pass by in the street, every lad who's ever stood
behind you in a queue and every city gent who's sat opposite you
on the tube; though they feign innocence they're really ogling you
– they are, they can't help it. You’ve got to love ‘em, they’re
funny... doesn’t bother me at all that they’re so childish.” She
grinned perversely. “Check it out for yourself: Next time you're in
a supermarket, look around you if a flashy, blonde goes by. You'll
catch every man in there taking peeks at her from behind the
tomatoes, or pretending to read the label on a can of peas. Not just
some of them, all of them: men pushing prams; men with their
wives – it's quite hilarious to watch them – they think they have it
sussed and that no one notices what they’re doing. Really, it's such
a joke.”
“Christ, Hana, please..!” Though not surprised by Hana's
remarks, it was all a little too much. “Like, don't try and tell me
that no matter what a woman wears there's always some man out
there who's wanting to have sex with her. You're saying that
women are just asking for it; you're saying it's our fault what
happens to us.”
The tone was defensive, Hana was acutely aware, her
training had clicked. “Mari, what’s the matter? What did I say?”
“Oh, nothing.”
“Yes, something. I think there’s something you haven't told
me,” she said softly.
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After some hesitation Mari spoke. “Kind of... It was a long
time ago,” she tried to sound casual. “Yes, maybe I should've told
you... Only, I've got over it, like.., and it was just a bunch of
drunks from the local.”
“You were raped?”
Mari nodded slowly.
“How old were you?”
“Yeah..! Look don't counsel me on this one, I've dealt with
it and I'm on my feet. I was seventeen and, like, stuck up or
something. It got them going, that I wouldn't drink any more
because I was smart and that. They wanted to test me.., right?
Then it went too far,” she said unemotionally. “I just hate it when
people say it's because of what you wear, like, it's a crime to be a
woman, or something?”
“Mari,” Hana responded cautiously, “Don't get me wrong,
I'm a fool sometimes but I know a few things. There's no
justification for rape. If a man has a problem then he should be
able to control it himself, if not, he should get help.” She put a
hand gently on Mari's shoulder. “I'm not excusing rape, Mari; I'm
sorry, I didn't mean it like that.”
Mari looked ahead. She said nothing.
“I'm only trying to help!”
“Hana, you're great, you really are. I know you only want
me to be happy, but I can get along just fine as me.”
“Since when,” Hana laughed.
Mari crossed Little Venice Canal at Bloomfield Road.
Behind her a car was flashing its lights in frustration at her slow
advance. She noticed it in the rear view mirror, looked at it
again..? A big, black thing – a hearse! She rolled forwards
indignantly, ignoring it, turned left and edged the Mini along by
the barges, peering this way and that for a space. “The other day,
actually,” Mari said casually.
“What..! You never told me anything about this.”
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“No, I know. I wasn't sure if it was going to turn into
something, so I just kept it quiet,” Mari frowned.
“And has it..? Yes, I know it has. You've been acting funny
since Wednesday... and just look at you blushing.” Hana was
shaking her head. “Well, come on, own up. We've been best
friends for years. That counts for a lot, you know, and I'm entitled
to an exclusive.”
“Maybe, it is turning into something – at least – who
knows?” Mari smirked.
A car was pulling out just ahead and Mari made a dash for
it. She temporarily lost her train of thought, but then, on seeing
Hana's curious expression while looking back to park, she smiled.
“Oh, that..! Nothing much has happened.., like, we met at
Greenwich Hospital. The surgeon.., you know, the one who
operated on Chad. Well, he seemed really nice so we had a coffee
or two that morning at a spot he knew before I came to work.”
“And that was it?”
“... Well no, actually. We've met up for a bit twice since
then, when I went in to check on Chad's progress, and yesterday
morning at Corduroy's before I came to work.”
“Corduroy's in Bayswater?”
“Aha...” Mari fought with the steering wheel and squeezed
the front end in.
“That's just a minute's walk from your place,” Hana kept
prodding.
“I know, but if you're wondering whether I invited him up,
well, I'm afraid not. He was coming off night rota and it's kind of
on his way home. Actually, it was only, like, for half an hour.”
“What a waste. So nothing happened. You might just as
well have met on a bus, got off at different stops and called it a
date. What makes you think this is some wild affair?”
“I don't. You want it to be, but it's not,” Mari turned off the
ignition and looked sideways. “Hana, you have to understand, from
my point of view it was a wonderful experience, it was just great
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the way it was.”
“I suppose he likes fishing?” Hana got out of the Mini and
hung herself over the roof of the car.
“There are people like that, Hana. Not everyone lives for
the night clubs and places where you can take off all your clothes.
I wonder sometimes.., like, why you bother getting dressed at all?"
Mari said with a shrug, locking her door – “Got change?” she
pointed at the meter.
“Just a sec... Here.” Hana came over with a few coins.
“OK, I get it now; this is a relationship you're trying to build, not a
climax. So you talk and stuff, is that it?” she joked.
“And listen and look and laugh, and stuff.” Mari slapped
the parking meter and skipped off down the road, grinning.
Hana tried to visualise, then shook her head. She stood for
a moment, watching her best friend flitter off towards the canal
bridge. Mari was obviously very happy, this pleased Hana.
Perhaps, she thought, it would be a good time to tell her a few
things, in her present state she would take it all in comfortably.
She really didn't want Mari to lose faith in men – which was what
had happened after her last affair. Now, with this revelation of
rape, well ..?
Hana felt foolish, angry at the harm she might have caused
with her ignorant outburst. She would have to take a different line
of approach if she was to bring Mari out of herself. She wanted
Mari to feel confident and it would please Hana, no end, to see her
best friend going steady. Mari had all the greatest qualities a
woman could ask for; she would make a decent man very happy.
Finding that man? Difficult. Had she..?
“Mari. I’m going to tell you a little story.” Hana said.
“About what?” Mari grinned at her.
“... About you, and a man.”
“Oh, not you and men, again.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
At about eight o'clock that Friday evening, Nick Rachael
entered his cottage living room. It was not yet dark outside but the
interior lights were bright by comparison and he had drawn the
curtains both upstairs and down. His cottage was old, most
recently a shoe maker's dwelling, by all accounts, built of cob and
limestone distant centuries ago. He had traced records back to
1753, when it was half its original size and occupied by a game
keeper for the local land owner. However, the year of its birth
remained a mystery, other than rumour that it had once been a
brewery – though no evidence of that had ever been unearthed.
A stone inglenook dominated the room at one end with a
terracotta hatch to a clay oven tucked away inside, barely visible.
The twisted form of an old beam held the chimney stack aloft and
created a charming mantelpiece, upon which were crossed and
nailed a pair of brass, toasting forks. At the other end of the room,
there stood a dining table with a glass-panelled cabinet behind.
The ceiling was low, the wooden floor was well worn. A sofa and
arm chair lay across the middle, separating the two areas and
surrounding a rug in front of the fireplace.
There were two windows on one side of the long room and
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two doors on the other, one being the kitchen from which he had
emerged by the hearth, the other, his study. An opening in the
opposite corner lead to the main hall and staircase.
He was carrying a tray. He crossed the living room and
lowered it to the edge of the table. Candles were lit. Two places
had been laid: tall glasses and bright silverware, napkins preciously
folded and a bottle of red wine breathing heavily. The host set a
colourful salad bowl to the middle of the table. He carefully
placed a roll and butter on each side plate, then two flasks of
dressing were stood side by side and lastly a selection of cold cuts
and cheese were fanned elegantly between the two places. He
withdrew to the kitchen to remove his apron, returning a moment
later, naked, to retrieve a silk dressing gown from the sofa. He
slipped it on and stepped over to his study door, knocking lightly
before entering.
A few minutes passed. Then the door reopened to reveal
the ghostly, pale figure of a young girl. He urged her into the
living room with a persuasive nudge from behind and reluctantly
she obeyed, though the reluctance was only due to her difficulty in
making any progress at all, a sedative from a little, blue bottle
having seen to that. She came forwards. He closed the door
behind them and then took her gently by the hand. “You look
lovely, Sandra,” he said as if to give her confidence, admiring her
up and down.
She did. He saw in her a young thing, fragile and confused.
She was his treasure. She was totally reliant on and would be
trusting only of him. He would guide her and she would be
willing; she needed him, loved him, and would offer herself to
him; would demand nothing, would sacrifice her life for him – so
he had set in his mind.
Stiffly she stood, in clothing to which she was
unaccustomed. They clung to her in awkward places, tight straps
and strange clips dug in. She wore, on her feet, pink high-heels,
white stockings then rising up her legs to the thigh where they
were fastened to lacy suspenders almost out of sight. She had on a
short, pink negligee, which hugged her waist and then flayed out
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loosely around the hips. It was shiny, held together at the top by a
little bow. And about her neck was a tight, white halter. Her hair
was washed and combed, it sparkled in the candle light, fell
sweeping about her cheeks and down over her shoulders. And
from within this flimsy, satin negligee, where her hair reached no
further, peeked the beginnings of young breasts; tiny creases
converging at the tips, each nipple imprinted in the translucent
sheen but with barely the mound to project them.
Had she not been standing next to a tall man she would not
have seemed so small, for she personified femininity. She was
sleek and elegant, she was long, she pushed out round and firm.
Her muscle temper was predominant and youthful, a skin tone
even and tight and each curve of her supple body perfectly formed.
She was as exact as the species could create, a creature whose
latent sexuality was as it should be, preparing for deliverance. Had
she been dappled with make-up, or dropped back into the shadows
to soften the light, she could have been mistaken for eighteen, yet
she was only twelve years old.
Ray led the drugged girl passed his sofa to the table. She
followed sadly on behind, she had no idea how to do otherwise.
What was she doing? Where was she? Who was this strange man?
Yet none of these questions worried her, other than to wonder
about them. And so the hand led on and all she could do was obey,
her head heavy, thoughts lying as cold and unconnected as a ringed
henge inside her brain. There was no turning, no running from this
place, she was numb, even to the suggestion. Her body functioned,
everything worked. She could talk, she could walk, yet somehow
there was no driver; she was locked inside, a pilot without control
and nothing she could do made any difference.
They reached the table and she was ushered to her seat.
Nick held her hand, still. Smiled. “I've prepared us a light supper,”
he was saying as he receded to his chair. The bottle of elderberry
wine was raised, tipped and the contents delivered equally to each
glass. It was replaced gently on the table, to one side.
Through the orange flame of two candles Sandra could see
painted against a dark backdrop the earnest expression of a man.
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He was familiar; not in a family sense, not an uncle or a cousin;
more like a teacher, or someone famous she had seen on telly and
this was of some comfort. She turned her head very slowly and it
worked, and she looked. Within this peculiar, stagnant scenario
there were so few identifiable things to which she could attach any
significance, she could only begin at the beginning. She needed to
fill her void with certain, key elements, but there were none. This
man was all there was, the centre of her world. Fear? She had
none, had not even thought about it. All she could see was him.
She couldn't concentrate on anything else for very long, her mind
would slip up with the slightest touch of a neighbouring thought.
Nick raised his glass. “To us and our meeting,” he
announced. Drank deeply. The spicy flavour and woodiness left
on the palate stimulated a memory, of the last bottle from that same
case. Spoke again. “Melanie, what a good child, Douglas too, so
are they all in their own way. Don't be confused, Sandra, you have
lots of friends here. And I’m sure you’ll come to understand that
this is for the benefit of us all... Drink up,” he indicated with a stab
of his glass.
There it was, God had spoken. She obeyed, reaching for
the glass in front of her, a strange happiness invading her as she
did what she was told. Her body had dissolved all knowledge of
past existence, was no longer hers to command; her body was his
and she was just a small fly trapped inside, forever. The wine had
no taste, she only knew that if he liked it, it was probably very
nice. She nodded and said in a voice that seemed to take years to
reach her lips; “Thank you.., that's very.., um, nice.”
“Good girl;” he was pleased. “Perhaps you'd like something
to eat? Yes, I know.., it's been a long journey and you're probably
weary, but just a little to ease the stomach-ache, then we can relax
and unwind.” Nick leaned over and selected a few choice morsels
from the presentation. “Lets see.., we have a lovely salad of wild
ingredients all picked from around here! Chickweed, some
toadflax, salad burnet, flowers of meadowsweet. A Druid
speciality fitting for this occasion. And those little black things are
sweet cicely seeds from your neighbourhood..; an important
emotional flavour should never be lacking, I say. Over here we
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have a dressing of root oils and water cress, just enough to give the
tongue a wag. These,” he slipped a fork between fine slices of
meat on a separate plate, “Are cuts of beefsteak fungus – a little
acidic no doubt for your palate – so I've garnished them in a liquor
of heather. They're flashed in a knob of butter and thyme...
absolute heaven.”
He was watching her all the while, she sat pale and listless,
the candle light moving hypnotically about her face creating an
illusion of consent.
After his selection was complete, his plate full, he rose
slowly from his chair and came over to her side. “You'd probably
like a little something but I realise it's rather hard for you to be
picking up a fork,” he whispered sweetly. “Here, let me help you.”
With a precise action of the wrist he dissected a cut of
fungus into small pieces, then harpooned one of them and passed
the morsel between his lips. He chewed slowly, deliberately
masticating the slippery contents until the fungus was completely
broken into a soft, palpable mash. A hand to her chin, softly he
raised her head and lowered his. Their lips brushed, his tongue
extending informatively between hers, exploring and then, her
mouth now wider and enclosed by his, he carefully ejected the
moist pulp onto her tongue.
She swallowed; a natural reaction which she accepted
unconditionally, a requisition born from instinctive, primate
ancestry. His actions did not produce any discomfort, she had
none, she was freed from any inhibiting emotions. Again he
delivered her sustenance as would a parent to its chick, each time
with the fondness and complete absorption of his mind. Thus she
was fed.
“Yes,” he continued between delicate nibbles, having
returned to his chair, “There's another journey we must take. I've
made it as pleasant as possible for you, you'll enjoy it, I promise.
It wouldn't be right for you to reach your final destination without
first experiencing the fullness of human existence. You are going
to feel quite wonderful, I assure you.”
He spoke clearly and softly to her. It was, as if, her reward
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for being there; she was the only being alive and all his attention
was for her. A comforting notion. So, too, was the thought that
other children had passed this way before her and she would soon
be with them. She didn't smile, she couldn't remember how, but
she felt as if she had. Perhaps this was all a part of growing up?
Her childhood seemed distant, a frontier having been crossed
somewhere long ago in a memory. She could recall only the
vaguest idea that certain things would happen to her as she grew
older, a mother had once explained. But it was not the same, there
was a lack of foreboding, of the bother of things to come. It made
no sense and her mind, so dense with foam, lost all momentum as
if swept away by the tide.
Later, in front of the hearth, Sandra found herself sitting up
on the sofa, staring at an empty moment within the blackened
depths of a fireplace. She saw what seemed to be her own
reflection in the void before her, and she was reaching out from
somewhere within. She was wanting to touch her thoughts, to
gather them all up and place them back where they belonged. But
they were so very far away.
A flicker of flame from between two logs and her
wonderings burst like a balloon.
Beside her and sitting on the rug with his back against the
sofa, Nick absorbed the moment. He had removed Sandra's shoes
and they lay beneath the coffee table. Above, the bottle of wine
stood empty in front of him and he could see the distorted
reflection of them both in the green, round glass. Sandra's
stockinged legs were the most visible, knees slightly apart and a
hand – his hand – resting lightly on the nearest. Her breathing was
feint but regular, he could hear the slightest puff of an exhale every
now and then.
For the longest time they sat their, together, not moving, not
talking, filtering the atmosphere with their presence. It felt as if
they had become part of the whole, a state of thoughtlessness
distinct and undefined; too heavy to float, too light to sink, their
bodies having lost all sense of whereabouts.
Abruptly he was aware of a command, found the hand
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which cupped her lightly around the knee beginning to ascend the
inside of her thigh. Yes, he could feel her, she was really there. So
slowly the fingers moved, in circles, hardly touching, felt just the
merest hint of warmth exuding from that static, nylon fabric. His
knuckles met with her other thigh. A finger reached the elastic lace
of her taut suspenders. It examined the material in detail,
inspected the whorl of fibres, each stitch was followed and every
pattern disclosed to his mind. Then passed beyond the fringe of a
white surf to the warm sand of her divinity; tight skin, stretched
smooth over a full muscle. Nick's hand now lay flat upon the
thigh, he was beginning to take some control of his discovery and
wanted to feel her completely with every nerve in his palm. There
were fine hairs, barely discernible, silky-soft to the touch, and he
thought he could even distinguish a little mole.
The
weightlessness he had earlier felt was beginning to wash away, an
extraordinary flush of desire pouring into him, sweeping aside all,
in its fury. It was beginning, he was being overcome, no longer in
control; had been completely taken over... by 'the creeping’.
Tried to turn his head. No stir..? But his hand, yes.., was
continuing its journey. A tentative exploration encountered the
stiffness of a tendon deep between the two thighs, it was a signal,
he was so close..! A breath caught him unaware and his lungs
expanded in shocking recoil. Then he tried again to face her..,
asked his neck this time.., and it obeyed.
Turning slowly, her knees came into view. He focused,
bent to the calling of her thigh which was within inches of his face.
Lips touched, reacted swiftly with a shooting of nylon charge, lips
sensitive in the extreme. Tingled... he shivered.
Then came upward-rising on his knees, emerging in front
of her, Neptune from the waves. Other hand on other thigh, began
to creep beneath the folds of her negligee, lifting, as it advanced,
the flimsy folds of material.., exposing the loveliness of soft skin;
columns of smooth marble which, though seeming to extend
forever, would eventually meet. And there it was, a sparse
sprinkling of fine, silk threads too fresh to obscure the raised
triangle which was held, squeezed inward, gently by the thighs on
either side, flushed and creased down the centre as if flesh incised
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expertly by a surgeon's blade.
Her vision was of purple. It began to shimmer in a
revelation of ridges and mounds – waves developing, rising,
falling, confusing one another. A tingle of anticipation filtered
through her body, yet she couldn't respond to it, not entirely sure
what it was all about. She was powerless to understand, aware
only of an abrasive touch... warm, she was not repulsed... Not
nice, not not; just feelings which seemed to know something she
did not. She was hot, yes.., that she knew, and now he was coming
towards her, her knees parting to let him through.
His gown billowed all about her and she was enveloped in
the swell, was sinking, slipping sideways on the rounded cushions
behind her, and that huge creature now breathing close.., could not
see him but could feel his fiery breath somewhere beneath the ear
in amongst her hair now damp upon the neck. It was strange, she
had imagined she was about to be consumed by flames and yet
here she was feeling damp, wet around the neck and down the
centre of her chest.
Her mind was still reacting to the feeling, when she
discovered fingers removing the halter around her neck.
Spontaneously, her body began to crumble, there was an inward
feeling of release, she was being unharnessed, freed.., free, it was
the beginning of the end.., she was on her way.
Down, down into the softness of the sofa she was being
urged, and the stiffness in her neck was ordering her to obey, and
she was held firm, was accepting of the order, lay willingly out; the
heat of the body above her enclosing her, was heavy on her as it
pushed her deeper, her thighs giving out, were lifting of their own
accord as if she were being forced through a tiny hole in the sofa;
and this creature was carrying her down, closing over her,
consuming her, warm hands around her neck.., not hurting; and
they were falling through the opening together, down, down.., a
dark tunnel, empty, no air, no breath to breath, just falling.., falling,
into nowhere; and the purple gown rising up over twitching, white
ankles quite apart – twitching.., twitching – then not:
Not twitching, any more..!
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* * *
The night sky was clear, the air cool. A tall figure was
striding up the field from the stile to the ruins on Hellismere Hill.
Though the moon was bright it had not risen fully from the ashes
of the atmosphere. It peered through a filmy haze, a larger ball
than usual; glowing, an incandescence of rusty gold. The path up
which he trod was yet in darkness. Over his shoulder he carried a
back pack with a ground sheet rolled up and fastened on top. He
swung a walking stick casually between each second stride and a
flask on a string bobbed continuously off his marching hip. On
reaching the imposing, main archway at the summit, he turned,
checked the path he had travelled, then the road, until his vision
reached the village lights. Saw the square tower of the church
rising above the trees; no movement, pub closed an hour ago...
good. He stepped into the ruins. A shard of moonlight caught his
eye momentarily. Blinked, looked up through a vacant window
frame at the silhouette of sprouting ferns which clung to the stone
facade – and the moon beyond. He was sad. It was a beautiful
night, all things were enjoying their rightful place in time... except,
perhaps, him. He stepped forwards; then to stop abruptly at the
sound of a voice:
“At last. I was wondering if you'd forgotten.”
“Laurie? That you?” his thoughts were swept aside. He
was usually aware of her presence, but this time she had surprised
him.
“Of course, my darling boy. Who else would it be? And I
hope you are the barer of gifts.” She entered the light and crossed
her stage, long strides and a pirouette as she approached him from
a side entrance. The shawl she held slipped down to reveal a
freckled chest; “How are you, then?” she said in jest.
“I'm fine... Fine! Excuse me, I've got things to do.”
“Of course.” A smirk.
He stepped passed her and through into the immense
chapel, walked down a short, wide flight of steps and to the grassy
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level with solemn stride. Ahead of him rose crumbling remains of
what once might have been an alter, with three central, arched
windows suspended above a podium. He approached reverently on
a central path which brought him directly to the spot. A minute
figure, he was, caught in the vastness of the place, before an alter –
head humble, bowing low. He did not look up. Veering off
through a side door, he emerged in moonlight, crossed a meeting of
cloisters and on down into a terrace by the old kitchen. Then he
had arrived at the place he was before.
The heavy back pack was lowered carefully and the large
ground sheet rolled out to reveal a number of wooden stakes. A
spade head was removed from an outer pocket of the back pack
and attached firmly to the stout, long walking stick. Then a
moment taken to examine the scene. He was surrounded by
boulders, slabs of cut granite and puckered limestone blocks,
between which there meandered gracious swaths of short grass.
The grass was green, a green of contrasting depths caused by the
blueing light of the moon. He logged the area into sections using
the individual boulders for orientation, and once he had selected a
location he walked, not directly to it but around in an arc until he
was there.
Laurie could see him clearly. She was above him on a
collapsed landing to where once a wooden staircase might have
reached. There wasn't much left of it, but her weight seemed not to
disturb its rest. Below, her Nicky was carefully removing turf in
sections and laying them on a ground sheet. She had memorized
his process, would dream of it often while lying in bed. A three by
three and a half foot square of turf was removed, then earth dug to
a depth of one foot; at which point the earth became paler in
colour, a rough mix of shale and clay. He would then stand in the
shallow pit so as not to disturb the surrounding grass. A narrower
hole was now dug, exactly 16 by 24 inches, measured from
notches cut in the walking stick, to a depth of two feet, being
careful to separate the topsoil from the clay.
Laurie’s head swung low, then up over the wall behind.
She could see the village tower, but nothing more. She waved at
the moon in exhilaration, turned towards the coast, was surprised at
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an arc of light which seemed to rise out of the sea.
Squinting at the faint outline she began to see that it was
focused on a misty patch just seaward of Glover’s Cove. Not a
reflection of the moon on the sea, it was not of the sea, it did not
ripple on the waves. No... but a multicoloured thing... a rainbow of
sorts, she thought – a phantom of the night – a moonbow? Yes, she
would call it that. She stood up in wonder, she had never seen
anything like it nor imagined it possible. She looked up at the
moon, then lowered her gaze again. How amazing, what
significance, she thought.
Then back her eyes sailed to the south west and a clear cast
light on the distant water. Her head tilted. Tiny crests of white
broke with the westerly breeze. Tonight she could hear the sea
meet the shore. Tonight she was sure.., tonight!
“Tonight, I will take my reward,” she whispered to the
moonbow aloud.
Half an hour later she deserted her post and scrambled to
the ground. She marched over to Nicky's side and watched as he
opened the back pack. She was careful where she trod, she knew
this was sacred ground, but for a few early graves she could,
however, remember where they were.
“Is she – ? Oh, my.., but she's absolutely gorgeous,” Laurie
exclaimed.
Little Sandra's head rolled out of the back pack. Nicky
carefully drew out an embryonic corpse which had been bound so
as to contain her in the smallest possible form. She was still
dressed in her pink negligee, she seemed peaceful, perhaps just a
little cold; hugged up, hands about ankles, as if keeping herself
warm.
“A very cute little outfit, Nicky. Where do you get them
from?”
“Different places.”
“You buy them..? Money?”
“Of course. You don't think I'd be stupid enough –”
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“Now, now. Calm down,” Laurie said in a hurry, watched
as he continued with his ceremony.
He was kneeling beside the little girl, brushing long strands
of hair from her eyes. He did this for a time, stroking her face and
sweeping particles of imaginary dust from her forehead. A
swelling in his throat made him flinch, he blinked through the fog
in his eyes and fought to control the grief. He hated this moment,
he hated himself. As he stared down at her soft features the faces
of others surfaced in hers, one by one; reminders each of his past
ugliness. They were crying up at him as if demanding an answer.
And though he tried he could find no words, how could there be?
Words would run sour in the mouth long before they reached his
lips. No utterance. Just a silent curse to that awful, creeping thing.
It had gone away, as it always did, would not return for a day or
two, he was thankful at least for that.
He lifted Sandra up into his lap and rocked her this way and
that, mind humming with the senseless horror of it all. He stifled a
sob, face contorted with anguish; I'm sorry.., I'm so terribly sorry,
Sandra. But I promise you, you will not be alone and in the end
you will understand that it had to be done. Was that right? Had to
be done..! Yes it did, he heard himself say.
“So, how did you do it – kill her, I mean – there's not a
mark on her?” Laurie was behind him, could not see the torment
on his mind, reached out, bending to take a look for herself ...
“Don't touch her!” he snarled. His hand came about her
wrist and the fierce tension of his grip drove to her heart like a
spear. She shuddered, withdrew quickly. “It's OK, Nicky. Just
relax.” She was pulling still, trying to free her arm from the
clammy grasp, a sudden flood of anxiety embracing her... And
then he let go? Plop – and she was on the ground in a heap.
A grunt; “What did you do that for?” she said, sitting up.
Then mumbled something and looked down at a pair of dirty
knees. She laughed.
“Shut up,” came a thin response. Then louder: “SHUT UP!
She's dead, for God sake.., can't you see; her life is over. Don't
laugh like that. Why do you want to hurt her now? Leave her
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alone.., give her some respect, let her be with her friends.”
“Respect? Ha..!” Laurie leapt at the chance. “What kind of
respect did you show her?”
Nick's neck was twisted taut, he was staring back at her,
speaking slowly. “My mind is set, I've started and so I must finish.
I do what I have to; if you don't like it, you can leave.”
“Dear Nicky. I'd never leave you, I love you too much and
you know it. But that was a very sweet outburst, I’m very
impressed,” she said with confidence returning. Rising from her
state, she crossed to the boulder behind him and lay against it.
“Now, tell me. How did it go..? as well as usual?”
Sandra was lowered into her pit in an upright, sitting
position. It was a tomb no wider than necessary and just a few
inches deeper than she. Nick went around to the other side of the
hole and faced Laurie. “Yes,” he whispered, “I did it as nicely as
possible, as I always do.”
“Humanely, I'm sure.”
“Exactly. I didn't hurt her. A slight pressure to the arteries
in her neck. She would have lost consciousness immediately.”
“Just like the rest of them. No struggle.., no gruesome
screams?” Laurie looked over at him.
“Please,” he said meekly, “I always give them something to
ease the senses, it would be unkind not to. She was wonderfully
understanding, I... I think she actually enjoyed her last moments
alive.”
“Right..! Your infamous, herbal concoction. The one in
the little, blue bottle,” Laurie smirked, saw his head drop and the
doubt he wished to conceal. He was kidding himself, she knew.
Such a masterful act he was playing to himself – and it worked.
She understood. Of course, it was necessary.
He began to fill in the pit, each spade load of clay lowered
with caution and accuracy, until the tiny head of hair was no longer
visible. Those twelve, cedar stakes were then laid across the top to
create a platform, extending either side of the filled hole a good
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four inches. Earth quickly followed, treading each spade load,
leaving no opportunity for the soil to relax over the coming
months. Finally the turf was replaced, precisely as it had been
removed. He pressed it firmly in place and then brushed it lightly
to remove fresh earth and raise the thatch. He knelt for a few
minutes as if in prayer. Laurie knew when silence was required.
She waited. She waited until he was done.
There remained a quantity of earth which he then dragged
along on the ground sheet to a far wall. A gap of eroded masonry
led out over a precipitous drop of some fifty feet. A wooden catwalk of planks had been laid out over the drop some years back to
aid workers in attaching supports to the outer facade. There were
still ropes slung about railings and scaffolding clinging to the wall,
of very rickety construction but a perfect spot from which to
dispense excess earth.
Laurie was watching his every move. He fascinated her.
This man, a genius, a glutton for detail and precision – and all this
and a mind beyond the capacity of dreaming. A doctor, whose
hands could probe about inside the body and extract the very soul
that death was after. A saver of lives. A collector of souls...
Indeed, a meticulous creator, whose hands, she felt, could be so
inspired as to manipulate life itself. A sculptor; he worked upon
his clay and she would die to be his model. And now this genius
was approaching her and her thoughts made his approach all the
more exciting. “Nicky? Come, my artist,” she curtsied. “Come, sit
with me a while.”
“Not an artist, an ogre,” he responded dryly. He stood in
front of her and looked at the place where she had intended him to
sit.
“… What's the difference?”
“Laurie..! An artist creates, an ogre destroys.”
Her response was a wise grin. “You know, you could
always give up your work in London.”
“What? My job at the hospital? I couldn't possibly do that,
it's all I have to keep me going. If I gave that up I'd have nothing
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to do.” He was looking down at his boots in thought. “Nothing to
do.., I’d go insane. You see, it makes no difference. No, I can't do
that.., not now, I'm so close.” He sat down. “I felt something the
other day, it was different, like some precious piece of the puzzle
had finally revealed itself. Like an angel..? I think it was sent to
me by them. Really, I think the children want me to succeed.”
A sudden realisation. What was he doing thinking about
her now? He paused, was not about to explain himself to Laurie,
God knows what she would think. It had all come out of its own
accord and he was glad she wasn't paying attention.
Mari had affected him deeply, she had thrown him
completely off balance. She was aware of him, her questions at
times painful yet soothing. He would feel her inside his mind as if
she already knew what he was thinking. It had worried and yet
excited him. However, it was ridiculous to think anyone but
Laurie could share his dreadful obsession. So he had left Mari at
Corduroy's in Bayswater, a battle going on in his mind between
fear and desire. Or, was that, fear of desire? And then it had
occurred to him: Mari was an angel.
He felt an arm about his waist. Laurie was close. He
turned and she whispered, “I'm cold, warm me.”
He obliged, his coat big enough to surround them both.
She spoke again, softly at first but then with increasing
vigour: “Nicky, You are succeeding. Don't you see, this world is
one big entity, it binds us all together in one piece. These children
are me, this land is me, it is us, they are us; and when you take
them you are satisfying a need, which we all must share.” She was
rocking side to side, her manner more impulsive with each thought
that entered her head.
“... You are the master of us all, Nicky, you are a channel
for that energy. It's in your finger tips, you can take us, we're all
your children – take me. Touch me.., your hands, they're magical..,
feel inside me. Mould me, Nicky, make me a child again!”
He sprang up. “Laurie.., no, don't –”
“What? Are you afraid of me?”
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“No.”
“... Afraid of yourself?”
“What do you mean?”
“It's alright, Nicky, you can do what you want with me, I
won't mind;” though she swallowed, unconvinced by her own
statement; flirting with a reality, the one that had been lying
dormant and of which she was still unaware.
“No, I ...” He tore himself away from her, hands in front of
his face in confusion. What was he? What simple spit of fate had
tossed him such a wretched mind that could not see a woman such
as this and not feel a wanting to devour her. Why? Why could he
not feel the same way with Laurie as he did with Mari?
“– Damn you,” she looked up at him. Then jumped to her
feet. “And just when I thought you cared about me. What is it with
you, you can screw around with little girls and boys but when a
woman needs some attention you go all stupid in the head? That's
what your wife found out, right, that you are a liar and a thief?
Have you been lying to me, too, huh? No wonder there are no
marks on those bodies. You can't get it up, is that it?” She pointed
at the tombstone boulders behind him, stood, legs astride like a
medieval wench and raved on: “Well, what do you say? Tell me,
or I'm leaving.”
“Laurie, no. Don't go. Please!”
“Why should I stay?”
“That's different... The children.., I don't do things like that
to them.., and they're not the same as you.”
“What do you mean?”
“You're so ...”
“So what?”
“Laurie, you're stronger than me in so many ways. You
know.., I can't be what you want me to be. I... I don't understand
why you put up with me?”
She huffed, “I do, don't I?” standing, now, beside him. He
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was a pitiful sight, drawn and wretched, stooping in the shadows
with shivering lips. “Come on, lets go back to my place and I'll fix
you something to eat... Hungry?” she asked.
He nodded.
“Good. Afterwards you can play the piano for me. Perhaps
a little wine and a little song will take your mind off all this... You
know, I've been thinking. With me having such a big house and
all, it's silly for you to stay out there in that little, old cottage all by
yourself. So, this is what I've been thinking...”
The conversation disappeared into the walls of the old
ruined abbey. She ahead, prancing and fluttering between the
columns as she went; he a little behind, eyes washed with a vision
of little Sandra as she would be now, covered in soil.., soil in her
clothing, soil in her hair, soft skin soiled and tears with nowhere to
fall. Oh, please.., God, may she rest in peace. No, Nicky was not
listening to Laurie, he could not. The noises in his head, voices,
tearing at him.., it was the ruin fighting for his mind, willing him to
return just once more... It wanted him. They wanted him. They
would have him, yes, they would.
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CHAPTER FIVE
At six o'clock the following morning, Nick's gleaming, blue
Subaru was parked on four, brand new tyres at the end of his
driveway. The old tyres, now lying with dozens of others on a
silage heap in a Somerset field, had been replaced the day before,
in Tewkesbury, while driving down from Hereford. The name and
series letters on the back of the car, 'Subaru SL2', and the tell-tale,
front badge had, until now, been missing.
He had returned from Laurie's earlier and had set about
immediately cleaning and servicing the vehicle in his garage.
There were brown paper parcels everywhere, plastic bags stuffed
with neatly folded fabrics, others with books; one with crayons, a
hair clip and plastic compass set. A garden hose and some rags lay
to one side of an old air filter he had removed from the car and
replaced with a new one. Pollen was easy to extract from a filter,
as he knew.., so did the police. The radiator and grill had been
exactly preened, the resulting insect population bagged for
disposal, as was an entire vacuum cleaner with which he had
cleaned the interior of the car.
But apart from the clear confusion on the ground, his
garage was well arranged. A motorbike sat idle in the far corner, a
Triumph Bonneville, obviously in good working order. Above it
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were tools of all description neatly displayed and, on the adjoining
wall, running down towards the door to the interior of the cottage,
some gardening implements: a petrol strimmer, a couple of spades,
a rake, a long, curved swap and some sheers.
One by one, all the items on the floor were ticked off on an
inventory list, before being bagged in large green bin liners. Then
he removed a pair of gloves and threw them in, too. He hauled
smaller bags into the living room. A fire was already blazing. He
fed the flames, one little object at a time, careful not to disturb the
wrappings. Then back to the garage. Once the floor had been
hosed down, he locked up. Two bin liners were thrown into the
boot of the car: one containing the remains of supper and various
articles that would not be completely consumed by fire; the other, a
vacuum cleaner.
He drove for about ten miles through a cold, grey mist until
he reached the A38 and then headed east towards Plymouth. As he
neared the Tamar Bridge he dropped into a service station for
breakfast: two eggs, bacon and a slice of toast, with coffee and the
local paper. He read the Classified's, checking now and again,
through the window of the cafeteria, his smart, blue Subaru which
was having the underside washed and greased. After breakfast he
filled the petrol tank and paid the attendant. Then he pulled on a
pair of fine gloves and dropped a smelly, black bag he had
retrieved from the boot of his car into the forecourt dustbin.
He drove off through a busy suburb to a row of telephone
boxes outside a post office. He parked near by in the street and
walked to one of them, waited patiently, nose deep in the local
paper. The nearest booth was occupied briefly by an elderly man
who left it to a young boy smoking a cigarette. The boy left. Ten
minutes passed and then the phone burst into song. He entered the
kiosk, let it ring a few times, then picked it up and spoke with
someone. He did this three times. On the last call he spent more
time, the conversation had progressed beyond a few nods of the
head:
“Sorry, I can't. Going out this morning, you see,” he spoke
with a peculiar, lilting accent. “How about this after – Oh, I see...
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Tell you what, I'm playing a round of golf this morning, but if
you're that keen, I suppose we could meet in the car park at
Peebles Glen, it's a course not far from – Yes, that's the one... Say,
12:30..? Good.” He hung up.
At 12:15 he pulled in behind Peebles Glen club house. He
had spent the remainder of the morning at Dunstone, a small
village on the other side of Plymouth towards the coast. First, he
had dropped off the bagged vacuum cleaner at the landfill site
nearby, then he had visited the church to check the times of choir
practise: Every Thursday evening, the roster had shown a choir
meeting; 6:30pm until October 31st and then 5:30pm for the winter
months, to March 1st. Some boys would be picked up after
practise, some would walk home. It had all been well documented
in his notepad.
An enthusiastic young man came running up to the car and
poked his head through the window. “Thought you were playing
golf this morning, I couldn't see the car anywhere. I was about to
catch the bus home – ? Er.., Reverend, sir.”
“Yes, dreadful shame.” Nick said winding down the
window to reveal a black suit with white dog collar. A hasty
excuse was quickly tumbled out: “My partner, he phoned to cancel
after you'd called. I didn't have a number to call you back on, so I
re-scheduled for nine holes,” he checked his watch, “Yes.., should
be here in half a tick.”
“Nice car. Like the colour,” the slim fellow said.
“This'll be your first, will it?” Nick smiled softly.
“Yeh... So what year is it?”
“04. Good shape. I don't drive very fast, you know.”
“Bit cheap, isn'it? What's wrong with it, then?”
“Young man, we're not in the business of making a profit
off our flock. I assure you it's in good condition and all the
receipts are in order. I'm only glad that it's going to someone like
yourself who is obviously responsible and in need of a fine car like
this.”
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“Sure. Mind if I take it for a test?” the young man was
running his hands across the bonnet.
“Go ahead. I'm positive you're not the kind who would
steal off with it.” A hearty burst of laughter. “I'll just pop into the
club for a sandwich and I'll have the ownership signed for you
when you get back. John Jacob's the name, Reverend Jacob they
call me.”
At 12:35, Nick had changed clothing in the club house and
had washed the hair gel out of his fringe. He was headed, in a taxi,
to Plymouth centre – the sale of the Subaru a success. The taxi
dropped him at the station, but once it had driven off he did not
walk in. Near the train station he entered a storage garage and
passed over a ticket and some cash to the lady in the office. A few
minutes later the low growl of an old silencer signalled the arrival
of a car. He turned to greet her: his Jaguar MK2, dark green, wire
wheels, with plush, leather interior and a walnut dash.
He drove north to Yelverton, entered Dartmoor heading for
Two Bridges. He passed Princetown jail; lunched at a hotel in the
Moor. That afternoon he wound through lanes to the south,
crossed Dartmeet and then climbed into the surrounding hills. A
pleasant walk would clear the head. Through his mind the
remnants of past days hurried to order, and like a sergeant at arms,
he beat about between them to satisfy himself that nothing had
been forgotten or left out. He rearranged himself mentally, the
tension of the last twenty four hours slowly lifting. He was tired?
As he rambled through a valley of beech trees on his way to
a distant tor, three brown, paper bags were steadily being stuffed...
And his mind was being emptied.
Hunting for mushrooms had a peculiar reward. It was an
exploration – an insane diversion to most – it's appeal lying less in
their consumption than in their discovery. From the search, to the
identification, then in the collection and later selection for display,
and finally in the coveting of the trophy. The hunter would pass
from one point to the next, from one clue to another, to be satisfied
not by finding a mushroom, but by knowing he was about to.
Inedible or common mushrooms were not to be passed by,
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it was wise always to approach and pay homage to each specimen,
for, on so many occasions, those undesirable ones could lead the
hunter to a delicacy. It was, he often confessed, quite a physically
demanding hobby. Exhausting, for one thing, at times to the point
of discomfort. Eye-ache was common, from staring at the moving
ground and which, at times, could cause nausea. The small of the
back ache was another complaint, from bending over constantly
and creeping under low branches. But the benefits far out-weighed
those minor nuisances. The sight of a single Mycena – of little
worth, other than indication of a good fungal environment – could
have the hunter unconsciously pass an entire afternoon away
without any idea of the time. And so did Nick Rachael fade as did
the day and Ray Moyde find himself later, somewhere, high on a
tor in rambling Dartmoor.
His note pad was removed. Two sheets torn swiftly from
within. He scrunched them up, laid them in front of his feet and
then set fire to them. Lighting a cigarette from the smouldering
remains, he lay back on the hill and wondered: when does 11:59
become midnight?
Does 11:59 become midnight?
* * *
“... That some kind of Romanian philosophy they preach
over there?” A cackle erupted from among a group of stoutly
dressed physicians standing at a buffet table near the centre of the
Grand Hall. It was adorned with mountains of steep displays, most
edible, sweeteners for potential donors to the Children's Fund the
hospital held every year. It was Sunday.
Ray Moyde raised an eyebrow. “Philip, the medical
profession is so bloody arrogant, it's left the Vatican in the dark
ages. We're worshipped and we love it, we even encourage the
illusion. People flock to the pharmacy these days, they don't flock
to the church for salvation, any more,” was his retort, coming to
his own defence with a sweep of the forelock.
“Medicine, the cause of all human ills! Why, that's such a
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contradictory statement from one who devotes his entire life to the
salvation of others. For heavens sake, Ray, people need us. It is
their right to have, at their disposal, all the means capable of
offering them a continued, healthy and normal life. I for one, most
certainly do not advocate euthanasia, gene manipulation or any
such quasi-nazi nonsense.”
“That's not what I'm getting at, Philip,” Ray said. “I'm
concerned that we are being a bit too hasty in embracing all the
latest, medical technology.”
“Surely you're not denying that techniques, such as
minimal invasive surgery, vastly improve our capabilities?
Modern methods are safer, cheaper and we can move patients more
quickly along – a tremendous advantage to both us and them.”
“But are we really doing it for their benefit?” Ray said,
shaking his head. “In the long run our expertise will have
disastrous effects on the population of this country; as you know
there aren't enough hospital beds to go around and nothing in the
NHS budget to build new hospitals. Even if we dug money out of
the ground, in a few more years we'd need twice the number of
beds and even more resources. While the population of this planet
goes on increasing and finds itself in more and more difficulty, we
say with smug indifference that we're only doing what is best.”
A sniff of indignation. “I don't expect to be preached to by
someone who obtained a doctorate at some highly suspicious,
foreign university! You've done well for yourself,” the ageing
physician growled, “You may wish to impress the younger
members with this garble, but I've heard this kind of talk from you
before. Kindly refrain from undermining our respected medical
profession with slanderous accusations of greed and
misconception.”
Ray stood firm. “Face it. We do things these days, not
because we must, but because we can, Philip. I think it's time we
showed a little constraint, that's all. It's time we considered, not
just the immediate future, but the distant consequences of human
action. A prescription for myopia ...”
There was a grunt from the group surrounding him, then
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another voice joined the debate. Talk quickly spread to the
achievements in research towards cures for cancer and
Alzheimer’s, and whether Ray thought exploratory medicine
should be chopped. It bothered some that he was insisting the
medical profession take responsibility for the population explosion,
when that was what they had governments for. The reliance on
systems such as inoculation and blood transfusions were
paramount to the continued fight against disease and death. How
could he warrant elimination of such things? And how would he
go about explaining this sudden change of heart in the medical
profession, to the general public?
“... I’m only hypothesising, don’t get me wrong. Of course,
I couldn't possibly deny, on an individual basis, drugs already out
there on the shelves to sufferers of one disease or another,” he
explained. “No, what I'm concerned about is the development of
new drugs and equipment designed to treat ailments we can, as yet,
do nothing to cure. Developments which cost billions, but
ultimately may only help to compound the problems of future
generations. We should be investing that sort of money in treating
everyday disorders, putting more doctors out in the community
where they can look after life and keep people healthy. Not trying
to stave off death when it is presently accepted that dying is
inevitable.”
A pale face asked, “You'd see a doctor yourself, for some
serious ailment?”
“Absolutely,” Ray nodded. “I might even now, be living on
borrowed time due to the small pox vaccination I had as a child.”
“And.., say, your mother were dying of some incurable
disease?”
“Then I'd be the first one in the lab tomorrow morning
hoping to discover the cure.”
The pale man scoffed: “Well, there, you see, a completely
selfish reversal of principles.”
Ray stood his ground. “Not at all. My own, individual
instinct to look after my family would have me seek to invent a
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new drug. But, should I succeed and my mother cured, I would not
necessarily hand over the drug to the rest of humanity. My
principle is one of a global nature, not an individual focus.”
“Now, that is selfish.” Philip had rejoined the discussion.
“A principle, unless strictly adhered to, is not a principle at all, it is
but a vain hope of respect.”
“No, you don't seem to under –” He was interrupted
forcefully by a stern voice.
“The UN has made it a priority commitment to reduce the
rise in global population well into the next century,” came the
resounding bomb of authority. “We are aware of the need for
reforms, it will take time. I think your judgements are harsh, Mr.
Moyde.”
“Indeed, Professor... Apologies, but I don't think you are
even tickling the problem.”
“So you put the planet before its population?” The African
professor growled.
“There has to be a sacrifice if there is to be a future,” was
Ray's blunt remark.
“The sacrifice of lives?”
“Professor, it's not about sacrificing lives; for goodness
sake, it's about sacrificing our own arrogance. Medicine used to be
unpopular, a cult, now it's glamorous and outspoken. We affluent
people rush to the aid of Third World 'victims' out of some need to
justify our position. We're full of ourselves, we believe our culture
to be vastly superior and we must, therefore, dish it out to those
less fortunate. It makes us feel better to see how clever we are, it's
a selfish gesture, narcissistic; we're not actually satisfying the
sufferers, we're satisfying ourselves.”
The professor: “What you are saying is that advanced
nations should not help less fortunate countries, so they can have
the planet to themselves. That, Mr. Moyde, is the selfish gesture.”
Ray became indignant. With little restraint and even less
wisdom, he brought an already heated discussion to the point of
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boiling. He delved into history; talked of nomadic tribes, of
droughts, wars and famine; about nature and its way of dealing
with such things. He persisted, unwisely, perhaps: “The human
anatomy was originally designed to conceive offspring continually
in order to counter, by sheer numbers, the many infections it was
prone to absorbing. Then humans spread to colder climates, less
conducive to infection. So, longer life expectancy, greater mental
maturity.., and guess what?”
Ray was making one final pitch in his defence. But they
were not his words. Without noticing, he was about to borrow
from a wholly untamed source out of a distant pocket of his mind,
where a voice would chatter at him from old ruins on a Cornish
hilltop.
“... Oh yes, medical expertise is a lucrative export. But we
decline to inform the eager client of the contagious nature of our
magic, the very magic of longevity which we ourselves have fallen
prey to without remedy. Instead, we sell them a prescription:
Guns!” He looked the professor in the eye. “Ironic, isn't it, how
other nations are all for acceptance of medicine and treatments to
cure their ailing populations; they want the hospitals and
equipment, in fact they'll take anything that implies prosperity,
even our weapons to kill others more effectively; but birth control
remedies are considered sacrilege..? It's like buying a car without
brakes just because it looks good.”
“Mr. Moyde. This is absolutely preposterous.” A blackened
face bore down on him. “The UN has adopted the criteria which
expressly outlines our need to tackle, not poverty itself, but the
poor; not sickness, but the sick. Only by these means can we
effectively respond to the needs of all nations without intervening
in individual, cultural distinction. Your words disgust me. To
think that a man in your position could abandon human beings in
need, who would rather we live in an uncaring and vindictive
world where life was awarded to us only by necessity – this is an
appalling attitude. Just as industry must cope with shut-downs and
lay-offs due to environmental concerns, are you prepared to see
millions lose their jobs because we have decided to cap progress in
the pharmaceutical industry? Do you realize how much of this
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planet's continued well-being stems from advances made by The
West? Why should we hail ourselves the overall body of
conscience; ambassadors of righteousness? Were we to do such a
thing then yes, we would be confirming our rivalry, not of the
church, but of the Almighty himself.”
“Self-adoration is harmless in front of the mirror..,” Ray
callously remarked and paused. He reached to a table on his left,
the hand hesitating over a large dish of prawns, toying pleasurably
with the suspense.
Murmurs of disapproval from the audience... they were
waiting. Watched as he raised his prey on a wooden toothpick and
deposited it in his mouth. He chewed. He swallowed. He smiled.
“I agree, gentlemen.., the British medical industry has not escaped
the curse of expanding competition, like any other business, they
have –”
“... Excuse me.., oops,” A sudden interruption caught
everyone by surprise: A giggle and a blush. Without warning an
entourage of colourful ladies had appeared.
“Ray, so here you are,” one of them joyfully exclaimed.
All eyes jumped to attention. There was some relief from
the carnage that might have ensued had they been able to continue
the debate. Ray smiled down at the three women, each barely
contained by the garments they wore.
“Hello, Fiona,” his smile expressing his thoughts. “You
know most of the faces here. This is Doctor Philip Asherby,
chairman of the Children's Appeal; and Professor Kalidan
Omassoon you may not have met before, though you probably
heard his televised cause at the United Nations summit the other
day... Fiona Emerson,” he introduced her, “She's one of our finest
Supervisors.”
“Good evening, doctors.., Professor.” She looked about
with wide, smiling eyes. Then to Ray, the reason for her timely
appearance. “Listen, Ray, we were wondering if you'd join us at
table six. We're dreadfully bored and they're about to do some
promotional stuff on stage and we thought, well.., you'd cheer us
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up.” She tugged at his sleeve, champagne his glass was trying to
contain rising to the rim on all sides.
“Er... Excuse me,” Ray managed as he was hauled out of
sight.
He was quite happy to be leaving, it was always irritating
having ones ideas held at ransom by authority. People in his
profession should be allowed to talk openly about progress,
without the fear of being labelled a hieratic. In Ray Moyde's head
banged the drum of reason. He felt good about himself, knowing
that he was far too valuable a resource to be axed because he spoke
his mind. Nevertheless, The Chief would no doubt hear about his
outburst. Tough! Someone had to stand up for medical myopia.
How else could the balance be restored?
His abduction by this lovely group of sirens took him
through a sea of bleached tablecloths polluted with dismembered
shellfish, half eaten pork pies and over-tipped wine glasses.
Reddened faces floated above like hydrogen-filled balloons, while
arms and legs seemed to wriggle about as if unattached to their
bodies. Ray found himself at one such table after a few minutes
and sat himself down. Later, the promotional necessities fulfilled,
a band of stiff, young musicians were taking to the stage. A roar
from the throng and people were jumping to their feet. Fiona was
about to ask Ray for a dance when she noticed Simone at the next
table bending over. She seemed to be trying to help someone who
was obviously in tears. A young medic was by her side, he was
gently stroking the poor girl's head. Fiona rushed over. “Dotty,
what on Earth's the matter?” she cried.
An arm emerged from beneath a tangle of sodden and
sticky hair and waved about in frustration. Finally Dotty managed
to utter a response: “Nah.., nothing, I... I think it's just the
atmosphere or something... the air-conditioning..? My eyes,
they're streaming.., stinging. Can't see. It hurts.”
“Anyone got some eye drops?” the young medic called to a
group of onlookers.
Nobody stirred. Music from the stage rattled on over their
heads. There was a moment of blank crossfire, then Ray bent
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down and asked the tearful nurse: “Do you wear contacts?”
Her hand appeared and was shook in response.
“Just a second.” He parted the gathered crowd and grabbed
a floral centre-piece from the adjoining table. Discarding the ferns
to the floor, he came up behind the distraught figure with an orange
marigold in one hand. It was a peculiar sight, as if he were about
to drop to his knees and propose to the girl right there, in front of
all who looked on. Instead, he thrust aside the surprised young
medic, took the girl firmly by the forehead and dropped her head
back against his jacket. It seemed unnecessarily rough, however
the girl obeyed without concern, there was no question of refusal,
his application of pressure persuaded her to react with complete
confidence. With the flick of a thumb, Ray severed the marigold
stem in two, his other hand gently prizing open a sopping eye
between two fingers. Then a squeeze of the stem, as if applying
liquid from a pipette, and a small, white substance grew – and then
fell – into the corner of her eye. A second dose in the other eye
followed swiftly.
Ray released the girl. She fell forwards, shuddered, blinked
twice, held her breath.., then cried out with amazement: “Oh, wow!
That's incredible, I can see again.” Scratched her head and let dark,
curly hair find its place. Turned with an incredulous expression.
Looked in wonder at her saviour with a knowing shake of the head
and simply asked, “Ray..?”
... He smiled.
Fiona was positively radiating. “Isn't he adorable?” she
whispered squirmingly to Simone. “The stuff that man has in his
head.. He's so cool.., so amazing.” Then she rushed over to Ray's
side and gave him a swift peck on the cheek as if a child reaching
for the jar of sweets when no one was looking – except, everybody
was. “Come and sit down with us, Ray, and tell us all your darkest
secrets?”
“Fiona, I'll be back in a sec'.., OK,” he apologized.
“You’d better be!” she called out to him.
He escaped, knowing exactly what would have happened
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had he stayed. He would have been forced to tell them all off for
being fast asleep in the homoeopathy lecture he had given just
weeks before. He would also have been tied down, a prisoner to
smiling faces, groped and squeezed and generally abused and it
was too early in the evening for that. He passed a section of tables
designated for Middlesex Hospital – nodded courteously. There
was another reason for his hasty departure, a face he had seen at
another table, one he remembered with interest.
Arriving at his destination he found the table deserted. He
thought he might have confused tables, looked about to orientate
himself... Was about to leave when a voice from behind said: “I
didn't expect to see you here, Mr. – er, Ray. You don't seem the
party type.”
Mari Chavelli stepped around the table and sat down. She
was petite, not at all glamorous, with short, fluffy, brown hair and
round glasses on a tiny nose; a mousy appearance... Not
demanding.., pleasantly fragile. A little clumsy..? Lots of little
things flashed through his mind as he watched her take her seat.
But there was one big thing: A huge grin that cut thin, deep lines
into her cheeks at either side, provide by a jaw bone that seemed as
if it were about to disjoint. She and her smile were alluring. Was
she an angel? She was warm and easy, and he wanted to sit with
her though she had, minutes earlier, been with company.
“A duty more than a pleasure,” he replied. “But this is a
pleasure. It's so nice to see you again – May I join you? Or are
you busy?”
“Well.., er, no. Yes, of course, but I'm sure you won't find
much entertainment in me, judging by all these friends you've
been, like.., accompanied by here tonight.” Mari laughed a little,
hoping to disguise the blush. She had a way of saying the silliest
things when embarrassed and they were always the wrong things
for the moment, regardless how right they felt on the way out. She
placed one shoe on the other and drove a heel into her toe while
smiling back at Ray and hoping he would say something. This was
a very different setting from their previous daytime encounters;
this an event, flashy and formal, could spawn quite unpredictable
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results.
“You didn't come here by yourself?” he enquired, sitting
close but careful to leave a chair between them.
“No, my party just left, they had a cab waiting,” she said,
hoping he wouldn't ask why she had stayed on. “We get invited to
this one every year,” she went on quickly, “I know this is not our
patch, but the UK Youth Directive Council is two floors up from
my department, and us unmarried ones, like, get the honour of
attending...” There, she'd said it. She removed her glasses, the
contacts having been in all day, popped them in her bag, then sank
her teeth into a plate of cheese cake which she had just pinched
from one of the side tables at the buffet.
“How come you stayed behind?”
Shit! She thought. “Er.., the desserts. I wanted to try them
all... I'm on my third. Want some?” she grinned, a creamy sample
blossoming through one of those delicious cracks in the corner of
her mouth as she spoke.
“Thanks.., but no, thanks. I've eaten all sorts of things this
evening. You go ahead.., enjoy it;” while thinking: Such a thin
woman, yet craves the sweet things.
He carried on chatting while he examined her across the
table. She was as always attractive – in a real, rather than pretty
way – tender, serene; mid twenties, possibly a bit more. Just a
trace of make-up this evening, made her eyes look small without
the glasses; pupils a rich, light orange colour – walnut – quite
unusual, he thought. He wasn't sure if he liked her with or without
glasses: With them on she had appeared lost and withdrawn, a
fragile creature peering out at the world from behind a closed
window; with them off, she seemed more intense, though perhaps
that was more to do with the cheese cake.
She could feel him looking at her, wished she could see
him better. Through the blur of her debilitating vision she saw all
the expressions and the gestures but none of the depth she wanted.
He was at one of those awkward distances where things were
neither in nor out of focus. However, she wasn't going to put on
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her glasses, she had a barely-conscious dislike of them, and her
looks, and often wondered if others thought the same. If she got a
headache.., well, she would put up with it.
She looked down at her disappearing cheese cake... Was
thinking how seductive he was in his manner. It was either that or
she was reading all sorts of things into his presence she had willed
for herself. He had a boyishness about him, yet he was too at ease
to be a boy. A man then, and yet he was so uninhibited, casual
even, which lowered her defences as might happen when talking to
a boy. It seemed peculiar that two distinct personalities should be
found under the same roof; there had to be something else she was
missing, she couldn't put her finger on, something charming,
mysterious even ...
Perhaps, the glasses? No..!
His hands were out in front of him, resting on the table.
She noticed the continued absence of a wedding ring, in fact no
rings at all; wondered if that was a surgeon thing; asked: “Being a
surgeon you must be very tied down to the hospital and a peculiar
routine. That would be, like, hard on a relationship, wouldn't it?”
There she was, getting inside him. He sensed she was
trying to ask if he was married. But rather than being direct she
was charming her way in and he was willed to responded. Could
do nothing to stop himself. Wanted to be explored, as if she were
the surgeon opening him up. “Yes, it's an odd sort of life. Rather
like being an airline pilot, I fancy. There are three others like me
in paediatrics, we work a daily rota: a month, perhaps, in the nightshift and then two months on days. You have to be constantly readjusting the clock.” He tapped his head. “But the work itself is
fine. Just a little annoying sometimes trying to follow a quota of
operations like, 35 appendectomies per year. We have our
contracts, you see, just like everyone else.”
He hadn't exactly answered her question, his response well
rehearsed, but it would do for now. “Are you still on nights?” she
asked keenly.
“Yes. It has its advantages; for one thing, you don't get
caught in traffic.” Another smile. “A couple more weeks and then
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 87

I'll take a short break and get back into days.”
The conversation wandered into family and background.
Mari felt comfortable in that arena, she bubbled delightfully in and
out of her West Yorkshire upbringing; a Polish father, an Irish
mother – her sister in Sunderland with whom she had almost daily
correspondence. At the same time she would prod him with
questions about his own upbringing. However, she got little, as
with previous meetings, only that as a teenager he had left the
country for Europe.
Mari loved the thought of Europe, became intrigued and
drooled openly as he described various cities he had visited. She
was not much of a traveller, but she did get the itch from time to
time. She had visited Poland when she was ten, but really couldn’t
remember much. Now older, she could only visit such places in
magazines, and besides, she couldn’t do without the comforts of
home and those simple customs of hers that felt so personal and
cosy. She felt silly saying it but she found it really difficult giving
up her cat or her car for even a few days.
From Europe the conversation led back to Mari and her
work. She talked a lot about people, not about herself, and Ray
listened with interest... Her insight into human behaviour
fascinated him and her soft and easy manner was as if a sponge
into which he felt himself being absorbed. How she could throw
herself into cruelty and suffering on a daily bases and somehow
come out unscathed, with no cynicism, or bitterness, not even
toward those who had acted selfishly or who had caused others
harm. She has to be an angel. As he listened to her he became
aware of something: a looseness, freedom; her effect on him
soothing. The roar of the Great Hall around him had been
subdued, he was no longer aware of it, unconsciously cocooned by
a creature whose unique qualities had simply disengaged him from
reality and freed him from his troubles. For the first time in his life
he was not thinking about himself.
While his mind wondered, he was pouring them some
champagne, topping up her orange juice, she chuckling about how
drunk she would probably get. Then she popped out a question
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that took him by surprise: “How do you cope with hospital tragedy,
like.., especially with children?”
The cocoon burst; their angel, now, as if testing him. He
replied with an uneasy nod and a flick of the fringe. “Over the
years it becomes easier to develop an analytic attitude towards
death. Consultants, have it easy, they deal with the body on a
surgical level and can focus on the ailment, detach themselves,
when necessary, from reality.” He considered what he was actually
saying for a moment and then continued. “Nursing staff, however,
have a more difficult time coping, because they deal with patients
on a personal level, the bodies in the wards being real humans as
opposed to cars in a garage waiting to be fixed. You know, death is
less frequent these days, so it makes it harder for everyone when a
child dies.”
Mari protested at his clinical deliberation, though she could
hear his reason. After all, she had asked him how he coped, and
yet he could sweep it all away so easily. The calculated response
disturbed her, it was too dry, did not come from the heart. There
was a coldness about the words that had reached her, as if
condensing breath ushered from a warm body on a winter’s day.
Very unlike his passionate response to questions about Europe, she
thought.
Suddenly he was standing. Mari jabbed the heel into her
toe again and cursed her stupidity. She had blown it again. He
said: “Listen, I'd better go and apply a few dressings, I left a lot of
bruised feelings out there, earlier.”
He was leaving and yet he felt as if he was still attached.
She had something on him, a pull, like an arrow on a string and he
turned back. “Look.., give me ten minutes and then perhaps I could
drive you home.., seeing as how you missed your ride. As you
know, I live not far from Bayswater, which gives us a perfect
excuse to leave, perhaps stop for a drink somewhere a little less
noisy?”
She nodded sharply, in case her head should autonomously
start bobbing up and down. And as he stepped away she caught
herself thinking, how presumptuous of him... then instantly
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reprimanded herself for being such a hypocrite: She had, in fact,
volunteered to come to this 'charity thing' with the vague idea that
perhaps he might also attend. Now she had been asked out.., kind
of like, on a date. Christ!
She felt numb, she felt flattered and she felt heavy, as if
someone had draped a large blanket over her shoulders. He was
very confident in himself, a bit arrogant, self-centred even, she
thought, but it wasn't an act. In his position he would have to
assert himself, it would be no good being hesitant and unsure while
someone lay dying on the operating table. No, she didn't mind that
of him, in fact, it was reassuring to be with a man who had no
pretences about how he felt or what had to be done. If only he
would speak from the heart, rather than a text book. Then a growl
from within: Mari.., quit the day job, you are not his counsellor.
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CHAPTER SIX
In the days that followed, there was no respite from hectic,
hospital routine. Ray Moyde carried on as usual, un-flustered, but
with an increasing inner sense of despair. The Chief wanted to see
him, that could only mean one thing, more schedules – and a slap
on the wrist. He had already squeezed in a patient for The Chief
earlier last week, a child actress, Beverly Petal, an emergency
brought in from Hampshire.
It was Wednesday. He was thinking about a holiday as he
left, Seven Dwarfs – one of the three children's wards – in the
direction of The Chief's office. He hadn't had one for over a year.
Earlier in the day he had made a lunch date with Mari, now he was
going to be late; as if the world had to come to a halt whenever the
Chief Executive coughed.
Mari: He had seen a lot of her recently, their friendship had
grown. This was partly due to his need to escape the tension of
hospital life, but more to do with his fascination with her true role
in his affairs. He wasn't sure, but he felt that somehow she was
fateful, that she really had to represent something important, and
that he couldn't afford not to find out. They had met for coffee in
the hospital cafeteria on Monday morning when Mari had popped
round to see how Chad was progressing, and again, late Tuesday
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afternoon. Each time she had dug a little deeper and each time he
had felt himself loose a little more control.
What of it all, he thought, was there really any hope for
him? Was this infatuation with Mari just a way of perpetuating his
misery? Was he ultimately going to find himself luring her back to
his flat for a 'last supper'? Nothing had really changed because,
though he had thought hard about her gaining influence on him, he
still had a job to do. And the mirror of Chad Horton might well be
his next. Would it end up being a choice between Mari or another
little boy? Perhaps, he thought, that was her role in all of this:
Temptation...
Thinking was quickly abandoned as he stepped out of lifts
on the second floor of Main Wing. No! He had no use for such
hypothetical digressions. There was some ground work to do on
the abduction he would carry out this Friday. He had little time
tomorrow, he would have to forget his customary snooze this
afternoon. And what of Beverly? A match was required for her,
now. Things were really piling up: Dr. Ovawyler's daughter had
been pestering him at every chance for help with her studies. He
had eventually given in to her persistence and told the girl she
could come by his office that very evening to arrange some private
tuition. He was still not sure if it was a good idea and... where was
he going to find the time?
However, now he thought about it, would Charlotte
Ovawyler do as a match for Beverly? Ah, but she was awfully
close to home.., he knew her father. And then, she wasn't exactly a
match.., she was too mature, too cocky..; and it would be foolish to
abduct someone in the vicinity of the hospital. There were so
many things weighing against her, he wondered if she would be a
right choice.
Mr. Cronan – The Chief, as he was known – was his usual,
ruthless self. Apart from refusing to indicate to Ray his reasons for
denying the implementation of new, full-time staff promised in a
previous board meeting, he was not prepared to listen to any
'holiday' requests from any of his consultants; not at present.
Usual language was exchanged, a customary wrangle ensued. In
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all it was a duplicate of past encounters leaving both breathless and
bitter.
“Now, I want some understanding from you, Moyde. I
don't care how you bloody-well-feel about our Health Service.
There are three of you cut-throats in paediatrics under my direction
and the only one to give me grief is you.”
“But it's ridiculous. A child with no more rights than a
hundred other cases waiting for medical help all across this
country, and you and your lot want the tax payer to fork out
hundreds of thousands of pounds for a series of questionable
operations which could drag on for months.., perhaps years.” Ray
was away at the window, chanting at the roof tops of London.
“You've no sense of the proper, have you,” Cronan
shrieked. “God, man, a child desperately needs surgery. We can
give the parents some hope of bringing up a normal child who's so
far been drip fed since the day he was born. Doesn't that say
anything to you, a paediatric surgeon?”
“It says, lots of front page propaganda, that's what it says,”
Ray argued.
“What are you, Moyde, paralysed from the neck up? This
is a life we're talking about, their only hope of a family.”
“The parents can have another child.”
“… Have another deformed child?”
“They can adopt one, and we can get on with saving useful
lives. Some people were just not meant to survive, this child is one
of them. Christ, it's not a child, it's missing just about everything
internal that constitutes a human being: have you seen the
ultrasound? There's nothing there. I suppose you just look into the
poor child's eyes and, if the parents are photogenic, or famous,
visualise another theatrical step into the future?”
“We don't discriminate, Moyde,” Cronan calmed himself.
“It is a child, it has a brain, therefore it has a right to life and all we
can offer. Of course, a degree of media attention may help to raise
donations, but I assure you, our first consideration is for the
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welfare of children.”
“Bloody hypocrisy, if you ask me. And God damn it, no I
won't participate in this charade! If you want to reassure people of
our role in this society, the best way to do it would be to tell them
the bloody truth, for a change. So it hurts, sometimes,” Ray came
away from the window and approached the desk. “I hear you
refused to inform the mother of an aborted foetus that it had cystic
fibrosis, on the grounds that you couldn't be sure the donated
sample was from that young woman - Bloody crap! We've got
records... You just think that once someone donates an organ it's
not theirs any more, it's the hospital's toy, now.” He was leaning
over the desk, staring at the seated man on the other side. “She was
young, she wants to have another child, did you know that? You'd
destroy her and the rest of her life along with it..!”
A face lunged forwards. “You're pushing it, Moyde,”
Cronan hollered. “I could have you struck off for this. Now, you
hear me: You give me one more reason to raise my blood pressure
and you'll be back in Bangladesh, or wherever it was you started
your career.” He slapped the desk. “I have here your quotas for this
year and there's nothing you can do to ignore your contract which
clearly states that I have every right to demand these particular
services of you. I expect the job to be done.., it's as simple as
that.”
“It's all business to you, isn't it? A game of chess and to
hell with the pawns. That's been the attitude of Executive
Management ever since you arrived at this hospital.”
“This is irrelevant, Moyde,” Cronan articulated, ignoring
the outburst as best he could.
“So, you're saying..?”
“I'm saying, there's a report on its way to you..., probably
already on your desk. Mr. Wilhelmson, from the Special
Transplant Unit at Great Ormond Street, will cover the preliminary
chest exploration, donor services have been notified and you and
Jurisha will give your entire time table to all further operations and
be on call religiously throughout. It's quite straight forward.”
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“Quite..! Well, don't expect a Christmas card from me this
year, what with tax increases to pay for your bloody theatrics.”
Ray took the tube to South Kensington. A short walk lead
him down Luddite Road to the steps of a small, greenly decorated
bistro. It was nice to get out of Greenwich, away from the usual
hot spots were half the hospital staff who didn't eat in the cafeteria
would converge.
Jurisha had come on rota and before he left he had spent a
few moments discussing the difficult task ahead. It bothered both
consultants; the operations were not repairs or rebuilds; in a sense
they were creating a child. By donations and alterations, the use of
tissue, living or synthetic, a creature of prophetic, “Shellian”
identity would emerge by human ingenuity.
The liver might be of an executed criminal, donated by the
Chinese government; kidneys from some poor Asian woman trying
to pay off a portion of her family's debt; the heart, a man-made,
plastic pump powered by battery; the intestines, part human, part
abattoir resurrection; and the rest of the poor creature would be
either invented in labs, grown in petri dishes or, borrowed from
swine. And every year for the rest of his youthful life he would
have to come in to have further operations to accommodate his
growing body. The body, of course, was only a vehicle for the
mind. Though his life would be far from normal, everyone had a
right to life, however unhealthy the mind became.
Ray was carrying a briefcase laden with reports and
examination profiles on the little child. he had brought it along to
occupy himself during the half hour journey. The question they
had arrived at after a hasty, fifteen minute discussion was not
whether all children should have the right to life, regardless, but
whether they should all have equal rights. Jurisha had said it
plainly:
“… That we are not all born with the same attributes and,
therefore, should not all have the same rights. That our genetic
make up is unique to each of us; that while some of us are capable
of bearing healthy children, some are infertile and others are
carriers of genetic misfortune. That while a person with long legs
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may become a basketball player, this does not mean we all have
the right to have our limbs extended on the National Health
Service so we can get paid millions to 'slam-dunk' a basketball –
however nice that may seem. That no one was perfect and that it
was more important to find ones good points than to cloud them by
envy for others. Privately, anyone had the right to get what they
wanted. On The National Health rights went only so far, thank
God.., but there was always legal aid.”
However, though she had said all that, she was prepared to
assist in the operations on the young boy because he, too, had a
right to National Health treatment just like everyone else. And she
was firmly committed to helping others, which was her right.
Jurisha had a point.
At the bar Ray ordered a bottle of his favourite beer, a glass
of orange juice and a half of house white, then went to a small
table in the far corner. It was busy, he was lucky to get a table,
most everyone was standing up or leaning on the tables of others,
but he'd pushed through on spotting a couple rising. Mari entered
a short while later, springing over in a pair of running shoes. She
was somewhere inside a huge, grey cotton jumper which reached
to her knees, from there thin calves sank into leg warmers which
hugged her ankles like a pair of men's football socks. He
considered her as she approached and an image of a child clowning
about in her father's coat and shoes came to mind.
Mari gave him a kiss on the cheek. It wasn't the first time
she had kissed him but it was the first time in public. She tensed,
her heart fluttering wildly as she pressed her lips to his soft face.
There, she had staked her claim, that was important in ritualistic
terms, their friendship having now become much more than a
casual acquaintance. But she was far from relaxing into it; past
affairs had started well enough, only to run themselves slowly dry,
as if someone had pulled the plug in the bath tub. It was the men
who had always finished it. She had so little faith in herself these
days.
She folded swiftly into the chair opposite; “Am I late?” she
sounded apologetic.
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“No. I'm a little early. Thought I wasn't going to make it
for a moment, The Chief had me in his office on one of his
bullying sessions, but it didn't amount to much. But enough of
that..,” he looked at her closely, “What about you? You look
different - I know! You're not wearing glasses. That's nice.”
“I wasn't wearing them yesterday, either, you goose,” she
smiled shyly; but she was touched, he had finally noticed.
They ordered quickly. Mari confessed she didn't have
much time, the usual hectic day half over but not half done. Their
meal arrived. Two vegetarian burritos. They talked between
mouthfuls.
“... Sounds like a great place. Mine's a flat, too,” she said,
“But I share with two others – college students. They're OK, they
keep to themselves and during the holidays I get the place to
myself. Another couple of weeks and they'll be back.”
“Ever thought of getting your own place? I mean, now's
the time, with mortgages so low and banks craving for nice
dependable people like yourself.”
“I know, but I'm not really ready to take such a huge step,
besides, my flat's cheap and I don't know what I'd do with, like, my
own place?” she shrugged.
“Courage,” he smiled through the cheese, “You'll never
know why you took so long to decide, and when you do get one
you won't miss where you are now. True, there’s always
apprehension, especially for a woman alone like that. London
being such a big place, it’s hard to know which areas are safe and
which are not – they keep changing.”
“You can say that again. Like, have you seen the papers
these days? Full of it, burglaries and vandalism all over town...
Not to mention abductions. Did you know, another child has gone
missing?” Mari extracted a newspaper from her bag and slid it
across the table.
“Yes.., no. Actually I have read about it,” he replied. “It's
an awful thing.”
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“Do you think they've been murdered?”
He nodded. “I imagine so, after all this time some of them
have been missing.”
“Yeah.
There are statistics in the paper, like, it's
unbelievable how many missing children the police think have
been abducted in the last three years, and possibly by the same
person. Of the thousand or so runaways each year in the UK,
they're saying at least 30 are possible abductions. That's ten a year,
almost one a month! I don't think this person's disturbed, I think
he's gone completely insane.”
“You think all this is the work of one person? A man!” he
asked curiously.
“Er.., like, I didn't mean it was a man.., no. I mean, it could
be a woman.., yeah? The police think it must be a serial killer.”
“But they hardly have any evidence to suspect just one
person.” His response was taut. “It's not as if there's only ever one
mass murderer working at any one time. They don't get together in
a club and hand out schedules with sandwiches?”
“What..? Oh! No. I personally wouldn't put it passed
some slave trade organisation or, like, religious cult. You know
how it is for gullible people, fanatics can get them to do horrible
things.” She paused in thought. “Yeah... I read another article
which suggested that an unusual lining up of the planets may have,
like, influenced certain delicate people to behave irrationally.”
“Really? Has there been a wave of abductions in other
countries,” Ray put down his fork and looked intently at her.
“Christ, no,” she laughed, “That was just one of those
trashy papers I read that in.” She stopped and looked at him with a
huge, embarrassed smile.
“Ah ...” He carried on eating.
She carried on talking, “It's pathetic, Ray, I don't know how
those small communities cope with such a tragic loss. It must be
horrific for them to have a child abducted from their own back
door, like a member of the family being stolen.”
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He swallowed. He didn't need reminding, he knew how
horrible it was. Felt it, yes, as deep as anyone – all but the parents,
no doubt. “It's a terrible thing,” he mumbled, painfully. “They're
all such young children, so innocent of all this and to think, they'll
never know why it happened.” He swallowed... “I really hate to
think about it.”
“Ray!” She could see beyond his eyes to a sorrow she
found disturbing and yet, at the same time, wonderful. “I do
believe I see some compassion from such a hardened soul. By
your own standards, we all have to go sometime. Like, what is
this, another one of your revolving personalities?”
“No... Look, maybe we should just stop talking about
this,” his manner suddenly changing. “I mean, it's not a lunch time
discussion... Horrible things like this should never be brought up
at meal times. Lets just forget it.”
“Sorry, sorry,” Mari groaned, on realizing she must have
hurt his feelings. “I.., I'm just being an idiot again. I'm sorry.” She
kicked herself; what a heartless thing to say to him when he was
just honestly expressing himself. “I'm presuming I know you and,
like, we've only just met...”
Ray was shaking his head. He was disagreeing with her,
but he wasn't going to say why. Mari was astute, she was
wriggling her way inside him again and he had not been aware of
it. Like the painless jab from a seasoned nurse, the injection only
hurt after the deed was done – Mari, she was sharp. She had such
an eye for response, he knew she couldn't be fooled. It was her
profession, after all. Angels could see where others could not. She
had to be here for a reason, some ethereal mission, perhaps, to
access his mind and free him from all this? If it were only the
truth, that she was the antidote for this sickening thing within him.
“You do know me, Mari,” he suddenly said.
“Er, no, I... I just think I do,” she stammered helplessly,
hiding from his eyes by staring, still, at her plate. “We've been
together a lot and I.., like, feel very special when I'm with you. It
makes me want to know you and find out all about you, but there's
still such a long way to go.”
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He looked directly at her and said, “You make it sound
wrong. Isn't this kind of thing supposed to happen, two people
getting close and sharing their thoughts?”
Mari stiffened in her chair, hands clasping the knife and
fork by her plate. Then made an affirmative gesture with her face,
a sort of smile gone wrong. Christ.., this, after the awful blunder I
just made? His kind words had taken her completely by surprise.
She had expected him to politely finish up his meal and then
excuse himself, never to see her again, but now the whole thing
was becoming unbearably, unthinkably like a relationship. She
was sweating, felt flushed, as if she had fallen unintentionally into
a sauna.
They were both struggling, each with their own. Like balls
in a bag, there was nothing but surface connecting them; neither
had the slightest chance of understanding the other. Yet, due to a
desperation of wills, in which each sought to hang on to the other
for completely different reasons, they seemed destined to remain
together. There may have been something between them, other
than desperation. There was a physical attraction, at least, but even
this could not keep them together indefinitely. They were falling
in love, but with a fantasy. Falling, perhaps, for their own
creations; those dreams they had carefully constructed over so
many years to satisfy, each their own need. Some bits were real,
some were not.
Mari's vision began to blur. “My contacts. They make my
eyes, like, tired.., I think.”
“Well, perhaps you shouldn't wear them too often at first.”
“You like them.., I mean, me – I mean, like.., without the
glasses?” A cringing grin.
“Mari, I like you with and without glasses,” he said.
She was unsure. She felt he wasn't going to commit
himself, he was holding out on her; he really prefers me with
glasses. Well, no matter. She had done it to please herself, hadn't
she? And he'd just have to accept her as she came. She reached
for her glass and as if in deference for meeting eyes, their glasses
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chinked.
Mari looked at the strange label on his bottle of beer –
'Bodmin, The Moorish Ale'. He's one of those Real Ale men, and
she was instantly amused. He didn't reveal much of himself and
each time she was graced by some tiny scrap of knowledge about
him, she took a hold of it as if it were a treasure to keep.
He saw her staring. “Ah.., my favourite brew, not many
places in London stock it. I discovered it in a small pub near
where I often go fishing: The One Eyed Knight,” he laughed. It
was a silly name and it was a contagious laugh and she found
herself rolling along with him. But she was being watched
carefully, she knew it and the laugh was stretched to silence. It
was replace by a few short blinks from behind the glass. She
sipped, it was as if he was willing her to – lips on the cold glass,
mind on his warm eyes. And he looking on as it then happened,
the emergence of her enormously, sexy smile.
He was excited, not just about the woman in her, but the
angel in her and what would come of her exploration. The
excitement was in the fear of being discovered, the same feeling he
had got as a small child when playing hide-and-seek. And, though
one side of him wanted to cry, 'enough', the other side would dig
itself in deeper.
“Do you believe in God?” Mari suddenly asked.
“…Yes, I do.” He flinched noticeably.
“Funny, you don’t seem to. I mean, people who do, have a
certain manner about them, like smooth edges, or something.”
Here it was, the angel wanted the truth; this was the big
test. Had he passed earlier tests? he wondered. Then said: “Well, I
do. Perhaps not the way others do. I don’t go to church or pray.
But I’m sure there is something out there, watching over us,
expecting of us. I have always believed life to be an examination
of our weaknesses...”
Done, he had said it. He had told the truth – almost.
Mari did not instantly respond. Cold! There it is again,
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she thought, an analytical response. He’s in there somewhere, why
doesn’t he come out? Men..? Perhaps Hana could explain this to
her.
– A shrill bleeping suddenly bounced off the woodwork
from all directions. Ray slapped his belt and stood up swiftly. “I'm
afraid I've got to get back. It'll be like this for the next few days –
few weeks, maybe – hectic. Here pay with this.” He dropped a
credit card on the table and leaned into her ear. Whispered the pin
number. “Just hang onto it or drop in and see me at the Hospital.”
He brushed his lips through her hair and across her check and
landed them gently on hers.
She held her breath. Then: “It's OK, I can..?”
But he was gone.
* * *
An hour and a half out of London up the A1, just north of
Peterborough, behind the red-brick facade of a supermarket in
Paine, Lincolnshire, sat the slick, green shadow of a Jaguar. It was
four fifteen, that same afternoon; breezy and cooler than it had
been over the last few weeks. A quarter mile outside the small
town, down a road to the east, a wall gave way to reveal a tiny lane
which disappeared into a copse between Pudding Drain - as the
canal was called - and an area of playing fields. On the wall a few
hundred yards further on there was a large sign by an iron gate:
Halthume, Independent Boys School.
“Can I help, sir?” a shop assistant in town was asking.
“Yes. It's my wife's birthday next week and I'm looking for
something a little revealing in night wear, if you understand?”
She glanced at him coyly. He was tall, well spoken and
quite good looking. “Lingerie.., certainly. Does she have a
favourite colour? I think you'll find this selection over here will be
just the thing.”
“Red, she's very fond of rich colours,” he responded,
combing back his fringe behind the ear with long fingers.
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The assistant was carefully placing individual camisoles
and corsets across the counter, preening them as she unfolded each
one. “I have sizes in all of these except this one; a very popular,
matching top and briefs with this lovely fur line at the hem.”
“A little big, I fear. She's petite, not quite five feet,” he
measured to his chest with a hand.
“Yes.., she is small. And the bust, sir?”
“Not big, she's rather tiny all round, actually.”
The assistant noticed his difficulty and decided on a more
diplomatic approach. “Well, what do you like here? I particularly
like this basque, it hugs the waist and would look lovely on
someone with narrow shoulders because the straps can be
removed. It has suspenders and these French knickers with a
rather cheeky cut-away, here,” she looked up.
“And this one?” He laid a palm on a thin, cotton body; a
complete piece, no lace and no adornments, with fine shoulder
straps, no supports and tiny snaps at the crotch.
“Well that's a lovely body, sir. Jolly expensive, you know,
from Italy. 100% cotton stretch-weave, won't you just feel the
softness, I'd be buying one myself if I could afford it.” She raised it
in front of a little grin; “Will that be all, sir?” she asked.
“Er.., actually.., perhaps some long socks, the kind that
come up over the knees... You know?”
“Yes, sir. On the rack over there, take your pick,” she was
pointing. “Will that be cash or credit card?”
“Cash.”
* * *
Ray Moyde was passing the front desk of the hospital. He
was in a tweed jacket, a parcel under one arm.
“Mr. Moyde..? Ray, I have a message for you. Where have
you been? The Chief's been screaming for you, you didn't even
phone in. Don't worry, Simone covered for you.”
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“My bleeper, it must be faulty.” Ray approached the desk,
tapping his belt. “Is he still here?”
“No, he left. He's fuming,” the nurse replied. “It's one of
your patients, suspected viral complications, she lost
consciousness. Jurisha Palldi has stabilized her and is waiting to
hear from you.”
Ray looked at the clock on the wall behind the desk. “Gosh,
is it half past seven, already? Call Cronan, will you. Tell him I
had to deal with a roadside accident or something.”
He hurried for the main stairs, wind in his forelock, took
steps two at a time until he had reached the second landing. Then
down a long, wide corridor and out across a flying walkway which
lead to an adjoining building. He reached his office to find a girl
on a bench outside. Though he hadn't forgotten about the offer to
Dr. Ovawyler's daughter, he had rather hoped she might have.
“For me?” Charlotte grinned up at him, an eye on the
ribboned parcel under his arm.
“No. Not your size.” He was fiddling with a set of keys.
“Look, this is rather bad timing. I have a lot to do this evening so
why don't you come and see me early next week?”
“Again! You're always letting me down, Ray,” she said,
lopping her bag over a shoulder and stepping up behind his
stooped frame.
He took offence at her liberal manner and turned to face her
as the door swung inwards.
“Look, Miss.., Miss –”
“Charlotte,” she smiled up under his chin.
“Yes.., Charlotte. I have to see to a patient at once. And
nothing firm was suggested for this evening, so there's been no
letting anyone down, here.” He could hardly raise his voice in the
sounding corridor, nor could he show his frustration to an
obviously disturbed young girl, it would only make matters worse.
“Alright, come in,” he said.
Charlotte was ushered into a drab environment. It was a
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surprise, different from her father's office. She had imagined
something richer, a cosy warmth of soft furniture and colour;
instead, she was confronted by cold wood and stark walls, the
office dim, light radiating from a large, central chandelier. There
was a desk, a filing cabinet and a brown couch in the far corner. It
was a tidy place, immaculately conceived, though the order present
was due largely to there being nothing to arrange.
Staff had been allotted this, the original building; an old
Victorian space of high ceilings and plaster cornices, one of the
first hospitals of its day to be purpose built for public service. Very
dull, she thought.
She looked to her side as he passed behind her and hurried
to some draws in the corner. There was a map of the British Isles
on the wall. “What are all these pins stuck into the map?” she
asked, for something to say.
“Special places. I do a great deal of hiking in my spare
time, and fishing, too, so I mark them up like that as a reminder.”
He was standing behind his desk, now, a briefcase open in front of
him and he was flipping through his diary.
“My father said you collect plants and analyse them. You
wrote a book about herbal remedies, or something.”
“Right,” he nodded. “Are you interested in pharmacy?”
She came away from the map and stepped into the middle
of his spacious office. “No,” she said seriously. “I want to go in to
something like drug abuse – rehabilitation, I mean. You know..,
helping addicts?”
“I'm sure your father will be very happy with that.”
“Not him. All he cares about is whether his precious David
makes it to university. Couldn't care less about me.”
“Your father doesn't give me that impression?”
“Of course not. Not to you he wouldn't,” she grumbled
sarcastically.
Ray absorbed her contempt. Decided to steer away from
family matters. He would agree to give her private tuition on the
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grounds that her father was a colleague and that perhaps some
outside guidance might alleviate the obvious internal conflict she
was having to deal with. “So, what are we going to.., hmm..? Why
don't I keep a couple of hours free late tomorrow afternoon. I
usually like to give myself a calm Thursday, I have Friday's off and
it's nice to ease into it...” He was looking at his diary. “Yes, I have
consultations at four fifteen and five thirty.., and an examination at
six,” he muttered on.
His words were pleasing to her. She was running her eyes
across the ceiling, she was thinking about the room she had
managed to invade and this privacy of his, now hers. Her body
outline was revealed precisely through a fine, green dress which
was held aloft by thin shoulder straps and crept down to a
chequered hem well above the knee. It was her transparent look,
especially prepared for him.
He caught himself examining her over the lid of his
briefcase, saw youth in all its exquisite detail. Saw sparkling,
straight hair which fell around her long neck and curled inwards
over crafted collar bones. Saw down between breasts which, had
they not been so youthful, would certainly not have been able to
support themselves so confidently without a bra. Were those fake
nipples? Saw beneath to shadowed ribs, to her indented naval
peering from a firm, flat stomach; a stomach which then narrowed
by demand of tall hips and channelling thighs, to dive divinely
over a slight hummock between her legs.
In an instant it appeared. As if a purple mist swirling
through the crack under the door and spreading out across the floor
of his office – 'the creeping'. Against the immediacy of the crisis,
he held fast to his position behind the desk and frowned. Then,
with a submissive rattle, he excused his defeat and simply shook
his head. What good is there in this?
She saw him looking. She pretended she hadn't and
continued to parade the vacant floor. Had he noticed she wasn't
wearing any knickers? She turned her back on him. Pulled at the
chewing gum between her teeth with long, sharp nails. Snap! The
attraction she felt for Ray was heightened by the thought that he
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knew her father; this and the promise associated with an older man
scuttled her insides. She wanted to feel him around her, she
wanted to feel his strength, be carried up in his secure embrace.
She wanted to be wanted, adored, she wanted him to take her apart
bit by bit. She wanted him to take control and make her do things
– she was sure he would have special things just for her to do. She
wasn't sure what they were or if she would do them right, but that
was the thrill, she was willing to try anything – with a surgeon.
She had no idea who he was, it didn’t matter. All she had
to do was play the perfect host; inviting, receptive, controlling.
She enjoyed the game of seduction and worship. She thought all
men did, too. So long as she continued to show confidence and
self-control and act like she was doing him a favour then she
would be safe. And he, satisfied.
“You think I'll do alright,” she enquired, over a shoulder.
“You'll do just fine, Charlotte,” he said, looking down and
scuffling through some papers. “I'm sure you'll get a good report
when you leave the hospital. Yes.., any time after six thirty
tomorrow will be good.”
“Call me Charlie. That's what my old man always used to
call me when I was little.”
He looked at her in surprise.
“I'll see you, then. Thursdays, six thirty,” she said, walking
out and closing the door on him.
He sat back, hands behind his head and groaned. That
holiday, he really needed the break. Things seemed to rise to a
peak much faster these days, and he was quicker to temper, would
be easily disturbed by lightest of blows. He was tense. Perhaps
that’s all it was. Lately, he had felt 'the creeping' more often and
once there it would be almost impossible to get rid of. It seemed to
come over him in cycles, constantly badgering him over a few
weeks, then it would weaken and perhaps not reappear for another
couple. He wondered if it had something to do with his female
colleagues Had he..? Surely not! Could he have fallen in with the
menstrual cycle of one of them – and which one? And how was
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the cycle transmitted?
It was not uncommon, he thought, for women to lock onto
another’s cycle, could it also happen to men? When a certain girl
gave him a look or a smile with repeated insistence, an intensity
would grow in him, he would become more finely tuned to arousal.
Hormones, he wondered; his or theirs? Perhaps ‘the creeping’
wasn’t his at all, but something somehow transmitted to him by
others. Pheromones would be a candidate, he considered.
Invisible messages radiating out like pollen through the
atmosphere. Not his doing at all. That he was just more sensitive
than others was not, in itself, a crime. Was he an addict? Was that
his weakness?
The more he wondered, the more he felt it building inside
him. Horribly enticing desires. The more he tried to ignore it the
stronger it became, until it would be so strong as to begin to
function without him, driving to satisfy itself and forcing him to
act in ways he would not ever have contemplate if he were in
control. His resistance was poor. He did like it, that was the
problem, though when he had done what ever it was he had been
driven to do, he would almost immediately be repulsed by his
actions. 'The creeping’ satisfied, smugly it would retreat with
whatever perverse intentions it carried, and he would be left empty
and betrayed. How can one feel so strongly in favour of something
in one moment and then be disgusted the next, when the craving is
satisfied?
Surely he could not be to blame; he, the man himself, was a
good and honest person. Some had a craving for chocolate, others
for whisky; both, in quantity, not a good thing. I suppose, he
thought, after a massive chocolate binge one could actually abhor
the stuff for a while? Cigarettes were another, he was familiar with
them, the desire could sweep over him at any time and there was
little he could do but light up.
There were two ways of dealing with 'the creeping': Either
he could force his mind to focus on some strenuous objective,
which would act as a tranquillizer; or he could masturbate, and
overdose the son-of-a-bitch with instant gratification. Effectively
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both killed it off for a while. It used to be a few weeks gone before
returning, now it seemed the thing was back within a few days. He
had come to the conclusion that neither of his remedies were of
any lasting benefit and that they were only short term solutions.
Charlotte had not helped. He might have been able to dive
directly into the medical problems at hand and swamp the beast for
the rest of the evening. Now, it was eager. He had to feed it, he
could not possibly go out into the halls of this hospital under its
control. At least here, in his office, he could handle it. While he
still had some sanity left in him he would surely have to protect
others from its curse. He wouldn't let it roam about, he had seen
what it could do, it might even destroy him. Would a parasite be
stupid enough to kill its own host?
Charlotte. She was the real thing, better by far than what
he was about to do. He reached for a draw. Her effect on it would
be much greater.., lasting perhaps days. That would be good.
Ray leaned down and drew a file from one of the slots in
the bottom draw of his desk. He lifted his feet up, laid the folder
open and selected a magazine. It lay on his lap in front of him,
staring up at him... she was staring. He swallowed. He felt the
anger and the desire, and looked away briefly, wondered how
others coped with such a thing... Then, down again; could think no
more, as the pages drew his attention from him and began their
inimitable dancing call upon his lap. She was on a bed, so small
there, in the pages, barely the size of a child; so manageable and so
demure... round, young thing all shiny and bent... not demanding,
not moving, not talking.., just please –
Noise..! Suddenly startled.
The phone was ringing.
“What!” he snatched it up in a breath... “Yes, I'll be there
right away. Yes, Jurisha, I... I'm fine. No.., it’s OK. Not tired, the
phone just surprised me, that’s all.”
He replaced the receiver and turned back a page. There
was a set pattern to the procedure, he could not be disturbed and
continue as if nothing had happened. This had to be taken as
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would a patient medication, in a defined and regimented fashion...
Didn't anyone understand?
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CHAPTER SEVEN
“Social Services;” a phone was answered abruptly on the
following Tuesday morning.
A male voice came back, “Hello, may I speak to Mari
Chavelli, please.”
“Just a moment, can I say who's calling?”
“Ray Moyde.”
A rattle of excitement: “Oh, hi..! I'm Hana, I'll just get her
for you...”
He waited with the pause.
Then a soft voice, like the patter of rain on a trout pool:
“Ray.., it's Mari. How are you?”
“Fine,” he replied. “I got your message. Sorry, I've been
terribly tied up.”
Mari was surprised, “Oh.., I left that for you last Friday?
I'd dropped in to see you and Chad, like... Never mind. Did you
enjoy your trip?”
“...Trip?”
“Yes, I was told you'd escaped for some fishing.”
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Ray grunted. “No. There must have been some mistake, I
was there all day Friday, right through the weekend, in fact.
Listen,” he moved quickly on, “I've got tickets for an off beat
musical, sounds like a lot of fun. It's a Montreal dance group.
This Friday. How about it?”
“Great. What time?”
“I'll pick you up at about half past seven. Your place. We'll
have a late diner,” he said.
“OK... By the way, I saw you all over the news, yesterday,
Ray. That poor child, I think it's a miracle what you doctors are
hoping to accomplish. Like.., nine hours in operation, how do you
do it?”
“Well, we don't actually stand there for nine hours in a row,
we work in shifts, and a lot of the work is done by our theatre staff.
And we've still got heaps to do, we haven't even tackled the worst
of it.”
“I'll let you go, Ray, you must be exhausted. And best of
luck. I'll see you soon... Bye.” She was about to put down the
receiver – “Oh, I've still got your –”
It was too late. The phone hummed at her. She stared
back.
“Mari, put the thing down,” Hana barked across the room,
“He's not there any more, so save your desperate looks for the
weekend and the big date. Now, tell me... Where's he taking you?
Are you going to spend the night at his place?” A pause for
response – got none. “Mari..? What's the matter?”
“Nothing. Just being silly.”
Hana perked up again. “I'd say. You've been acting silly for
the past two weeks. He must be a gorgeous bloke – is he rich?”
Mari replaced the receiver and smiled. “He's sweet, he's
caring, he's intense.., he gives me goose pimples and why should I
care about his money?”
“OK, OK... just a joke. So, what's the problem?” Hana
could see a bump in her friend's manner and pushed a heap of work
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aside.
Mari shook her head, then raised a smile. “Hana, like..,
you're so nosey,” she huffed.
“... And?”
Mari shrugged. “I don't know, just a feeling. You know
how it is: You meet someone, go out for a while, everything's,
like, perfect – too perfect?”
“So, you're expecting a psychopath to come crawling out of
his closet at any minute, is that it? You're so distrusting, Mari. It's
a wonder you ever have any fun at all. Here you are, head over
heals for some fellow, the first time since that hairy bloke from
Leicester and –”
“Yeah.., don't remind me.”
“So, stop worrying. You're acting like this shouldn't be
happening to you, like you're not supposed to be happy.”
Mari had a kind of glazed look about her, she was hearing
Hana but it wasn't sinking in. “Ray's a fantastic person. He's
sincere and clever, he cares so much about things and.., and he
gives me, like, a wonderful sense of being somebody important.
But at the same time he's lonely; for someone so nice you'd think
he'd have created quite a network of friends, but he shuns attention.
OK, I'm not that surprised, the kind of work he does, constantly
giving himself to so many in need, he probably likes to get away.
And the stress, of course... must be hard to deal with at times – It
shows, too – he seems to fall into mild depression from time to
time. But, like, I can't help feeling there's something else, a part of
him I don't seem to be able to get to. Which leaves me kind of
wondering, you know what I mean?”
“No, Mari,” Hana gurgled with delight, “You're analysing
the poor man. That's the trouble with you, you think everybody's
got problems and you have to get a report on file by the weekend.
Yes, we do a little, first year study and read heady profiles, but
we're not psychiatrists, OK?” Hana leaned forwards, “Stop the
Florence Nightingale trip and just let it all happen. Sure he's got
his hang ups, but so has everyone... Mari, it sounds to me like
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what's missing is a good old fashioned romp in the hay.”
Hana was the most respected and admired in Mari's
department. She had been there the longest, she was 34, tough and
outspoken, about everything. Offers to rise up the ladder to senior
management had been declined, even though it would have come
with a pay rise, Hana always stating that she was here to help
people, not things. She was the one in her department everyone
would come to if there were any doubt as to how to deal with a
particular problem. However, Hana was not a patient woman;
when in the mood to impart blame, most preferred to be on the
other side of a wall. Having been in Social Services for so long,
she had become a little jaded. She had seen all the horrors of city
deprivation, the family misfortunes and the unnecessary suffering.
So Hana had her nails to bite, would fire off a salvo of abuse
without the slightest hesitation, men more often than not the
subject of her wrath. Mari adored her insight and was impressed
no end by her talent, but still rejected what she was saying.
“Now you're being the shrink. That's the last thing on my
mind. And I'm not getting any signals like that from him, either,”
Mari came to the defence of them both. “He's not that kind of man,
he doesn't come across like that at all.”
“Maybe he’s shy. But I bet he wants to. Of course he does,
you’re lovely thing, and you should believe in yourself more.”
Mari pouted. Hana went on: “You see, men and women,
we’re not the same at all; we’re not even the same creature, really.
Everything has to make sense to a woman; nothing makes sense to
a man, and so they don’t bother trying. We are like spiders, we try
and connect everything together, like a huge web, and things make
sense. Men.., they don’t have time to connect anything together,
always buzzing around in such a hurry. We can explain everything
that matters to us, they haven’t a clue why they think what they
think. Women are strong, they’re not afraid of their feelings; it’s
what holds us together. Men may seem strong but they’re not
really, they’re afraid, you see, and they hide within these fragile
egos. Women are complicated, and they can get tangled up in their
own web, especially if they’re trying to understand men. Because,
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all men are simple, which is a good thing most of the time, but it
can drive us mad if we don’t realise. We’re opposites, in fact:
Women are receivers, men are transmitters; dish and antenna, that’s
the only reason why it all works.
“There you go again: ALL MEN!”
“Well, most of them,” Hana grumbled.
“I can assure you, Ray is not a bit simple,” Mari was quick
to respond. “In fact, he’s like, always thinking about stuff, and not
about women, you know.” Unwittingly, she was stating the one
thing which stood him apart from other men, neglecting to
consider its implications. Hana had offered advice and she had
stepped right passed it, too deep in her defence of him to hear what
she was actually saying. He was not simple. If he was then she
would have nothing to fear.
Hana smiled. “Stop getting so upset, Mari. Men are
allowed to be attracted to women, it's human nature. If they
weren't, we wouldn't be a very successful species. So long as you
understand men in general, you can dispense with individual
analysis... have some fun. Ray sounds like a love, he sounds
perfect: Strong but submissive. Ooh, just my type. I think your
goose pimples are contagious.”
Mari stood up, looked across the room at all the other
heads busily at work behind partitions, then stepped over to the
window of their second floor office. She was dreaming about Ray,
thinking how fortunate she was to have found such a wonderful
man... Wondered if she should keep him off the streets, lock him
up so that Hana couldn't get to him. She smiled out of the window.
Hana followed her with a negative eye. She said: “I just
don't want you to get hurt this time. People hide their true feelings
because they're afraid of themselves, especially men. But you
don't, Mari, and your good nature can sometimes get you in
trouble.”
Mari spoke to her reflection. “Don't be silly. You have no
faith in men, you always think there's some ulterior motive for a
kind word or a good deed. You're superficial, that's what you are,
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Hana,” Mari said rigidly.
“Ho.., that's rich coming from a paranoic, Mari.”
“Well, you are. It's the type of places you frequent that
gives you that view of men; like, you refuse to accept there's
anything else out there.”
“You really are a snob sometimes,” Hana said, shaking her
head, surprised at Mari's grit. It was unusual for her friend to be
on the attack, but that was healthy; Hana had always felt that Mari
needed to sharpen her claws once in a while and she had the notion
that perhaps this Ray fellow was, after all, a good influence. “Mari,
you can dress up men in clergymen's cloth but they're still just
men, underneath.”
“Erh! How you can sit there, in this office, and say the
things you do?” Mari pounced on Hana. “You’re a social worker.
You're supposed to give people reassurance and help them back on
their feet, but the things you say and the things you believe – it's
terrible.”
Hana was leaning on her elbows, in thought... “If you know
the truth, advice is that much more effective. Now, for heaven's
sake, I'm talking to my friend, here. After all this time, Mari, and
you still don't understand me. It's not men that I worry about, it's
you. In our society –”
“I know, I know,” Mari smiled over at her friend. “Social
mismanagement: You, like.., gave Andrew-and-them a taste of that
one last week. Men and their flip-side, fantasy worlds; either
insecure or despotic; balancing their inadequacies with roleplaying – Hana, you treat them with such disrespect. I prefer to be
optimistic about them, I like to think our society in general – as
well as just men – have learned a few things like tolerance and
control and that we've risen above the stone age,” Mari stated,
looking down at the hum of pedestrians in the forecourt below.
Was it really like that out there? She had to admit that at times she
was far from in control of herself.
“So, what’s your concern then? You were the one
wondering if your new man had some sort of dark secret. I just
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want to make sure you are prepared, so you can get out there and
have some fun,” Hana said with a wry smile.
“...Well! I wasn’t thinking about that sort of dark secret,
actually. I was thinking.., you know, like, maybe he’s secret
service, or something. Like a spy – you know? Wow, you should
see the car he drives, like, really James Bond stuff. It's a Jag or
something, a racing car, thing."
Hana shrugged. “So he’s a spy – that means he doesn’t
have hormones? All men have a compass inside their pants which
points everywhere but north, it’s called primeval instinct on the
end of a stick; and while we may have progressed into the 21st
Century our instincts are still stuck in the Stone Age. You are so
naïve, sometimes.”
Again, Mari missed most of what Hana had just said, even
though she had been wanting her advice.
Rose a hand in silence –
Was broken: “Listen,” she was pointing above her head...
They did.
Hana wasn't sure what she was supposed to be listening for.
Then it became clear. A news bulletin on the background music
channel, feint, but they could just make it out:
“... Tragedy that could not have come at a worse time for
such a community.
Police today our investigating the
disappearance of a ten year old boy from the grounds of a
prestigious preparatory and public school in Lincolnshire, last
Friday. First reports indicate an abduction which was carried out
after the boy – yet to be named – had taken a short cut through the
woods on his way to a nearby canal. There are indications the top
boarding school – through which the likes of George Collerby,
Junior Minister for the Environment and Sir Arthur Edmunston,
chairman of the international DCG Committee have passed – has
been trying to keep the whole affair out of the media.
“And some new developments from Herefordshire,” the
man's voice ran smoothly on, “Regarding the young girl, Sandra
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Mawdlam, who disappeared while walking home from school two
weeks ago. A special Task Force, from Birmingham's Serious
Crime Squad, has revealed they are now treating the case firmly as
another abduction; although they have ruled out earlier indications
that they are looking for a serial offender, as the likelihood is that
they have made no positive link between the cases of other
abducted children in their UK, networked database. However, this
latest finding gives no relief to the parents of those suffering such a
dreadful loss. Trisha Beasly now reports from Llanhony, in
Herefordshire.”
A woman's distant voice: “I'm standing in a field beneath
imposing Brecon Beacon on the border of Wales. Chief Inspector
Gant Pratshaw, heading the investigation, gave a brief press
announcement just minutes ago, in which he offered his assurance
that the abductor of Sandra Mawdlam would be apprehended and
that they now have evidence which points to someone who was
visiting the area for reasons of pleasure. That's all he would say
for the moment... With me is the owner of this and other fields in
this charming, rural valley: Thomas Mawdlam, the young girl's
father...” A pause. “Tom, you must feel devastated by what has
happened. What is it that affects you most? Is it the horror of
what might have happened to your daughter or the truth of what
you already know?”
“Sandra..!” a man's voice, cracked and trembling, spilled
out over their heads. “If you can hear me, darling, we... we'll find
you. Don't be upset... ‘old on, Daddy will be with you soon – Oh,
dear God, don't ‘arm my little child, whoever you are, she's our
little girl, she's all we got. Please. Please – let ‘er go.”
Mari tore herself away from the awful despair. “Christ's
sake!” She stormed over to the door. “Why do they have to do
that.., interview people like that? It's disgusting.” She opened the
door. “I'm going for some air – want a doughnut or something?”
* * *
The week had weighed heavily on Ray. It was Thursday
and he was looking forward to some rest. Two more operations
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had gone successfully for “Milo the Miracle Boy” – as the child
had been dubbed by the press – and a further three were scheduled
for the following week once the boy had recovered somewhat and
further tests were carried out.
Ray had tried his best to get on with basics of hospital care
in his free moments. He had taken a break to welcome a new
House Officer to his duties, the two resident first years having
complained to the Registrar that they were doing in excess of a
hundred hours per week with little more than two hours sleep at
any one time. On 'take' at Casualty was particularly demanding,
the paper work for these young doctors was becoming increasingly
time consuming and decisions were being hastily made to the
disadvantage of patients. A row over priorities between Intensive
Care and Casualty had unearthed a similar problem: nurses putting
pressure on the House Officers to make quick decisions for the
benefit of their wards. Ray viewed the idea that a new staff
member could reduce the load as, highly doubtful. It was a theory
which had long been proven to fail in practice. However, it was a
triumph to have gained an extra employee, of that he was thankful.
A day later, he had squeezed in an operation to save the
legs of a child who had fallen through the floor of a derelict
factory. He had been wedged between metal joists for hours while
the Fire-brigade had tried to cut him free. The boy had been
brought up from Croydon, his local hospital having turned him
away owing to a shortage of beds. Some hasty shuffling of their
own Intensive Care facility had created a space for him by
retaining staff for an extra few hours while moving a less severe
case to Boreham General Hospital. Inevitably, there had been
referrals, too – things hadn't all worked out so well – and a
postponement of surgery on a young girl with spinal injuries. At
least, he thought, I'm less involved in saving lives.
In the absence of recent work he had caught up with his
preoccupation. Just one further life to take: Beverly, the actress,
she must have a match. And tonight was Charlotte’s night to prove
herself. He was not going to make his mind up about Charlotte, he
had tried but could not come to a conclusion. So, he would leave it
for her to decide. If she could show to him that she was a suitable
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match for Beverley, then, so be it!
Yet, as he considered this, a conflict of purpose grew. 'The
creeping' was hounding him, but the idea that he should have to put
his hand to killing again..? Not that the termination of life was
particularly difficult – in deed, it was simple enough and satisfying
to know that he was carrying out a duty – but that he felt there
might be some better way. Could he not just tamper with some
medical equipment, instead? He dismissed the notion, it was
abhorrent and arbitrary and, beyond that, he didn't wish to involve
the hospital nor place unnecessary strain on others. Which brought
his mind abruptly about to a most uncomfortable thought: Who
was in control when he was operating on a life or death patient?
Again a dismissal. He would not be drawn to conclude that his
expertise in saving lives was actually that of The Devil wanting
another soul. 'The creeping’ was not in charge of everything, he
still had some dignity.
He remembered that thing Laurie had said, about giving up
his job. It was easy to suggest, but he loved his work, it was what
he did. He loved the trust bestowed upon him, the efforts involved
and those who worked with him. He loved the atmosphere and the
children under his care. The joy it gave him to save a life. So
rewarding. Yes ...
He reeled in the line on the end of his rod and carefully
untied the dumb fly. He would often unwind with a few flicks of
the wrist. It was a curious thing, one moment he would be sitting
on the edge of his desk, the next he would be out over the back
flow of a quiet stream. He looked at his watch... 7:45pm. The line
now spooled, he placed the rod in the corner behind his desk and
lifted his briefcase off a filing cabinet. Time for a light supper, his
customary snooze, then he would be off to Kent in the early hours
to sell the Triumph Toledo and look into riding stables in the area,
with a view to finding Beverley's match. Unless, of course..? 'The
creeping' was building in him again. It had been asleep for much
of the week, had slunk off tail between the legs to who knows
where, but never for long enough.
He turned for the door, keen to escape the confines of the
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hospital. Last appointment avoided. He flicked his brow; oh well.
The door swung in, Charlotte Ovawyler stood before him.
... Surprised: “You made it, then!”
“I wouldn't miss my lesson for anything,” she chirped. “Got
held up in Physiology. You know, they don't treat me like the
others, all they ever let me do is mop up spills and make tea.”
“You, too,” he smiled.
“Going somewhere?”
“Yes,” he said, passing close and through the door, closing
it behind him. “I had left a message at reception – my phone
number – so you could reach me at my flat, to re-book. It’s getting
late; however, here you are, and I'm on my way home now. If you
want we can conduct your lesson there just this once, if you don't
mind the inconvenience?”
“Fine,” she exclaimed and followed him down the hall.
She couldn't possibly have organized it better herself; she and him
at his place. What a dream. Better still, he'd mentioned nothing
about how she was to get back home? She scratched about in the
bottom of her bag for some chewing gum – it helped her relax.
He talked as they descended in a lift to the car park behind
the hospital. “Where did we get to last week? Patient care, wasn't
it, and how they can react under stress..?” He rambled on. She
wasn't in the least bit interested, her mind was elsewhere. A short
walk took them across the gravel to his Jaguar.
Charlotte was immediately seduced, had she not already
been thoroughly in lust for this man here was further, good reason.
Like the man, this body before her was an emperor of disciplined
posture and curves. She was let in, sank to the leather, let out a
squeal of delight as her bare thighs came into contact with its hide.
A tingle deep in her abdomen spread out with alarming haste to
other sensitive areas. Was then joined by a thunderous growl from
beneath the bonnet that made her seat vibrate deliciously and with
lungs imploding, she succumbed.
Ray Moyde was beside her. He looked down at her. She
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was wearing a white jacket and matching, denim skirt. Her fingers
were gripping the edge of the seat by knees raised tightly together.
She wriggled her bottom and smiled up at him while chewing hard
on the gum. A hand dropped from the ignition key. She looked
down as it drifted out towards her, in expectation. But it never
reached her knee, instead the gear stick was seized, urged forwards
and the Jaguar, haunches tucking, lunged ahead.
A figure hurried up steps to the front entrance of Greenwich
Hospital in the fading light. Behind her, the remnants of a sunset
flashed off the wing mirror of a green Jag as it pulled out of gates
and sped away with a roar. She pushed hard through the giant,
revolving doors and trotted to the main desk.
“Ray Moyde, please.” Mari smiled apologetically.
“I'll try him for you... Do you have an appointment?” the
nurse enquired.
“Er, well.., not exactly. I've come about a patient –”
“Oh, you're from Social Services. Just a minute...” She
made an announcement which rang through corridors and halls...
Then she leaned for the phone. “I know he was on his way out, I'll
give his office a try. What's your name?”
“Mari.., er, Mari Chavelli.” Anticipation hung about her
like a necklace. Then the beads tumbled off their string.
“– Sorry, no reply.”
“Can you try his bleeper, thing?”
“No I can't,” the nurse replied. “That's only for medical
emergencies. I believe he was heading home shortly, you may
have miss – wait a minute..! Juliet,” the nurse turned to her
companion sitting at a computer. “Didn't Ray leave a message for
someone?”
“Yup, it's there, he phoned it down. I scribbled it on that
pad just ten minutes ago... See? His home number, I think.”
Mari was handed a scrap of paper. She shrugged, “Does he
have a mobile number?”
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“No. Ray is a dinosaur,” the nurses both laughed. “He
hates intrusion, and in wards and theatres we have to turn them off,
anyway; they interfere with equipment and procedures. Then you
have to remember to turn them on again. They piss him off. No,
he's been given them before and he simply throws them in the bin.”
Mari thanked them and left.
Thirty five minutes later the phone rang in a flat in
Belgravia. It rang and rang. Some garble about leaving a
message. A 'beep'... A woman’s voice... A click!
And the door opened.
Ray's home was a sharp contrast of heavy wood and light,
white fabric. Charlotte would have preferred some colour but she
wasn't going to be fussy. She toured the living room and absorbed
the rich panelling, the lolling sofa and deep, pile carpet. Her shoes
came off immediately. It was homely, clean, but it lacked his
character – she was certain of it – there was, in her fancy, a more
vibrant side to him which she would soon unharness.
“I'll be with you in a moment,” he called to her from
another room. “You can set up your place on the dining table if you
like.”
She nodded. Dropped her jacket and bag to an arm of the
sofa, then gave her pink camisole a lift at the shoulder. She was
still chewing at some gum. She extracted it with nimble fingers,
began tugging at it as she always did when nerves took the better
of her. She chewed, she pulled, it snapped, she pulled again. She
walked directly passed the dining table to the phone on a table near
the window and slipped a piece of chewing gum beneath the
handset, just enough to raise it off the hook. Crossing to a large,
ornate mirror, placed above a tucked cabinet, she began playing
with her hair; she had a page-boy today and it was in need of some
rearranging here and there – a fluff-up like this.., and a slight tuck
under the ear like that – long fingers expertly setting her mind at
ease. She was lovely... of course she was.
She whipped out her smart phone and took a selfie through
the mirror. She would record this moment, and if she got a chance
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she would then take another while lying bedraggled on his bed, the
second after he had come inside her, to compare her looks. Would
she dare post them on line? A giggle, short lived –
Abruptly an electronic sound made her look about, an ugly
sound, almost inaudible, a repetitive, annoying shrillness. She
looked up and down but was unable to locate its source... seemed
to be coming from everywhere. Then it became clear. With a dash
to the phone she slipped out the gum, cursing as the handset
dropped into place. She snatched up the whole phone and turned it
over, found what she was looking for, and with a long, pink
fingernail she flipped a small switch to the side which read, 'mute'.
A snicker. She replaced the phone. Noticed a black box nearby,
connected to it: the answering machine. Was about to press play,
thought about it, then switched it off, instead. She looked around.
Saw a small key protruding from a panel in the cabinet beneath the
mirror. She went back over at once and gave it a turn..? And it
obliged, opening to reveal a selection of bottles and glasses. A thin
smile licked pink lips. She played eeni-meeni with a crooked
finger then, lifting a victorious bottle of Vodka, she poured herself
a shot and dropped it down her throat. It flowed through her like
lava. She gasped... A shiver, chuckled, steadied herself; looked in
the mirror. Poured another, shot in a spurt of soda from the
fountain bottle and followed that with some ice from a small fridge
inside the cabinet.
Charlotte was intoxicated by the moment, felt twice her age
and ready to be astonished. Eyes bounced about the room.
Through an archway to the kitchen opposite her she could see glass
jars lined up along the counter. She went over. The contents of
each was brown and wrinkled in appearance. She shuddered on
realizing she was in a surgeon's home and they were probably
preserved body parts. She slid to the window again, looked out
over a square of trees and a scattering of leaves in the green grass
below. There was a small, railed balcony outside, lined with plants
and pots, flowers and curious creeping things. Little plastic covers
enclosed small containers of stuff, some liquid stuff..? She wasn't
sure.
Then turned abruptly on hearing something behind her.
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She faced him, the man to whom she would deny nothing, if he
would just adore her enough. He had changed, suit and tie
replaced by a blue, loose-fitting, sweat shirt and pants – not his
colour, she thought.
“So, what's in those jars in the kitchen?” she asked casually.
“What, those..?” he pointed at the counter. “Just dried
mushrooms.”
“Oh..,” Charlotte exclaimed with some disappointment.
“Do you play?” she waved at a Baby Grand which hugged the wall
to the side of the archway. She went over and placed her glass on
top, expecting him to sit down at the stool and play her something
romantic.
“... Do you mind!” he rushed up to her and snatched the
glass off the piano. "I see you've fixed yourself a drink, please
don't put it on the furniture, there are coasters on the coffee table.”
She took back her glass, protesting with a pout; what was it
with adults, always something to spoil the high. Sat down at the
piano herself, lifting the cover of the keyboard with her free hand.
“Wish I could play. The piano's such a sexy instrument, don't you
think?”
“I enjoy it very much.”
Does that mean what I think it means? she thought.
Followed by, “Oh, Ray, you're so tense. Relax, make friends with
me, I'm not a monster, you know.” She turned slightly on the stool
and a leg strained the tight skirt above her knee. He was smiling at
her, was allowing of her informality, he rather enjoyed the attitude
and the attention
Must be like having a daughter, he half
wondered.
Then, “Shall we get down to some work?”
“If we must.” Charlotte slipped off the stool and picked up
her bag on the way to the table. Ray lowered himself into a
comfortable arm chair on the other side of the room in front of the
drinks cabinet and lit himself a cigarette. He watched her standing,
back to him, wriggling with her skirt. Such an awful nuisance, he
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 125

thought, something loose would be far more comfortable and so
much more appealing.
She turned. “What would you like to drink?”
A pause to frown... “Oh, alright,” he said, getting to his
feet.
“No, I'll get it,” she said, as she trotted passed him to the
cabinet.
“Well.., a whisky and soda, please. But just a small one,
I've got a long drive ahead of me tonight.”
Not if I can help it, she mouthed at herself in the mirror, the
image remaining long after she had lowered her gaze. She fixed
him a strong one, and one for herself. Then she reached over from
behind and placed the glass in his lap. He took it quickly.
“Now,” he said, “We can move on from patient care to
patient medication.”
“Oh God,” she moaned, reluctantly heading for the dining
table, “Not that again. I've been through dozens of pages of this
stuff; government regulations, ministerial wavers; how is it that
some products get shorter test periods than others? What does it
all boil down to, bribes and pay-offs?”
“Charlotte, you have to –”
He was interrupted: “Charlie.”
“Right,” he nodded. Then, wondering; “What do you hope
to achieve by getting through these six months with us?”
She was sitting down at the table. “I've told you, I want to
get into rehabilitation. I have to show some practical experience
on my CV if I want to get into college – that's what my father
said.”
“You didn't get enough GCSEs, is that it?”
“Exactly.”
“Your father, did he tell you to approach me?” the thought
suddenly occurred to him.
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“No, silly! He just got me in there and told me if I didn't
get good recommendations, I'd be working behind a counter for the
rest of my life.”
“So, he doesn't know you're seeing me on Thursdays?”
“Nope.” She was spreading out some sheets on the table.
“Have you told anyone?”
“No – who's there to tell?”
“... A boyfriend?”
“Which one?” she giggled and looked up. Why was he
asking such dumb questions? Who cares? He was sipping at his
drink. She said: “Lets get this done and then you can play with me
– the piano, that is.”
“Well, I don't know about that,” he said. Then, after a think
he began with oestrogens: There had been a lot of muddle in the
world over them. Recent studies had concluded that certain drugs
closely related to hormones such as Nonylphenol, present in the
making of plastics, detergents and pesticides, could bind to fats and
then be ingested. He explained further that in certain water courses
where it was known that Nonylphenol was present, male fish had
reverted with each new generation to becoming female. Some
reptiles, he continued, had had their male organs deformed or
shrunk to an extent where they could no longer mate successfully.
With that concern in mind, scientists were wondering whether
humans might also be affected by such drugs.
“Gays, you mean?” The thought struck her awkwardly.
She'd never considered it – could he be..?
“It's unlikely to have played a role in any increase of the
homosexual community, as it is unlikely there ever has been an
increase; however, it is being studied. Now.., these chemicals are
an example of stringent regulations. Any new product will be
reserved far greater analysis than one which has already undergone
such reviews or, in deed, foreign scrutiny...” He meandered on,
staring ahead of him, pausing only very occasionally to take a sip
from his glass.
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Charlotte scribbled away, she found it easy to concentrate
on the mellow smoke of his tone. It had a pleasing depth which
filled the large room and warmed her like a fire. She spoke
infrequently, and if she did it was merely to clarify a point he had
raised, though her intention was always to take a peek at him. Half
an hour gone and she was sprawled on the sofa, books about the
place on the floor beside her, pen and paper in hand. She had filled
her glass once before, rose again, not bothering to fix her skirt, and
went to the cabinet.
“So, whose is that little car in the back next to yours?” she
asked. “Girlfriend's, I presume.”
“It's mine. Just a little runabout,” he said.
She dropped her bottom to the arm of his chair. “Are you
telling me a man as good looking as you doesn't have a girlfriend?”
“I never said that.”
“Sooo... you have got one?”
“I never said that either,” he chuckled.
“Well,” she said, stroking an exposed thigh, “Then I'm not
the first person to be seduced in this flat, am I?”
“You're terrible, Charlotte – Charlie,” he was shaking his
head in amazement. “Where did you get that idea from? I'm old
enough to be your father.”
“So what? Can't I be attracted to an older man?”
“I suppose,” he answered, staring straight ahead.
“And you?” she asked.
“...What?”
“Can an old daddy like you be attracted to me?” she slid
smoothly about until she was astride the arm of the chair and one
leg was resting against his.
“You should be going out with boys your own age,” he said
uncomfortably.
“Oh, poof..!

Boys my age are so stupid.

They're all
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messed up and immature. And what's so wrong about older men
liking girls? – we’re pretty.., well, some of us, at least. It's quite
natural, Ray. I mean, you should know, being a doctor and that.
It's instinct, it's human nature.” Charlotte said confidently.
Ray wasn't sure how to respond. Agreeing with her might
have made Charlotte see green lights, but arguing with her could
make her pushy and he didn't like that, either. Both scenarios
would find him with little command of the situation, a fact he did
not like. He decided to let her continue.
She did: “I read.., I know things, you see. Life expectancy
was about 30, you know, a hundred years ago. Girls became
pregnant at like 13, as soon as they were mature, by 18 they'd had
their fourth child and by 25 they were passed it. That's the way the
human body is designed. We girls are attracted to you adult men
and you lot are attracted to us. The young boys will get there
chance when they get older, just like what happens with animals in
Africa and places.”
“It's socially unacceptable behaviour, Charlotte,” he said,
while considering her latest, misguided presentation of fact.
“– Charlie – And that's such crap,” she said. “It's just selfish
of adults to keep sex to themselves. Society loves sex, it just
doesn't like admitting that we're quite capable of it because then
there'd be none for older women. Mag's and TV all show sex
between young girls and older men, so why are you so prudish. I
guess you're a bit out of touch with reality, Ray,” she said with
deliberate arrogance. “Actually, it's quite acceptable for men to do
it with young girls. When I was thirteen, a girl in my class had the
gym teacher – twice. And then she went and bragged about it to all
of us, so we all went after him and the poor sod got caught with his
shorts down in the locker room.” A smirk, then she carried on:
“Society promotes these things. It's not like we girls
invented a new craze. Magazines for our age are full of men
showing off their bodies or lying naked in baths, and there are silly
captions next to them like, 'I love girls who don't wear bras', or
'Girls with torn clothes are a real turn on'. I mean, what are we
supposed to think? Bands in their twenties, rock stars and actors in
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their thirties, they're all in these magazines, you know, and it's not
like they're showing off their bodies to women their own age.
So..,” she argued, “It's totally acceptable.”
Ray cleared his throat. Youthful sexuality, he pondered,
one of those curious, unforeseen developments born out of the
blindness of progress. Charlotte had a point. With progress came
greater choice and inevitably greater consequences. The world
was becoming so commerce driven there seemed no place left for
reality. “Sex, death or small children” – The Advertisers Ethos –
completely at odds with morality. So, what could he say to her?
She rambled on cheerfully.
Emotions, he thought: cheap to install, easy to manage and
refillable – And Charlotte had been a target all her life. Now she
was led purely by emotion, attracted by an open gate, oblivious to
the farmer's lot. She was right, of course, but only subjectively,
she would make the distinction later when she became an adult, if
she got there.
He could not conceal a grin.
She wriggled. She had stopped talking. He’d been silent
along time, and she was getting anxious.
He struggled with a response. “Discovery is healthy. It's
important to understand yourself,” he said, looking ahead. “But
don't swallow it all at once. These days there's more to life than
there was in the old days and you shouldn't be so keen to have
affairs with men, without the responsibility that comes with
personal freedom.”
“But I am responsible.”
“Of course, but listen,” he complained, while wondering if
he was merely talking to avoid the inevitable. “There’s more to
learn these days, more than there used to be, that’s why the age of
maturity must be progressively extended. So you can cope with it
all.”
“Oh, right. If your generation can't control themselves,
how do you expect us to cope?” she laughed, she was thinking
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about her father as she spoke. Then, in an effort to show her
maturity; “You know, it's great to talk to you but I wish you'd
loosen up. It's like I'm being given a lecture or something. Can't
we just talk like two adults..? Never mind, it's you, I guess,” she
giggled. “Here we are talking about sex and that.., that's really
sweet; I'm not complaining.” She leaned over and gave him a kiss
on the cheek. “You know what I read,” she said. “I read that our
society is bringing up an entire generation whose only protection in
the future will be new laws to control the problems your generation
has created for us in the first place.”
Ray was thinking about Beverly. Charlotte was nothing
like that introvert and delicate, little child from his private ward.
He replied weekly. “Charlie, I know it's hard to accept when you're
a teenager, but we're doing the best we can as adults and one day
it'll be your turn. You'll be a woman for a lot longer than you were
a teenager, you'll have your say and you'll be able to experience
everything like never before. Sex is a commodity and you young
ones have grown up in a world that says 'you can look but you
can't touch'. It's cruel, I know, but it's better to put limited
restrictions on the issue than none at all. Worse would be to lock it
away altogether and surprise you with it when you reached
adulthood.”
Charlotte shifted her seat. She began to rock gently,
arching her back and squeezing the soft arm of the chair between
her thighs. “But it's all a big lie that men are only attracted to
adults.” She wanted the conversation back where it was supposed
to be, she was becoming a little hostile. “Women get old, they get
wrinkles; they buy cosmetics and weird machines to try and
rejuvenate that healthy look they had when they were teenagers so
they can compete with us for men's attention. They pretend not to
be following our fashions but desperately are, while all the blokes
are just eyeing up the girls. Then they lie about their age and about
their vitality and their looks... No thanks, not for me, it doesn't
work! I'll take it now, while I'm able to enjoy sex, without all the
crap that goes along with being a woman.”
“You'll only get yourself into trouble thinking like that,
Charlie. You’re still an adolescent.”
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“Ray, I'm not an adolescent,” Charlotte was hurt. “You lot
are the adolescents, if you think human chemistry has changed
with the rest of progress. I don't know why you think it's such a
big deal, Ray.., sex and all. I mean, you're not going to screw up
my brain if you fuck me, you know! I'm on the pill and I do read,
you know; I know about things. I've done it before.., hundreds of
times. I know, for example, that the age of consent has come down
by one year every decade since 1950. So you see, it's not as
socially unacceptable as you say.”
“OK. A question?” Ray stabbed at the air in defiance,
ignoring her latest inaccuracy, almost spilling his drink. “How
come we're old enough, at age sixteen, to have sex, but not old
enough to drive a car? Do you know that there are more teenage,
unwanted pregnancies each year than young drivers killed in road
accidents? Emotions, Charlie, are easier to drive than cars, but
more difficult to control.”
“I said I was on the pill,” Charlotte whined.
Ray winced painfully. Charlotte, lovely as she was and
eager to be swallowed, was lapping like clear water in a poisoned
oasis. All he could do was disagree with her, yet the truth was, he
was arguing with himself and he wasn't sure if he could go on
much longer refusing to accept that he could be attracted to her.
He was... If only she would act like a sixteen year old instead of
pretending to be twenty something, then, just maybe, he would be
able to go through with it. “That's good,” he finally said. “You're
an intelligent girl and very pretty, Charlie. Just be patient. Now,”
he patted her gently on the knee and stood up, “I gather we've
come to the end of the lesson.”
The fabric beneath her almost melted... The tease! She
shot up behind him. He wasn't getting away that easy, she was
only a couple of fences from the post, her objective in sight. Yes,
he was asserting the stride, he was willing, he was taking
command and that was driving her almost mad with desire.
“Play me something, Ray.”
He turned to discover her bending over the sofa, collecting
her papers, skirt well up her legs, rising in folds as would a bore
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 132

tide in a narrowing estuary. He cleared his throat. “Alright, but
then it's time for you to go... What kind of music do you like?”
“Oh, anything,” she said, not looking up. “I just love the
sound of the piano. Play me something you like.”
So he sat... A melody followed, wandering slowly across
the room in her direction. She raised herself and floated over to
Ray's side. She watched his precise and delicate fingers sweep
wide across the keys, arms as if unhinged, his head a slow,
spinning top barely able to remain upright.
Charlotte closed her eyes and imagined herself standing
naked in a shower. She placed hands across her bosom, let her
head fall back and was drenched. And the music tumbling about
her. Slowly she succumbed; with every ripple of intensity, each
subtle suggestion, she became further engulfed until her mood was
such she could hardly breath for the tightness. Minutes she stood
there, floating, hardly breathing, hardly moving. Then the finish,
light and trailing, brought her gently to the floor and her
surroundings. She took a drink from the glass she had been
cradling between her breasts. The alcohol was getting to her, or
was it the music in this man?
“That was fabulous, Ray – really moving – you can really
read me,” she murmured, receding to discard her empty glass, then
returning. “That classical stuff just burns right through me. It was
like, I don't know.., being in the ocean or something. Oh, wow...
I'm dizzy.”
She was close now, was above his extended knee, and was
passing over it as she spoke, inner thighs brushing either side until
the knee had completely disappeared beneath her skirt. And then
she was lowering herself to his thigh, the skirt buckling, her knees
trembling with the slow descent, opening to release herself onto
him. He was not backing away. He was waiting, yes.., he would
have her; this man would take her and be happy with his little doll.
Down she came, balance on her mind, she was straining on tiptoe,
so close – then a searing wave of pleasure as her vagina felt the
warmth of his leg.
“Come on,” she exhaled, “I'm going to relieve some of that
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old tension.., hum?” She let her weight down onto him, hands
forward between her legs for support finding his upper thigh. A
gasp from him at the proximity of her touch. He was looking
down, now up again.
This was Charlotte's moment, the one she had be planning,
dreaming, waiting for. And she played it for all it was worth,
galloping the distance as if being chased by time. “Now we can do
it, Ray, please..?”
But she rode alone; he sat idle, blank and distorted. Not as
she had planned. Why? How could she have known back then of
the challenge she had set herself? Could she even now begin to
understand?
There, behind the starring mask in front of which she rode,
sinister emotions were at play. Horror screamed loud in the
absence of desire. Why could he not be aroused by something –
someone – as gorgeous as she? And then an image of Laurie
flashed through his mind. Looked away, looked down to free his
thoughts from one and was greeted by another. Oh but, yes, he
could smell her passion, could feel her hard and wet on him but
damn it, nothing more. On Charlotte rode to her own, lonely hill
top, groping, grabbing, pleading with him to react, but he could
not. Her stormy passion had wrecked him. He knew. Never
failed. Mother Nature would only give up her dead as always,
limply on the shore.
Then suddenly arms rising to Charlotte's waist and she
stares frenzied, head rolling, eyes fireflies of desire. And in that
instant is being lifted, raised bloodless from his thigh and hurled
flaying across the room to the open sofa. A squeal of startled
pleasure follows shivers of delight. Now he is about to have me,
now his fire is lit. What will it be.., what will he do...?
But he turns away, strides taut to the door. A coat, a set of
keys in hand, he is gone, only the door comes to.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
Mari had called the number. The first time she had left a
message, since then she had called and called but nothing, not even
that stupid answering machine. Perhaps he had got her message,
and had switched his phone off to get some sleep. That meant he
was there.
She had gone for a drink at the Rose and Crown a few
streets from the hospital, as much to summon up some courage as
quench her thirst. She was definitely against marching up to his
front door, but she had to get to him soon. She couldn’t be sure he
had listened to her message. Oh dear... She felt intrusion into his
private life might be pushing it a little. Although he had been free
about the whereabouts of his flat on many occasions, she had never
taken that to mean an invitation. However, she had his number so
he was obviously happy for her to reach him. She had another
drink. Returning to her place she sat despondent, then a raised
eyebrow. How on earth did he know she was trying to get in
touch? Right.., probably one of her calls to the hospital that
afternoon. But, she hadn't left her name or anything?
What difference, her mind was in a hurry, no point hearing
a case without a jury. Yet it was strange..? She struggled to move
on, promised herself she would return to the question once she had
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finished her pondering:
They had planned to meet at her place tomorrow evening,
but she wasn't going to be there. An afternoon seminar which she
had been forced to attend tomorrow would leave her no time to get
home. These things always dragged on. She might just be able to
make it to the West End by seven o'clock, she could change at the
hotel when the seminar ended – it made sense. She wouldn't let
Ray down. Something painful was forcing her to make the effort,
though she was unaware it was pain. The simple lifestyle she had
worked so hard for, with all its neat packaging and pretty bows,
would suffer for the better, she had decided. This was a rational
decision, she was not going to lose this wonderful man over some
stupid seminar, he was more important to her than ever before,
she'd had time to think... yes, and the more she thought about him
the more she thought, if not now, when? The opportunity might
never present itself again. “What pain?” She heard herself
suddenly mutter. Love hurts.., of course it does.
Ray was in, she was sure of that. But what if he was
entertaining? Perhaps a note pinned to his door or slipped through
the letter box? Shit, he might not check the box. And confidential
information like that shouldn't be stuck up for all who wandered by
to see. Another half of cider and she phoned again. It rang and
rang!
What about tomorrow? She had been through that all day,
don't be silly, Mari; he would be impossible to locate – let alone,
speak to – he would probably go fishing, or something. And if she
didn't get to him that would be it. How many times had she
phoned this afternoon on hearing of the seminar, and how many
times had the switchboard told her; 'Ray Moyde is unavailable,
would you like to leave a message'? No she would not, his private
affairs were none of anybody's business. Which now left her in a
fix. She was about to invade his privacy, what right had she?
Another half cider followed. For heaven's sake, Mari, he's
not going to mind. Wait..? Maybe the lines down.., yes, she could
ask the operator to check. Up came her phone, and then she was
waiting, silly thing pressed to the ear...
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“Caller?”
“Yes,” she said anxiously.
“The line seems to be in order. However, there have been
problems in the area, we’ll get an engineer to look into it as soon
as possible. Thank you for reporting the problem, and if you have
any further difficulty please let us know.”
“Oh, thank you.” She hung up. Stood in thought; Christ,
how embarrassing it would be if he was, like, asleep when I came
to his door. She looked at her watch, 8:50pm. Almost nine
o’clock. He would sleep at this time in the evenings, I suppose,
after such a tense week. But it’s so late. Perhaps I should give it
one more try, what does Hana always say, 'You don't get good
coffee unless you make it yourself'.
She returned to her desolate corner of the bar. Had to pass
between a table full of loud men and an elderly crowd. She
excused herself politely, was given so little room she had to press
herself through between a head and a huge, standing body. As she
pushed by she saw the men at the table staring at her and the head
she had inadvertently nudged looking her up and down. Then
something was gently pushing on her bottom – a hand? Mari
jumped, startled, and cider spilled out all over the floor. There was
immediate laughter, more staring, but she didn't look back, she
rushed away, angry and confused.
“Nice piece of work,” she heard a man say. “A bit snooty
those nurses, but I'd give her some respect.”
“She'd want more respect than you've got, Harry.”
“Hey.., size don't mean nothing, it's how you use it...”
Mari slumped onto her bench and gulped at what remained
of her cider. Christ, she hated pubs, especially with an evening
crowd who'd had time to put away half the barrels in the cellar.
Another gulp, stared out of the stained-glass window, focusing on
her task, hoping she could force herself to concentrate - What was
she to do? She'd call again. Then what... if there was still no
answer? Courage, Ray had told her once; see, I'm sure he wouldn't
mind if..?
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It was ten o'clock when she reached Belgravia. A final try
on the phone had put her through to the answering machine again.
Maybe he was awake now. As she turned into Kandy Square she
was almost hoping he wasn't in, but he had to be, he had switched
on the answering machine again.
She found an abundance of activity outside in the street.
Some evening entertainment, she thought.., Christ, but what if it's
something to do with Ray, a party or something? No.., she saw
two police cars parked in the road outside his door, a police officer
at the top of the steps. Maybe not that door? She was checking
the numbers as she drove by... No. 11. That is the one. Police
security; yes, that's it, this is a wealthy neighbourhood. She
parked a little further down in a 'permit holder's only' spot. Hell,
they won't clamp me just for stopping to enquire. A little hesitant,
but not particularly concerned, she mounted the steps to the door
and was reaching for the top bell when the policeman spoke.
“Good evening. Do you know somebody here?”
“Well, yes; of course,” she replied bravely.
“Who would that be?”
“Is there a problem, officer?”
“If you'd just mind answering the question, miss.”
“Mr. Moyde,” she said flatly.
“Rachael Moyde, the surgeon?”
“Exactly.”
“I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to step inside,” he
opened the door.
A sudden tightness in her chest made her blurt out: “What
for? Has something happened..? Is he alright?”
“Detective Jarrbach will be able to help you with your
enquiries, miss. If you'd just mind waiting in here.” He showed
her into a lavishly furnished living room. The constable closed the
door. Mari heard him on the other side, speaking into a radio.
“My dear,” a voice from behind startled her. “You'd like a
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cup of tea wouldn't you now, pet? Of course you would, so you
just sit right there and I'll pop the kettle on.” A sweet, old lady was
dusting off her mantelpiece. She hurried behind a pair of porcelain
tigers either side of a red, velvet drape, then reappeared by a
marble side table. “A policeman's lot.., eh? Police woman, I
should say. Such a shock this 'goings on' up there,” she indicated
with a finger. “Well, you know this is a quiet square, we don't have
this sort of thing happening very –”
“What sort of thing?” Mari questioned.
“Oh..! So you're not a policewoman,” the old lady said,
wide eyed. “Silly me. With your short hair and –”
“Thank you, Mrs. Fitzpolding...” A man's voice intruded
from behind Mari; his silent entry, startling.
The old lady nodded eagerly and then left.
“And your name is?” He stood quite close to Mari: a short
man, an inch or two her superior, with hairy nostrils, heavy
eyebrows and very little neck. His age was barely a conscious
thought – perhaps 40 – he was well dressed and plain, it was that
frozen exterior which made age a surplus consideration; he could
have been a hundred.
“Mari Chavelli. What is all this?”
“In good time, Miss Chavelli – it is Miss?”
“Yes. And you are, Detective..?”
“Jarrbach, I'm assigned to the case.”
“What case?” she became frustrated.
“Are you family of Mr. Moyde?”
“... A friend.”
“Explain friend?” the detective was frigid.
“Honestly. Like, what kind of a question is that?”
“I'll be patient, Miss Chavelli, if you will be. Now just
answer the question.”
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She shrugged. “A good friend.”
“Are you a friend of Charlotte Ovawyler?”
“No, I... I've never heard that name before.”
Detective Jarrbach's pale complexion bruised. “And what
are you doing here this evening?”
“I dropped by. I had something important to tell Ray.” Her
voice was thin, while the ominous presence of a note pad rose
before her. She frowned.
“He's not here, Miss Chavelli. Where do you suppose he'd
be?” the detective asked.
“How would I know. I thought he was here. In fact, I'm
sure he is. Like, only half an hour ago his phone wasn’t working,
then a moment later it was the answering machine again. I
checked,” she said, “With a BT operator.”
“I assure you, he is not. However, the timing would seem
to coincide with earlier findings. British Telecom... hum?” He
looked up from his notes. “You see him regularly?”
“Yes,” she blinked.
“Does he go out in the evenings.., a usual place?”
“So, he's alright?” she asked.
“We don't know, Miss Chavelli, now please think. He goes
to the country at weekends..?”
“Yes, fishing. Trout mostly, you know, fly fishing.”
He made a note. “When did you last see him?”
Mari wondered briefly. “The hospital – No, it was a wine
bar, 'Bistro thing' in Kensington: the Pullman. Now, Detective,
you've got to tell me what's going on. Is he hurt? Like, is he in
some kind of trouble?”
“You are his girlfriend, is that right?”
“Er.., yes, I suppose.”
“Well, Miss Chavelli, this will come as a shock to you, no
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doubt.” He removed a chocolate bar from his pocket and broke off
a chunk. He waved the bar in her direction.
She snapped of a piece with a nod a popped it in her mouth.
“... I'm afraid Mr. Moyde is suspected of rapping a young
girl of sixteen: Charlotte Ovawyler.”
Jarrbach watched for a response while sucking hard on his
chocolate. None came. He continued; “I'd like your cooperation,
if you hear from him please let us know. Here's my card. Oh, and
where can I reach you if we need to go over a few more details?”
Mari heard nothing. Mouth open, a slippery piece of
chocolate slowly appeared and fell into her bossom. A persistent
humming in her ears drowned out all incoming sounds. She
became flushed, her eyes were flooding and an acid burning tore at
the base of her throat. Her hand extended involuntarily for the
detective's card, then the room turned and she was facing the door.
“Are you alright, Miss Chavelli..? Perhaps we should run
you home.”
“... 23a, Courtney Street... Bayswater. I've got to get
home.., my cat – Cuci needs me!” She stumbled out into the hall,
passed the constable on duty and down the steps of the house, into
the night. She was all alone.., terribly afraid. Trying to trace the
source of the maddening humming, she followed it down the street
to her car. A few paces before she got there a spasmodic,
abdominal surge rushed acrid bile to the pavement. One hand on
her knee, eyes closed in utter wretchedness, she waited for the
tears she knew were about to tumble down her cheeks. Those
blissful tears, she thought. Perhaps, if it all comes out.., oh God,
what's happening? She cried with herself, spiting and murmuring
at the pavement. Then a further retch, followed by a flush of heat
to the face and she could breath again. She wobbled, her body
unsure of itself, propped up and leaning mercifully against the boot
of her car.
Detective Jarrbach entered the surgeon's flat and walked
directly to the window. On the lower shelf of a small, round table
on which there sat a phone, he had noticed an answering machine.
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He depressed the message button. A searching hum – clicking, a
beep – then a woman's voice:
“Hello.., Ray..? Er.., Mari. I must speak to you about
tomorrow night.., a change of plan. I'm sorry.., it's, like,
complicated... I'll call you back – Bye.”
Another beep. A man this time. “Charlotte.., are you there?
Come on, Charlie, talk to me, it's Ray. Pick up the phone, please.
I just want to apologise... Are you there..?”
“Bingo!” Detective Jarrbach whispered triumphantly.
He dialled a number on his mobile. Waited. Then rushed
into conversation with someone on the other end. He was
indicating that he was fairly sure they had enough evidence to put
out a warrant for the doctor's arrest, even without a statement from
the distraught victim.
Stopped. Repeated himself...
Finished off the conversation. Was about to pocket the
phone when something made him hesitate. Ms. Chavelli had
seemed so adamant that Moyde's phone had been out of order...
had it been knocked off the table in a scuffle? He examined the
receiver, shook it, disengaged the receiver with a few taps of the
button. Examined the lead, saw no noticeable defects or scratches.
But there was something? There was a smell.., a barely
recognisable sweetness in the air, and he knew that smell but from
where? Odd..! He shrugged. It seemed inoffensive, of little
relevance at this stage.
He pulled back a curtain and looked down into the street.
He saw Mari Chavelli groping for the door handle to her car. She
would be feeling awful, no doubt, he thought... Such terrible
tragedies spring from mischief like this, such selfishness on the
part of the criminal. Did Moyde have any idea what misery he
would be causing to so many around town? Not just for immediate
family –
Jarrbach checked himself: Moyde was not guilty, yet!
* * *
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Dawn wore a pale grey shawl which sheathed London in
mood. Mari, tortured by betrayal, had been up all night. She had
got home by chance and wasn't even sure how she had come to be
lying in her nightie, starring bleary-eyed at the ceiling. Around
her, on the floor, lay pieces of clothing, papers, books and
numerous stuffed animals which she had swept off the bed in a
hurry to bury herself under her duvet. Even her cat had found
refuge elsewhere.
The curtains had not been drawn. Dim street lights cast
shadows in the shambles. Her bedroom was no more untidy than
usual; for one so outwardly organised it always amazed Hana that
she could live that way. A dresser on the wall opposite the window
had no available surface, it was piled high with boxes, bottles and
bangles. Her entire life seemed to be heaped onto one tiny space.
The drawers below were open, spilling their contents to the floor
like snow hanging from the branches of a giant pine. Her bedside
table was completely submerged beneath towels and tissue paper,
only her phone and a small lampshade visible above them, clinging
for dear life to the unstable surface. It had once been a large,
brightly decorated room of blues and purples, now it was small,
dark and sad looking. But it was the only home she had, and she
liked it that way.
Could Ray really have done something so horrible? It
seemed inconceivable that someone of his nature could do such a
thing, it had to be a mistake. Yet, there had been this girl, what
was her name..? Charlotte. Of course he'd know other women,
she could hardly expect a hermit of him, in fact, he probably knew
hundreds and she was just one of the newer faces in his life. But,
he had never mentioned her... Hadn't the policeman said this girl
was only sixteen? Surely he wouldn't have such young friends?
Hana had tried to warn her against making early judgements. If
she had just allowed everything to come out in good time, instead
of rushing to conclusions, she would probably have found he was
not the recluse she had imagined. And then there was that other,
secret side of him she felt sure was in there somewhere. Perhaps
she had only created this lonely man. After all, she was not the
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fighting type and she couldn’t bare the thought of competition.
Damn.., she was at it again, tears streaming down her face. Oh,
God.., to be known as a woman who was going out with a rapist.
What was she going to do, who could she tell? Would she?
“Cuci... Come on pussy. Here, Cucumber,” she called out
to her cat.
No! He couldn't have done it, she willed; pulled herself
together and slowly the tears subsided. She looked about for
Cucumber. “That's better, Mari, you see he probably didn't even
know a Charlotte Ovawyler.., like, mistaken identity or something.
It's happened before.” She sat up and wiped her eyes, legs half
under the duvet. She began picking lint balls from her cotton
nightie, then progressed to the pillow she had clasped under one
arm. She sniffed, thought about it some more; where could he
have gone? And what about the phone? What was that all about?
Could it have been a burglar? Were the police giving her all the
facts..? Her hopeless conjectures raced about in search of
satisfaction; she became tense, struggling with evasive answers in
the corners of her mind. The room began to breath, first in and
then out, and there was a sense of panic and then she could feel a
swelling in her throat... And then more tears, head to her lap she
was sobbing painfully into the softness of a pillow.
Grief mercifully succumbed to sleep at around five in the
morning, but she was only to be woken by persistent ringing a
couple of hours later.
“Mari? It's Hana – What's the matter? You left a million
messages on my phone last night.”
The pain sleep had so easily drowned now returned in a
torrent of apprehension. “Oh, Christ... Did I? I'm sorry... Oh,
Hana.”
“It's OK, ducky. Now what is it?” she could hear Mari
sobbing hysterically.
“Hana, something terrible.., awful has happened,” the
words tumbled out of the phone. “I don't believe it but... but I have
to. It's just too unreal.., like you told me before: Ray - and I was
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there, last night – and the police...”
“Mari,” Hana shrieked, “Did he..? Are you alright?”
“Yes, no.., I'm fine.”
“So what happened?” Hana strained at the ear piece.
“... Can you believe it, he rapped someone else – Oh, shit –
what am I going to do?”
Hana was stunned. “You poor thing,” she thought out loud,
“But at least you're alright.”
“No I'm not, I'm devastated.”
“Of course you are,” she tried to console Mari. “Look, are
you sure he did it?”
“No, that's just it. The police, they were there, they told me
he had. But I'm sure he didn't, he's not that kind of man.”
“They never are, ducky,” Hana replied... then cursing
herself for such an asinine remark.
“But what if he didn't do it, like.., if it's all some big cock
up? Could I be forgiven for not trusting him?”
“Mari, that's who you are, no one could doubt your
sincerity. Look, there is one way to find out, that is, if you're up to
it.”
Mari cleared her throat. “What do you mean?”
“Go find him. Talk to him.”
“Christ, Hana..? I couldn't do that, not face him. What if
he really had done it? I could get myself in trouble.”
“You are in love with him, aren't you?” Hana was trying to
be her conscience.
“Well, I... I don't know any more..?” Then hysterical
sobbing.
Hana tried again: “Could you live with yourself if you
didn't give him the benefit of the doubt. Look, I'm not saying you
should go see him, only that you make the choice having thought it
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through. I'm saying, trust your instincts, they count for more than
anything when love is at stake; there are no straight lines in a
relationship, it's all curves and cosines.”
The evident despair lingered, and Hana was still there for
her; “Mari, you wait and I'll be right over with some coffee and
biscuits... We'll talk, OK? Go for a walk.., some shopping, the
fresh air will do you good.., hmm?”
“OK..,” was the feint whisper. Mari put down the phone
and rolled over.
The bastard! The slimy, rotten, toad! How could he do this
to me? She'd had this picture, this image she had created out of her
encounters with him, and the things they were going to do. She'd
had a dream, the first in such a long time, a clear perspective, and
now the crystal shattered, her heart in pieces, the future had just
gone by without her. “Damn him!”
A shiver stirred more thoughts. She rubbed her face and
turned sideways to stare out of the bay window. Where would he
be? Perhaps the police have found him; yes, I could visit him in
jail, would be safer that way. Must call them, find out. But what
will I say? I can't tell them I care about him, what would they
think of me? no, I couldn't do that if he really were guilty.
She sat up straight. YES..! The detective's number. Where
is the blasted thing? Then she remembered, flung herself across
the bedroom and into the kitchen and snatched up her bag. Ran
back to the phone on the floor by her bed, a determination to
understand compelling her to act. She would not be humiliated in
this way. Suddenly anger had replaced despair and she had stolen
back her wind. Yes.., Ray has some explaining to do.
“Detective Jarrbach, please... This is Mari Chavelli.”
She hummed to herself. Then:
“Miss Chavelli, how are you?”
“Coping... Er, I was wondering if you'd, like, found Ray
Moyde, only, I have something you might be interested in,
something of his,” she pushed.
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"I see. Something we should know about, is it?"
“Yeah.., but I've got to speak to him first. Is he..?”
“No, Miss Chavelli,” he responded calmly, on realising
what she was trying to do. “We'll get somebody around to your flat
just as soon as we can..? Miss Chavelli?” Detective Jarrbach was
listening for a response.
“Yes, I.., er, I think I hear someone at the door. I'll see you
later... Bye.” Something was nagging at her brain, a name, a hot
spot of indifference flashing like a far away plane in the night sky?
Yes, it was a name, a bottle – beer! That was it.., a place.
“Beer.., Beastmeet – No!”
She was pulling on a pair of leggings.
“Bostmot..? Botmeer?” Shook her head, “Oh, crikey!
Beast.., Beast? Bogbeast - Boddington? No... Arghhh!”
Then, as she let the thought pass while struggling with a
brassier, it came at her from the back of the head: “BODMIN...
The beast of Bodmin. That's it. Bodmin Moor,” she cried in
jubilation. Now, where the hell's Bodmin Moor? she was thinking.
It sounded familiar. Shirt half buttoned, she ran for an atlas.
Surprise! It was in the shelf where it was supposed to be. She
scurried through the index; Bodiam, Bodicote, Bodmin.., there it
was. Turned to the page indicated, recognition.., slapped the page
and laughed.
“Of course, the West Country!”
Now she was on the floor, tearing at a pile of clothes, then
pulled a laptop from somewhere beneath. Flipped up the cover;
was pressing the button, once, twice... “Damn! The battery’s dead.
Where's the bloody charger..?” Clambering back over an untidy
sitting room she was again, phone in hand. “Yes,” she cried,
“Bodmin Breweries.”
She was waiting for Directory Enquiries, mind now almost
fully alert and her way forward seeming to open up with each new
revelation: He would be desperate, would have fled to the country,
confused. Perhaps he had done this dreadful thing, but it had all
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been some terrible mistake and he would be repentant, he would
need someone – Mari! She must go to him, if only to satisfy
herself that his intention with her had been real.
“Thank you.” Her finger barely touched the cut-off before
she was dialling again. She waited eagerly, she felt sure the
brewery would be willing to give her the address of that pub he
had mentioned, The One Eyed Knight, it made good business sense
to inform customers where their ales could be drunk.
... No reply.
Bugger, she swore at herself, too early. She was back in the
kitchen, now fully clothed and bag, with a change of clothes, over
the shoulder. She scribbled down the phone number of the
brewery and stuffed it in her purse.
“Cuci, I'm leaving... Here, puss, some breakfast.”
She poured a heap of dried cat food in an already half full
bowl. “I'll be back tomorrow, I promise.
“...Cuci?”
Then on another piece of paper she wrote a hasty note:
Hana, took your advice, am in pursuit
of a one eyed knight. We're all searching
for the Holy Grail. Wish me luck – MARI.

Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 148

CHAPTER NINE
It was 9:15 that morning when Detective Jarrbach walked
into a shallow, four-walled room. He approached a table in the
centre, on the opposite side of which sat Charlotte Ovawyler in the
arms of a policewoman.
“Good of you to come in so early, Miss Ovawyler,” he
mumbled. “Sergeant Piledge is from Crisis Management. Of
course, she would have informed you, she'll take care of you.., if
you need anything.., you know..?”
This was an awkward scenario for him, dead bodies were
one thing, living ones could be so much more disturbing. He was
not very sociable at the best of times, he was shy and reserved, and
when talking to women about 'women issues', he found the whole
thing very unpleasant. It was all in the disclosure: Women could
be so surprising, facts about women were not. He would usually
get someone to bring him a report on rape victims, that way there
would be no surprises, but owing to the high standing of the
suspect he had been ordered by his Chief Superintendent to get an
active profile – eyeball the entire affair.
“Er.., Detective.” The Sergeant spoke. “It's a little early for
her to be coming to terms with all this, you must understand, and
she's still under a little sedation. But we've made some progress,
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haven't we, Charlotte?”
The dejected, young girl nodded.
“I understand,” Jarrbach replied. “However, time runs out,
things grow cold. If you'd just like to run through the events with
me... take your time. Sergeant?” He sat himself heavily on the
edge of the table.
“Are you up to it, Charlotte?” the sergeant gave her a slight
squeeze.
“That's OK,” Charlotte replied meekly.
“Good.” The sergeant smiled reassuringly. “Now, I
understand you've been through a tough time, but it's my job to
make you tougher. Last night was no time to play the heroine, you
did the right thing and went home quietly. Today we've got to get
you on your feet and show you how you can cope effectively with
the situation. If you think you're up to a medical examination we'll
do that in complete privacy a little later on...”
Charlotte nodded slowly.
“OK.

Did you wash yourself before going to bed last

night?”
“Well, yes,” Charlotte suddenly came to life. “I had to, it
was horrible... Disgusting! I had to get it all off me.., out of me..,
him, the whole thing.”
The sergeant calmed her. “OK. Alright... Now lets go over
some of the story so far. How did you get to his flat?”
“He drove me in his car.”
“And you were going for your private lesson.”
“Yes.”
“You don't normally have your lesson at his home, do
you?”
“No.”
“Didn't you think this was unusual?”
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“Yes. It made me a little afraid, but he insisted, told me
he'd drive me back home after.”
“And you believed him. Why?” the detective asked.
“Be... because he knows my father.”
There was a pause as Detective Jarrbach raised a hand out
of his jacket pocket and dropped a chunk of chocolate into his
mouth.
The sergeant continued: “Now, something else we'll be
needing fairly shortly is a blood sample. You said last night that
he'd forced you to drink alcohol. How much did he give you?”
“About.., about five, six glasses of this stuff.”
“Big glasses, were they?”
“Yes, to the rim. It was horribly strong, burnt my throat
and I almost vomited.”
“I understand.” The sergeant had an arm about her
shoulders. “If you think you can deal with it, lets try talking
through the event.” A nod. “Good. So, it was then that he forced
you onto the couch.”
“Yes, he tore my top off.”
“But the top was not torn, the straps in tact. Explain to us
how he took it off you.”
Charlotte began to grumble. “It was like he was breathing
into my neck. He was on top of me and he was saying disgusting
things.., and then he pulled it up behind my back and over my
head, that way.” She sniffed and looked at the table. “He was
brutal, he hurt me. I just can't get it to go away.” Her fists were
clenched on her lap, knees squeezed tightly together.
“Fine, lets take it nice and easy.” The sergeant was eyeing
detective Jarrbach. “He had your hands under your back and then
he pulled down your knickers?”
“Yes – I think.., maybe. I... I just don't remember that
clearly.”
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“Right. We have samples from the couch. Now, you say it
happened on the couch, what did you do while he was taking off
his trousers?” The question was quiet but direct.
Charlotte whimpered; “He was on me, he was pushing me
down.., I don't know – God, what does it matter, he rapped me!”
“The knickers,” Detective Jarrbach asked, “Do you
remember seeing them again?”
“No. I couldn't see anything,” Charlotte began to cry. “He
was on top of me... All I remember was his awful smell and him
hurting me –”
The door came open.
“Do you mind,” the sergeant snapped at the intrusion.
“Sorry to disturb you,” a young man said. “Detective,
there's been a development. Think you'd better take a look.”
Jarrbach was familiar with surprises, they were never as
good as their promise; detection had very little to offer when it
came to surprises. They left the sergeant in charge of Charlotte
and passed down a corridor to an office where three others were
busy around a computer screen.
“This is an InSYS Link, sir.
Brentford.”

He has showed up in

“And just what am I supposed to be seeing?” Jarrbach
complained.
“He's just made a transaction, came through a minute ago
as a credit card confirmation... From an Esso Station off Bagley
Common.” A finger was indicating a row of digits on the monitor.
Detective Jarrbach leaned back up on his small frame. “Get
someone down there right away. I want a description. If he's still
in London then we've got a chance at an early arrest.”
He returned to the small room where Charlotte was being
looked after. Something was on his mind.
“Miss Ovawyler,” he was in mid sentence as he pushed the
door back. “Were there any other vehicles in the car port around
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the back, besides the Jaguar you said you came in?”
Charlotte was over by the window. “Yes, there was,” she
managed a smile. “It was dark though, I couldn't really tell what it
was.”
“Mrs Fitzpolding doesn't drive. We've got a clever one
here, I can smell it,” he frowned. “He's only got one registered
vehicle, far as Swansea is concerned. And all this time thinking
he's on foot – Jag still in the lot – when our man is driving around
the flippin' city like a gigolo... Sergeant Piledge, get any new
details to my unit, as quickly as they come in.”
He left in a hurry, a couple of things still not clear in his
head: The knickers, it wasn't uncommon for a rapist to steal their
victim's underwear, but why take clothing and leave the girl as
evidence in your own home? Then there was the registration
number of this second vehicle, even if the petrol station had got a
photo ID of the license plate, would they be any closer to
identifying the car? And.., there was more to come from this girl,
Charlotte Ovawyler, he was sure.
* * *
By midday Mari had passed Bristol and was well on the
way to Exeter. Near the Tiverton exit she pulled into a motorway
lodge and made a phone call. Success! She didn't have a GPS in
the Mini so bought an A to Z of Devon and Cornwall and, over the
top of a cream slice, she scoured the countryside beyond Saltash
for a little village called Hellismere on the Looe. There were
names like Tredinnick, Muchlarnick and Pelynt, but no such place
as Hellismere. She would have to get an Ordinance Survey map of
the locality once closer to her destination.
She drove on to Exeter. Then to Plymouth on the A38. The
A to Z was open across the passengers seat; she was constantly
checking it, eyes darting from the road ahead to the map below.
After Saltash she would take the A387 along the coast to Looe
Bay, perhaps there she would get directions. She checked her
watch; she might just make it by two o'clock.
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As she sped west the world rushed by in a daze, as if by the
process of intense focus she seemed actually capable of going
faster. Earlier feelings of defiance, however, were weakening. It
was a very new experience for her, this impulsive nature – so
gutsy, so unlike her. Exciting, though uncertainty weighed against
the promise. Did she have it in her? She absorbed nothing of her
surroundings as she clipped the edge of Dartmoor in pursuit of a
truth. Her mind locked onto a target whose dimension was not
hers to divine. Trees and rivers slowed up as they came towards
her, as if to peer in at her thoughts. But she paid them no attention.
She had made up her mind that the world was out of her reach and
she could only sit back and watch her fate approach. Then it did –
a sign post flashed by which read:
Duloe 8, Tredinnick 6, Hellismere 5.
She slowed, it seemed to take forever. Finally she was able
to turn around, did it in the middle of the road, much to the
annoyance of a clotted cream lorry. Then she was off into the back
lanes of Cornwall. The hedges loomed, seemed to blot out the sun
altogether, she was being squeezed down roads no wider than her
car. Where would she end up? Half an hour later she was
completely lost; signs which had said 'Hellismere 2', she'd passed
ten miles ago. Signs all seemed to look the same, so did
everything else. There were no distinguishing features to these
lanes; every tree the same as the one she had just passed, all leaned
by the wind along hedgerows like a line of italic hand writing.
Every bend was as tight as the last, every fork as tempting as
dessert. Mari was worried. Perhaps there was only one sign and
she had been driving in circles. Then there was that T junction she
had come to without a sign?
Mari was tense, her spirit having been drained slowly away
with each bend in the road. Suddenly she was aware of how
foolish she was being: to think that she would be able to find
someone by the type of beer they drank... how stupid could she be?
Of the thousands of places Ray could be right now, what had
possessed her to drive out into the West Country on some slim
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chance of meeting up with him? He was probably in Scotland.
Well, she thought, I've got to get out of this mess, so I might as well
find the stupid village.
A few minutes later and now in a desperate bid to save
herself from the devouring landscape, she stopped the car where it
was, in the lane, there was no middle and there was nowhere to get
off. She couldn’t open the door wide enough so clawed her way
out through the window and plunged into the steep bank which
obscured her view. Climbing up through bracken and tearing
brambles she fought her way to the top, angry at the obstruction,
anxious to become a part of real life once again. She just wanted
to see that the world was still out there; it was a peculiar feeling.
WHAT! A terrific shock almost had her leap onto the roof
of her car: There, within inches of her nose was another nose, a
cow peering up at her from the other side of the hedge. She gained
control of her nerves and excused herself. She thought it best to
say a few words, just in case the cow took offence. Then looking
over the field she was surprised to find herself staring at a church
tower only a few hundred yards away.
A fly flew into her eye. She groaned and fought to extract
it. She managed, then found she was surrounded by hundreds of
low-flying insects, her head completely crowned by a cloud of
horrible pests. She struggled for a moment, then gave up, there
were worse things than being swarmed by blood-thirsty bugs.
Looked again at the church tower, it was in a dip between raised
fields, only the four pinnacles showing above ground as if the
structure had sunk. “How on earth am I supposed to get to this
place? Not a road in sight, do these people know that the car has
been invented?” She clambered down the bank, fighting as she
descended with a persistent blackberry shoot which wouldn't let
her be. She had begun talking to herself, a sure sign that she was
becoming nervous. She squeezed herself back into her seat and
then drove on.
Just a few yards down the road she came to a small lane
which appeared to veer off in the direction of that church tower –
no sign. In fact, had she been in second gear she would probably
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have missed it altogether. She took it. It began to widen as it
inclined down a slight hill and in front of her she saw for the first
time some signs of life. She wasn't impressed. There was a house,
which in her state meant that someone, at one time in history, may
have lived in these parts. Soon, though, more houses appeared,
until quite suddenly she was out in the open and driving passed a
small, triangular, village green. It was surrounded on the two
lower sides by thatched roofs, like a row of ancient hay stacks, and
at the furthest point, she could see trees, taller than the cottages,
clinging to the bank of a stream. Immediately she was passing The
One Eyed Knight! She stopped with a lurch. There were no
people around, a couple of cars parked on the other side of the
green, but nothing alive. A small, hand-painted sign ahead
indicated a parking area for 'Serfs of the Knight', so she edged
forwards and pressed her little Mini up a lane way behind the pub.
Out in the air again beside her car, she searched for some
courage before taking the plunge. Christ, what if he is in there
now, and I am about to interrupted some friendly, fishing party?
How embarrassing to have to explain her way out of that one.
What of all the faces staring..? She, a newcomer... laughter!
Could she do it? Come on, Mari, you can do it; it's not as if you're
not allowed to walk into a pub. You're over eighteen, you can, like,
drink in public places –
My, what a surprise, Mr. Moyde, fancy meeting you here?
She picked some burrs off her leggings and then walked
around to the front entrance; the back, she felt, was reserved for
regulars. The lounge bar was empty... No, there was an old fellow
by the fireplace with a grey face and yellow mouth who seemed to
blend into the panelling like all the other things attached about the
place. He had a raincoat by his side on the bench that looked more
alive than he was. Then a man appeared at one end of the counter,
from another section of the pub which she imagined to be the
public bar.
“Yes, madam. What can I get you?” the barman asked with
little in the way of a favour.
“Um.., I'll have a half of dry cider, please – no, better make
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that an orange juice,” Mari replied.
“Fine afternoon...” Toby Trollop was dispensing his usual
pleasantry.
“It is nice, yes. But I had an awful time finding this place,
there were no signs anywhere, I spent hours driving round and
round.”
“Ah, yes. That's on account of the war,” Toby said. “It's so
out of the way 'ere, they still haven't got around to putting up the
signposts which were originally taken down to confuse the
Germans.”
“Oh.., ha!”
“On holiday..? Visiting friends?
looking for our village.”

You said you were

“Yes, actually. A friend.”
“That'll be a pound 90,” he said with a raised chin. “A
friend, eh? Well, maybe I could set ye off in the right direction?”
“Right,” Mari was fumbling in the bottom of her bag for
change. She extracted a twenty pound note, it was all she had on
her. She handed it over, saying, “Mr. Moyde is his name. Comes
down here quite often, or at least, he used to?”
“Nope.” Toby took the note and turned away. “Can't says
that I've 'eard of a Mr. Moyde around these parts,” he muttered on
as he pressed the till.
“Er.., he's a doctor – well, a surgeon actually. Ray Moyde,”
she pressed.
“Only doctor we have around 'ere is old Trevor Polekin, the
local vet. He does some doctoring from time to time, when Mrs.
Parsons has one of 'er fits or when the Cobbley twins get
theyselves into a fight.” He returned. “But, no Mr. Moyde, I'm
afraid. You should try the directory, they have all the doctors
around these 'ere parts.”
“Do you have one?” she asked, vaguely.
“Just around the corner by the gents toilet... and mind the
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step,” he said, leaving for the other bar.
She looked in the direction he had pointed, into the dimness
of sagging beams and crooked posts. It was, she imagined as she
peered down the corridor, what a mine must be like. Into the right
of her vision emerged the old, bearded fellow whom she had quite
forgotten about. He idled unsteadily towards her, bent beneath the
ceiling – this old man was huge? A face, gnarled and inquisitive
grew larger and uglier by the second. Then a yellow stained smile:
“You play dominoes?” it gurgled.
“Yes.., but no thank you,” Mari kept her cool.
“Drafts, then. I could give thee a game..? Dominoes, now
they's a fun sort.”
“Er.., sorry?”
“Pretty girl,” the face was lowered, “I like.., and I like
dominoes,” the breath reeked. “Just a little game, then... Drafts, it
be – or... or we could play dominoes. Eh.., dominoes?”
Her wondering was quickly interrupted by the barman:
“Rod, go and sit down, you old fart, no one wants to play
dominoes today...” A wink in her direction. “Don't worry 'bout him,
he's 'armless as a kitten, just a little funny in the head. Gets like
that from the drink – don't you, Rod? Now you be sitting down
and be'avin' thyself or that'll be it, d'you 'ear?” Toby turned to Mari
again. “Give us a shout if he bothers you again.” He left.
Mari settled herself on a stool facing the bar, she was a
little uneasy about being left in the same room with this thing that
played dominoes, but she felt protected, in a strange way, by the
juice she clutched in both hands. Funny thing, her mind lagging a
bit, I could understand the barman when he spoke to me, but not
when he spoke to that man. She dared not look over to the
fireplace lest it catch her looking and was sparked into life again.
So, now what? The drink was wonderfully refreshing, she was in
the middle of nowhere.., what a strange feeling to be so far from
everything she had ever known. Slowly the uneasiness the
neighbour had bestowed upon her withdrew, leaving her
wondering again about Ray. Was he here? Did it matter? Did she
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really think she could unravel the mystery surrounding his
disappearance, all by herself? Of course not. She would stop this
useless cantering about the countryside and head on back to
London, but not before having herself a cream tea. She was
considering a silent exit when the sudden pressure of a hand to the
shoulder made her heart jump and her head turn.
“Hello there,” a nice, deep voice said. “I hear you're
looking for Mr. Moyde.”
“Yes..?” Mari turned, stared in shock, was being presented
with a quite delightful face, a woman's, one of fine features and
surrounded by a thickness of striking, red hair.
“My name is Laurie Endecott. I live here – well, to be
exact – just outside the village,” she said with smile.
“Nice to meet you,” Mari spoke politely. “I'm Mari
Chavelli.”
“I was in the other bar,” Laurie explained, “And I
overheard Toby, the barman, talking to you. Where do you know
Mr. Moyde from?”
“London. Greenwich Hospital.”
“Really. That's great, I've heard so much about the
hospital. Are you a nurse?”
“No,” Mari settled in with a grin, “I'm with Social Services,
actually, but we met there.”
Laurie showed no reticence, though the DHSS sounded
ominous. So a smile beamed through, instead. “What brings you
all the way down to Cornwall? Are you on business or is this a
personal visit?”
“Oh, no! Let me explain.”
“Please,” Laurie relaxed.
Mari spoke up. “You see, I'm a close friend of his and I'm,
like, desperate to find him. It's kind of urgent.”
“You must be desperate, coming all the way down here.
What sort of close friend?”
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Mari was surprised. “You know, that's funny; I've been
asked that question twice in the last 24 hours?”
“Really..? Well let me surprise you some more,” Laurie
laughed quietly. “I'm a close friend of his, also, and yet he's never
mentioned you before.”
There was a waiting of words, moments piled up one on top
of the other like vehicles in a motorway accident. The two were
staring at each other, both smiling, each a reflection of the other's
curiosity, the smile bouncing back and forth as if two facing
mirrors.
“Yeah..?” Mari finally managed. “I only met him a few
weeks ago and we became close quite quickly, and.., er, he's been
very busy lately... Perhaps you haven't seen each other since we
first met?”
Laurie nodded casually. “Hum, perhaps that's it.”
Mari took down a gulp of orange juice and said: “I'm sorry,
you're.., Laurie, is that right?”
“Yes, Mari.”
“Right, I was going to ask if you'd seen Mr. Moyde,
today?”
“Mr. Rachael Moyde,” Laurie spoke slowly, precisely,
articulating each sound. “Mari, you and I should have a little chat.”
“Yes,” Mari was puzzled, “But have you seen him?”
“No. Not today, not yet. I spoke to him on the phone last
night; this wouldn't have anything to do with that.., would it?”
Laurie could afford to be open, she was far better at it than this
naive little thing that just happened to come by. Anyway, this was
rather a treat, a mouse for her to pat about a while. She watched as
Mari's face turned scarlet with horror.
“Christ, you know about that, do you?”
“You just drink up and then we'll take a walk up to my
place, it's more private there,” Laurie assured her.
There was no alternative. From the peace of a quiet drink
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to the horror of last night, and coming from somebody else's
mouth, a million miles from anywhere. This was incredible.
Outside in the sunshine two women walked arm in arm up
the road. Laurie clung to Mari, which disturbed Mari though she
didn't show it. Ambling slowly along, they spoke little, Mari
preferring to gaze at some yellow flowers which floated just above
the surface of the verge like tiny Frisbees. It seemed better not to
talk, kept an inevitable unpleasantness at bay. Between two neatly
decorated cottages just before the end of the village where Mari
had first entered, an unpaved lane rose up between fields. They
took it. Reaching the top of a slight hill, the end of the fields came
into sight with woodland lying beyond.
Through the trees Mari spied the cut-stone angles of a
grand, old house beginning to emerge. Once in amongst the trees,
a walled gateway welcomed the two. They walked up the gravel
between rhododendrons and tall trees partially shading the
approach. And then the wooded wilderness gave way to dazzling
boarders of colour either side of the drive as it opened out in front
of the house. Draped in gripping hydrangea, the entire front of the
manor house was a green, fluffy mass. Windows were barely
discernible, a front porch making the only real effort to withstand
the climbing frenzy. There was an arched gate through a wall to
the side of the house which looked as if it might lead into gardens
behind. The land slopped away beyond, facing south west, and
Mari could see the tops of small fruit trees.., apples, it looked like,
green and round on some high branches.
Laurie showed Mari inside. She watched as this petite
figure, clothed casually in a floppy, blue shirt and black leggings,
stepped into the living room. Pathetic, Laurie whispered in her
mind, no waistline just a straight thing with little sticks holding it
up – no style. But a precious gem, inside; if Nicky's been hiding
her from me there can only be one reason. But she's so puerile..,
no personality, no self-esteem, and what would he want with
something that has barely enough muscle to hold itself together?
But, ho..? Could this be..? Should I dress the little girl up on a
slab, pear in the gullet, a wreath of daisies in the hair? Is this
Beverly's replacement?
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Nonsense, she chuckled, Nicky would have told me.
Laurie decided not to make any rash decisions. This was
her table, she would fix the dice, there was nothing but a win for
her in this, so spoke. “You like it?” she came in behind Mari.
“Oh, yes. Did you live here as a child?”
“No. It's from my husband's side of the family – Tea,
dear?”
“Excuse me..?” Mari was admiring the ceiling, a pictorial
wash of square, plaster freeze stretching to the cornice. Had she
heard Laurie mention a husband?
“Would you like some tea, Mari?”
“Oh! Yes please. You know, I have the same Picasso
hanging in my sitting room. It is a weird but lovely piece...” Mari
looked around and found she had been talking to herself, Laurie
was already on her way to the kitchen. She shrugged and began to
browse.
Her attention was drawn away from the immense room, the
ornate furniture and the huge fireplace, to a rather dreary, old
chest; a clumsy piece which sat in front of one of the towering
windows. Piles of newspapers lay on top and it looked as if the
odd picture or column had been removed by unruly scissoring,
long strands sticking out in places. Sign of a caring attitude, but a
hint of instability perhaps, just look at the terrible job of cutting.
The husband, no doubt. She found her thoughts wandering back to
the host, Laurie Endecott: A hard and efficient woman who
dressed deceptively and intruded conspicuously; probably by way
of the country lifestyle. Alluring, yes, in a subtle way – she
checked herself, Christ, what would Hana say? Laurie was
probably a warm and generous person, if she got to know her
better. The notion, however, did little to calm the nerves. Her
heart was pounding in an empty chest, yes, she was dreadfully
uneasy about the outcome of this meeting because it involved Ray.
Laurie returned baring a large tray with scones and tea.
She placed them on a pedestalled table between two arm chairs and
sat down.
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“Gosh,” Mari said eagerly, “I was, like, thinking about a
cream tea, earlier. And here it is!” She sat on the other side of the
large tray and ogled the display.
“... Sugar?”
“Yeah, please – Oh..? Three, please.”
“That much sugar's not good for you, you should be
satisfied with the natural sugars in fruit and vegetables.”
“Me! I couldn't possibly, I'm a really sweet tooth. I
wouldn't be able to, like, make it through the day without a
doughnut or something, I'd be a nervous wreck.”
“Everybody has their little addictions.” A smile rose up
from behind the tea pot. “So, you're not here from the DHSS?”
Laurie was making certain.
“No. But I really must get to him as soon as possible, I'm
really worried he might be under a lot of strain.”
Laurie passed Mari a cup of tea and asked: “What did
happen last night?”
“Oh, I was hopping you could tell me,” came the surprised
response.
“Do you know anything about Nick – I mean, Ray
Moyde?”
“Of course,” Mari was indignant. “He's a great surgeon,
like, one of the best paediatric consultants in his field. He's
considerate and responsible – that's why I don't understand.”
“Dear me. Are you in love with this man?” Laurie was
beginning to draw a picture from the conversation: This was an
infatuation which sat opposite, a girl barely half way through her
20s with a huge crush on the great artiste, himself. Of course,
there would be plenty like her from the hospital. A very emotional
place, and he such a tower of strength.
Mari responded. “Sorry. I didn't mean to sound like that,
it's just that I'm so worried – confused, is more like it.” Mari put
her cup down on the tray and began to tackle a scone. “Tell me
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what he said on the phone last night?”
“Mari,” the voice was stern, “Perhaps we should first find
out if we're talking about the same man.”
“What do you mean?” Mari dropped a spoon back into the
saucer of clotted cream. It made no sound, remained stuck aloft
the mound of cream, pointing back at her. “There can't be two Ray
Moydes in the same village?” she said.
“Nicky Rachael called me on the phone last night,” Laurie
said openly. She was lighting a cigarette when the response finally
came out:
“Who..?”
“Nick Rachael. His real name is Nicholas, and he was in
such a state last night. You see, he's shy and introvert, a bit
demanding, but he's such a love. You probably haven't met.”
“No, I..?” Mari was forcing herself to think. Who was this
woman talking about? The name, the familiarity, but she must be
talking about someone else..? “I.., I don't know a Nick... Ray...
Moyde!” Froze. Oh Christ, a sudden thought had thrown itself at
her; is he married? Is this his wife? She called herself, Endyspot,
or something. Couldn’t be...
“Exactly, Mari. You know Rachael Moyde, I know Nick
Rachael. In London he's a surgeon and in Cornwall he's a
mortician. The same person, no doubt, but not the same man...”
Laurie was enjoying herself. Here was a desperate girl,
maddly in love, a delicate flower whose petals would fall in the
slightest breeze. What an easy thing it would be to utterly disrobe
her. Well, it was her fault for being such a wet; Laurie would have
no pity for such wasted personality, and from what she could
gather, Mari was only going to foul things up later on. She
watched as the clouds of dismay rolled over Mari's face.
“Christ – Oh, gosh..! What are you saying?
understand? He's, like, the same.., living a double..?”

I don't

“He never told you?” Laurie spoke calmly.
“But I thought... I trusted him. I thought he was, like,
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being honest with me.”
“Of course you did, and in his own way he was.” A smile
joined the condescending tone. Laurie would now deal a swift
blow and have this little mouse on her way back to London within
the hour. Love, she knew, was a curiously inhibiting thing and no
love of this pure and sweet nature could ever give away the truth,
not if it meant hurting the source of that love. Besides, she was a
social worker; if anything, she would want to help him. She would
not want to scare him, so would not reveal what she knew to him.
Mari would be silent in her cocoon in the city and Nicky would be
home for good very shortly...
“Nicky needs me,” Laurie said. “All you see of him is a
mirage, a bygone reality which he must conserve if he wants to
survive. We all need to feel part of that reality, we cling to it, some
of us would die for it. But Nicky is honest with himself, if not
with others, he knows what you or I are afraid to admit. He has the
courage we lack but that courage can leave him susceptible at
times – so I look after him when he returns to himself. Here. This
is his real home, Mari.”
“But.., and your husband,” Mari asked.
“Oh, him! He's dead.”
“Er.., sorry.., I..?” Mari was once again dissolving in
controversy. In such a short space of time, one shock after another;
a convergence of insanities seemingly pulling the rug from under
her, as if the four winds of the Antarctic had turned on her all at
once. She was weak, was suspended above a cliff, a sickness
developing, then somehow she managed to respond:
“So, he is capable of rape?”
Laurie glanced over. “Is that what you came here about –
he raped you?” she chuckled, she had been expecting something of
the sort.
“No, no! The girl last night, her name was Charlotte.
Didn't he tell you, the police are going to arrest him?”
Laurie erupted from her seat, cup of tea sailing off towards
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a distant rug. “Fuck them!”
Mari reached instinctively to steady the tray which wavered
on the uneasy table. Somewhere, in amongst the raging screams
and the flaying of red hair, Mari could catch bits of sentences, a
few words here and there.
“...They have no right... What do they know, they'll destroy
him... Not now... they mustn’t... he's so close... And the bloody
fools are crying rape... Nicky doesn't... Nicky can't rape!” Laurie
swept a pointed finger across the room. “You! Have you done
this? Is this some stupid idea of yours..? Well?”
“No.., Laurie. I wouldn't dream of doing anything like that
to him. I went to his flat last night and, like, the police were all
over the place, and a detective interviewed me and then told me
he'd been accused of rape,” she hurried out the response in fear for
her life.
Laurie grunted. “He can't be accused of rape. He can't
because he's impotent.” She closed in on Mari. “So, what do you
know about this Charlotte woman?”
“I don't know her...” Mari had spoken, but it was an
autonomous reply. She was still trying to come to terms with the
last thing she had heard. It was all too much. On the surface it
was a horrific revelation, but beneath the immediate appall there
was a certain token of relief. Impotent! Then he couldn't have
done it, and what was more, the attention she had received from
him would then have to have been genuine –
“That bitch is lying!” Laurie's cutting remark broke the
thought.
“Wh... what did he say on the phone?” Mari pleaded.
“He was in shock. Said some girl had tried it on, he'd been
put on the spot. He was crying, the poor soul – you see, he needs
me in times like this. He wanted to see me, said he'd be coming
down. Now, I know you're a very nice girl and all, but these things
are best left to me.”
Mari felt a sudden impulse to stand up, it helped her voice
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an opinion: “So she's falsely accusing him out of spite, because she
didn't get what she wanted. She's, like, willing to destroy a man's
career, his entire future, out of some selfish pride. I can't believe
anyone's capable of such a thing. It's just too childish?”
“Little cow!” Laurie paced the sitting room in thought. A
few minutes of silence while both tried to consider the situation
and then Laurie was again thinking aloud: “You realise he doesn't
know the police are after him... shit, I hope he phones. But he
won't, he's got some errands to run and he always keeps to himself.
He'll be down tomorrow, I'm sure.”
“What shall we do?”
“You'd best get back to London. You only know the half of
what's going on here, just leave it at that. This is not your affair,
Nicky is mine.., he's my responsibility. Now I know it'll hurt
terribly, but just forget him. There are lots more men out there and
you're still young and –”
“I won't. No, I won't just forget him. I've started
something and I'm going to see it through...” Mari even surprised
herself with the tenacity of her statement.
“You love him, don't you?” Laurie suddenly became aware.
“... I, er. Well, not..?”
They stood facing each other across the room, the gap
between enjoyed by tension. It held them together as it held them
apart, waiting... Was this the angel? Laurie now wondering, is
this what Nicky had been on about. My.., but what a lovely
surprise. Be damned with her.
“Nicky is the true man.., my one. Your man is not a real
person. Mari, there's no point in holding on to a false dream.”
“I don't care, I've seen inside him and I know what I have
seen is real.”
“You will care!”
“I do care.” Mari was hurting. “Please tell me everything.”
“Well, I warned you... I suppose, if only to make that clear
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to you so you'll leave him and get on with your own life.” Laurie
shrugged, as if in pity. But it was faked. Inside swelled a
malevolent scent of victory. She was about to demonise an angel,
dirty and damn her, destroy her completely. There came a thrill of
what she was about to do, was about to share with someone else,
for the first time:
“Come, let me show you my scrap book.”
Outside the air was still, leaves fell at random with just a
quiver as each slipped silent to the ground. The sun was behind
one of a few puffs of cloud hardly seeming to move across the sky.
An upstairs window was ajar. From within figures could be seen
not really moving. A light was turned on and there was a calm.
Then, across the open fields on that quiet, Friday afternoon, came a
sound – a hideous, monstrous wail – a screaming whose horror
stretched the imagination to torture. It was drawn out long and
high, became a howl, then to choke as if an insistent barking that
rose death's black smile in a flock of rooks fluttering from the ruins
of an abbey on a hill passed the chimneys of the village of
Hellismere, below.
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CHAPTER TEN
Laurie had left Mari to herself that Friday evening of
revelation, tucked up in a bed and asleep. A visit to Pamela's just
up the road for a dozen eggs; a jaunt on her motorbike to Harry's,
to see if the lawn mower had been fixed; then she was home and to
herself. The day had been full of surprises: Awoken at minutes
past midnight by the phone call from Nicky, to discover that some
girl had meddled with such a delicate mind as his – who in God's
name did she think she was and why did people always stick their
noses where they didn't belong? Then there was the untimely
arrival of Mari – or then again, maybe timely? Laurie had not been
in much control of the events of that day and it had bothered her.
Still, it seemed that now she was back on top. She would wait for
Nicky, then things would have to go her way.
She was up in bed with an egg salad sandwich and a bottle
of port. Her bedroom was dark, a combination of deep, emerald
upholstery and red maple woodwork. A discrete sampling of lilac
softened the boldness, as lining for the drapery about her fourposter and as a backing to cushions scattered on the chaise longue
by the window. Her sheets were of the same silky lilac, just visible
beneath a huge emerald bedspread. Emerald curtains hung across
the huge window, they were soft to the touch, looked soft from a
distance, gold tassels and trimmings to deceive the eye with shape.
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As might a handful of lace shards fall in random fashion
had they been thrown into the air, cuttings lay conspicuously
about, yet they had been purposely located: A floor lamp was
loosely draped with lace, the chaise longue swept with another as if
a negligee dropped in passing; the bedside tables each wore a
winter gown of lace, and spilling off a stool at the foot of the bed,
slightly off-centre with the door, more lace cascading to the floor.
Laurie sat in reflection, scrap books lay with her all about
the bed. The sandwich had been consumed, the bottle to be. She
was fumbling with a lighter, a thin joint extended between fingers.
Yes, there had definitely been something mystical about the day's
events, no coincidence that this Mari angel had turned up or that
Nicky was on the run; there was some cosmic rhythm involved.
Things always seemed to accumulate, in waves, crests followed by
troughs. No matter how smooth things appeared to be, nothing
flowed but like a centipede – in undulating bits. It seemed to
Laurie that all things were connected by some magic thread and
that life was one, big creature upon whose back all rode.
It was her perception of inevitability, the idea having its
advantages: For one thing, spontaneity could not be judged to
exist; secondly, destiny was everywhere, so whatever she did was
right. Life was such a creature that if it went on forever every
possible outcome would, at sometime, somewhere, take place –
Anything was possible. So anything she did was inevitable. Nicky
wouldn't agree, but then he was silly sometimes, he was too
embroiled in defining existence when really the possibilities were
endless, making it futile to consider one single thing.
She found herself, on the Saturday morning, still sitting up,
though tilted awkwardly to one side. It was early, she was drowsy,
so she piled the scrap books up on her bedside table and went
comfortably back to sleep. At noon she was by Mari's bedside
with a light breakfast. Mari was in no mood for eating, she was
restless and sour. This was fine, as far as Laurie was concerned.
The worse she felt the sooner she would get a grip on reason and
head off back to London. So, Laurie played the perfect host. Once
up and dressed, she gave Mari a tour of the grounds, showed off
the herb garden and her collection of mints. They sat and talked in
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the sunshine on a stone bench, their feet on a mat of Corsican mint
from which rose a heavenly scent. A strange and twisted statue
draped in ivy stood directly in their view.
Such a terrible truth Mari had faced, yet somehow it all
made sense inside her muddled brain. The missing bits of Ray's
character had surfaced here in Cornwall. She had no idea what she
should do, only that something had to be done, because none of
this would go away. She knew him now for what he really was: A
monster! Yet, what of Ray, the part of him on the outside, was that
just a pretence? He was more than he had been, but she couldn't
deny that part – or, at least, wanted to believe it existed – that part
she knew and loved.
No matter how horrible nor how cold his mind, she was
now bound stronger to him by this knowledge. She was
determined to speak to him again.
Mari was more in love than she knew. But she felt she had
outstayed her welcome and was in need of some time alone, so she
had accepted Laurie's pleas. It was settled. Mari would head off
that afternoon and leave her Nicky alone. It was understood, Mari
would not make a fuss about the things she knew; she would leave
fate to sort out the mess, her love for him stronger than her love of
justice. Just a few moments together, she thought, that’s all she
would ask for, then justice could take its course. She was fighting
with the thought of remaining silent, knew that her Ray in London
could be helped, if only she could get to him. But these poor kids?
Laurie had promised she would try and restrain him, then at least
the abductions would cease. Could Mari live with it? She wasn't
sure. By two in the afternoon she was having doubts:
“I still think the parents should be informed. For their
sakes, it's nothing to do with them and they'll go on suffering
needlessly for ever, not knowing what became of their children.”
“Yes, but how would you do that without implicating Nick
in all this?” Laurie argued.
“Tell the police where the children are buried.”
"Absolutely not! Nicky would never have it. He adores
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them, he loves the ruins and he'd never allow them to be disturbed.
Besides, if the police dug them all up for identification they'd find
clothing and forensics and stuff to track him down with. No, we
mustn’t do that.”
“Christ, we have to do something, there's no excusing the
taking of a child's life. He's very sick, he might not be able to stop
himself doing this again. Like, he has to pay for the awful things
he's done.” Mari continued her futile search, not wanting to
address the inevitable fact that there was only one thing that could
be done, that he had to be turned over to the police.
Laurie broke in: “Look.., it's not as if he hasn't suffered,
you know.”
“Right! how can you weigh up his suffering against the
families of those poor children? They've lost a life, flesh and
blood. Well.., how?”
“I don't have to, that's for small minded people and
psychologists with nothing better to do,” Laurie snapped back.
“Suffering has individual levels, it has different thresholds for
different people, it's relative to pain and joy and it cannot be
measured so easily. What is suffering to one can be a thrill to
others. I know his suffering is deep; as deep, if not deeper, than
any suffering I've ever known.”
“But killing is wrong,” Mari protested, at the point of tears
again.
“... Is it?”
“Well, of course it is.”
“Then, how come nations can defend what they believe in
with guns and rockets, but individuals don't have the right?”
Mari was thankful she had an answer, it was all getting a bit
too much for her. “We live in a democratic society, Laurie, it's what
the collective nation wants that gets done, and no community
wants the murder of small children.”
“He saves children, if he didn't they'd die, and that would
be the same thing as killing them. Everyone who doesn't do all
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they can to save a life is guilty of murder.”
“Is that what he thinks?”
Laurie nodded.
“It's to do with being a surgeon, isn't it?”
Another nod. Laurie was waiting to see if Mari would
come to reason with her.
“But why children? Christ, he could, like.., kill adults, that
would be better, wouldn't it? I mean, does he have to – does he
like killing?”
“... He likes children.”
“You mean,” Mari could barely manage to say it, “He.., he
molests them, too?”
Laurie looked at Mari, an affirmative stare, one eyebrow
slightly raised as if in a gesture of delight.
“But he's.., how..? He's impotent?”
“Mari, he needs help and you obviously can't deal with this
yourself, so why don't you leave us to sort it out. I thought you
were in a profession that understood people, I was obviously
wrong. He's just playing with them, he doesn't harm them, he's not
a violent man. He's a child who wants to play at being an adult but
he can't, so while abducting children he gets a chance to fulfil a
desire. There's never any understanding for a man in his position,
all they ever get is ridicule. Well I think he's more of a man than
all the rest of them and I'm not going to put him down just because
he kills a few children. He's not a dangerous man, he's a man with
a humanitarian mission, one which I believe in.”
Mari again: “So, maybe that's why he abducts children.
Maybe he doesn't like killing after all. He just has to, to avoid
getting caught.” Mari fought back tears. It seemed better somehow
to believe that, than to think he was a demented, serial killer. She
could live with the idea that he was sexually disturbed, but not that
he enjoyed killing.
“Ridiculous. Nobody can kill that many times and not
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enjoy it,” Laurie scoffed. She knew Nicky, she wasn't going to
elaborate. And once she had cured him of his little problem and
she had his sperm locked safely away inside her, then it wouldn't
matter to her, anyway. He killed because he could kill, that's what
made him special.
“I think you're wrong,” Mari suddenly ejected from her
seat.
“Relax, Mari. You shouldn't feel this way about him. He's
a killer, any sensible woman would be long gone by now.”
“He's not a killer..!” Mari had a hand to her forehead and
was pacing up and down in front of Laurie, who then said:
“I see. You think sex is the lesser of two evils?”
“Yes I do.”
“That's just cowardly.”
“Christ, Laurie! I'm trying... I just... want to understand.”
“Mari, it's no good lying to yourself.”
“Stop saying that,” Mari spluttered, could contain her tears
no longer. “You're so cruel.., why are you being so, so..?” She let
her head down and wept. It felt good, then an arm about her waist
and Laurie was comforting her.
She was helped indoors.
Laurie put Mari on the couch in the sitting room. She gave
her a potion to relieve anxiety, spooned from a little, blue bottle,
and then, when she had calmed down, Laurie went for a walk to
the village.
A change of scene was in order, perhaps, even, a change of
strategy? She trotted along, wistfully going about her daily life.
But a cold mind was in thought: If Mari couldn't be trusted to hold
onto herself, then what? Any remorse on her part and Nicky would
be in jeopardy. Yes, but why hadn't Nicky told her about little
Mari? Oh, wait a minute! Therapy. He can't go to a
psychologist, give himself away. He's using her.., his little angel,
backdoor counselling, to try and figure himself out. The fool.
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Well, we have to put a stop to this, right away, so there's only one
thing for it … And what a pleasure it will be.
Laurie peered through the pub window; Toby was behind
the bar - did this man ever sleep – ? She dropped into Pickle's, the
'everything' shop at the end of the green.
“Afternoon, Mrs. Endecott,” the old dear said.
“Just browsing,” Laurie rummaged through some sacks of
bulbs to see if there were any interesting, new varieties.
“Lovely weather, Mrs. Endecott?”
“Yes, heavenly, isn't it.”
“They say it's going to change for the worse by weeks
end.”
“Is that so.”
“Yes, Maud says 'er husband reckons it's going to turn
chilly, could even see a touch of ground frost. It's a quarterly
thing, see, the Equinox.., or something. If the wind comes from a
certain direction on the day of the quarter then that means –”
“I get it, Beth. I get it every day, as a matter of fact – in the
pub. But, nobody's ever got it right. I don't know why you bother
yourself about it.” Laurie smiled sweetly and headed for a rack of
boots in the far corner, she was needing a new pair. She didn't
know why she was there, they never had anything she liked. She
just wanted to buy something, a present for herself for being such a
clever thing.
“There's a new catalogue just in, Mrs. Endecott. Lovely
selection. Maud ordered a pair of these walking shoes, you know,
they're so comfortable them new running shoe 'things'..,” the lady
behind the counter was rushing to her side with the huge catalogue.
“Yes, aren't they?
leather.”

But I'm looking for something in

“Oh, well let me see...”
“Don't. I'm just browsing.” Laurie ignored the catalogue
and moved back into the cottage shop through low doors and small
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passageways. She loved the place, it was huge: Two storeys and
dozens of rooms full of furniture sets and kitchen ware, garden
tools and linen, yet from the outside it looked no bigger than a
sweet shop. For all its useless stuff and endless trinkets, it was fun
just poking about to see what the world had to offer. She never
bought anything there, other than the odd bucket, but for the rest of
the village it was Nirvana. It truly did have everything you could
possibly want, albeit ten years out of date.
“Be seein' yer then, Mrs. Endecott. Mind how you go.”
“Thank you, Beth,” Laurie said on her way out.
She stepped across the cobble and onto the green in
thought: Mari, had to be dealt with as soon as possible, no letting
her get close to Nicky, that would be disastrous. She must be
silenced. She might talk. How to shut her down and make her
disappear in one swoop..? Amnesia? An overdose? Or a nasty
accident, the brakes on her car.., found dead.., she could be killed..!
What a thought? It definitely had some appeal. But murder
required a lot of preparation and time, something of which Laurie
did not have that much. No! She had set her mind on it earlier.
Not kill her, quite the opposite, in fact. The irony.
“So what's new, Toby?”
“It's twenty past two and you haven't ordered a drink, yet.”
“Very funny. I'll have the usual,” she said with a sweep of
the hair.
Toby was at the measures. “Heard on the news some
houses slipped into the ground out by Truro. They reckon it was
an old mine shaft that done it.”
“Any casualties?”
“Haven't found any yet – they're still digging, though.” He
dropped her drink on the counter top and said, “That doctor fellow
– what was his name? The one that girl was looking for yesterday
afternoon. Been arrested, I heard! To think, he 'ad anything to do
with these parts.”
“...What?”
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“Yup... a surgeon he was..? Moyde, that was his name, 'ad
a funny first name - Rabble.., Jeckle or something. Odd, i'n'tit?
That a respectable man like him can go for rapping? What's the
world coming to? That's what I say?”
Laurie became instantly brittle. “Don't give me that
innocent look, Toby. You stare at a nice pair of tits just as much as
the next man.” She took him by surprise, the fury of her remark
destroying any notion of defence.
“So I do look sometimes,” he said proudly. “But that's it, I
just look. I don't rape.”
“And why do you suppose that is?” Laurie, skirt riding, was
on her feet in the middle of the lounge bar.
“Because it's not right! Bless me.., now, will you calm
down. What's got into you?”
“What if it were right? If it was acceptable in our society.
Would you take advantage of a situation?” She hammered out.
“Well.., maybe I would – wouldn't any man? We only do
what we can. It's the animal in us, i'n'tit?” he chuckled at the
fireplace locals.
“So, you're just a chicken, like all the other men the world
over. Think you're so big, you've got all the answers, but you're all
too scared to admit it,” she growled, grappled with her long dress
while taking a step forwards. But she was losing it, she didn't have
her usual self-control and Toby should have well ignored her, but
he persisted.
“No, Laurie.” He stood up as tall as the five feet would take
him, on a platform on the other side of the bar which gave him that
little edge. “I'm not scared, I respect women.”
“Of course you do. Your respect goes as far as is necessary
to create the illusion of decency, but do you really believe
yourself.., I doubt it? You're scared of being caught leching, you
and all the other men in here, you are all just lying. You think you
can hide behind a word like respect but it makes no difference to
the way you really feel, and just because you don't rape anyone
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doesn't mean you're not guilty of indecent behaviour.” She took a
step up to the bar. “Well?”
“Now, just you behave, Laurie. Calm down or I'll have you
out of 'ere for the rest of the year.” He ignored her question, turned
back to a row of measures. She was expecting a response. He
came back to the bar with a glass in his hand. “Here, have this one
on me, Laurie.., and take it easy.”
“Oh, please... I don't accept charity,” she sneered at him
from the other side of the bar. “Well? “ She pushed her point.
“Intent is the same as doing it. If a woman found out her husband
secretly wanted to screw their teenage daughter, what do you think
she would do? She'd cut off his balls, she would; she'd kill him,
and feel damn good about it.”
“It's not the same though, is it?” Toby laid her glass on the
bar. “Doing it is physical, thinking it is like watching the telly.
Most men have the power to control theyselves.”
“Ha.., what a joke. Men have no power,” Laurie said,
turning away from the argument and stepping towards the door.
Toby had a thought which caught up with her before she
was gone: “Here, by the way; was that girl from the police, then? I
saw you was talking to her.”
“She was a psychologist,” Laurie answered over the
shoulder.
“Bless me! What did she want looking for 'im down here?”
Laurie was stepping through the door. “If I tell her what
you just said she'll be looking for you, next.”
“Oh, sod off, Laurie,” she heard amidst a rumble of
laughter. And then she was gone.
* * *
From a cell in Westminster Police Station, Ray Moyde was
led up a flight of stairs to the first floor. He was escorted by two
policemen, they ushered him into an interrogation room and sat
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him down. He was offered a cup of coffee...
He refused.
A cigarette, he accepted. He was calm and he wanted to
stay that way. He watched the broad frame of Detective Jarrbach
enter, dark jacket and yellow tie the only real features. He sat
down. There was a pad and a brown folder on the table between
them. Jarrbach looked the surgeon over with curiosity; small,
sunken eyes examined the suspect in all detail. They had met
before, but it had been a brief encounter when Ray had first arrived
in the early hours. This was the first chance he'd got of the man.
He looked at the clock on the wall.
“Detective Inspector Jarrbach, preliminary conversations
with Mr. Rachael Moyde of No. 11b, Kandy Square, Belgravia,
surgeon at Greenwich Hospital; 2:52pm, Saturday, September
17th..,” his voice trailed off. A chunk of a half consumed
chocolate bar was snapped off and popped into his mouth... wrote
something on a pad in front of him, then looked up.
“Good afternoon, Mr. Moyde.
rights, I presume?”

You've been read your

A nod.
“... If you can answer the question out loud, please.”
“Yes, I have.”
“Just a few questions, to clear the air. You don't have a
solicitor present?”
“No. I don't see much need. I have one acting for me, I'm
sure he'll be in touch,” Ray replied.
“Why did you return home last night?”
“Because I live there.”
“Hmm.., your sort usually go on the run,” the Detective
sneered.
“My sort?”
“Alleged..,” another note on the pad. “We found theatre
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tickets for a performance yesterday – unused. Going with anyone
special?”
“I don't want her involved in this.”
“Of course not. Just a name, please.”
Ray exhaled. “Mari...”
“Mari Chavelli?” Jarrbach clarified. “I'm afraid she's
already involved. We met Thursday night. She seems nice.”
A despondent nod.
Jarrbach continued: “You've stated your innocence.
Explain why, then, a young girl is found half naked and hysterical
in your flat?”
“I didn't touch her, she took her own clothes off.”
“And how can you prove that?”
“It's not for me to prove my innocence, it's for you to prove
my guilt,” Ray said quietly. “You have forensics at your disposal;
blood analysis, microscopic sampling, RFLP and DNA matching –
once you're through with all that you'll see who's telling the truth.”
Jarrbach was unmoved. “Tell me about the recording on
your answering machine, which plainly has you apologising for
what you did to Charlotte Ovawyler.”
“I was apologizing for what I didn't do,” he said.
“Oh, come on?” there was a hint of frustration in Jarrbach's
tone. “You don't expect me to believe that?”
“No, I don't.”
“You mean to tell me that you passed up on a pretty girl
like her. You know, I've heard everything now. A big man like
yourself, lures a girl back to his flat, tears off her knickers and then
does nothing – wait, I'm sorry – then apologises for not rapping
her?”
There was a chuckle from the policeman by the door.
“No, Detective. that's not how it went,” Ray insisted.
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“Isn't it? We have fabric samples of her clothing in your
car, Sir. We have your torn shirt and stains on your jogging pants.
We have a match of your skin tissue with fragments recovered
from the girls arm where she'd been bruised.”
“I was pushing her away,” Ray said quickly.
“More like, punching her to the ground.”
Ray straightened his back against the hard chair. Spoke
from behind a puff of blue smoke. “Detective, you wouldn't have
had time to complete a type match of my skin so soon, the process
is lengthy and there are many variables to be considered in order
that an accurate assessment can be determined.”
“Correct.” Jarrbach grinned. “Lets move on. Tell me where
you went after the rape?”
“The alleged rape – and let me make this clear: You're not
going to force me into a confession by presenting bogus facts. The
fact is, I'm innocent of this.., 'thing' you say I did.”
“You needn't worry, Rachael Moyde,.” Jarrbach covered for
his concern, “We'll get to the bottom of this by fair means, I assure
you. So, where did you go last Thursday night?”
“I went to the cinema.”
“What did you see?”
“The Man Eaters from Mars.”
“Good, was it?”
“... I'd seen it before,” Ray brushed the question aside.
“Why see a film twice?”
“Why read a book twice?”
“... Where was it showing?”
“Edgeware Road.”
“And how did you get there?” Jarrbach asked keenly.
“The tube.”
“Where did you spend the night?”
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“Around.”
“... Around where?”
“Walking around. Look at me, does it look as if I've had a
good night's sleep since Thursday? I didn't want to go back to my
flat until I was quite sure she'd left, so I only showed up there after
a full day of browsing – Fridays are my days off, you see. Then
last night I returned late to find your men in waiting. She's a
disturbed young girl, as is obvious now, after what she's done.”
Jarrbach returned his gaze to the notepad in front of him.
Scribbled something down. He would try a different approach.
“What about your other car?”
“I only have one car, the Jaguar you towed away.”
“So we are led to believe. However, a car was seen in your
car port and it's not there now, so where is it?”
“What kind of car was it?” Ray threw back a question.
“Just come out with it, Mr. Moyde. We know you bought
petrol at an Esso Station yesterday morning.”
“I did?” he clenched a fist beneath the table.
“Obviously. Your credit card transaction was recorded by
authorization procedure. You bought £57.36 pence worth of petrol
and it wasn't for your lawn mower, I can assure you of that.”
“Must have been a mistake.”
“Computers don't lie, Moyde...” Jarrbach let the statement
linger.
“It's not uncommon for the wrong accounts to be debited
and –”
“This is serious.” The detective was in no mood for a
lecture on accounting. “If you're found to be lying about this car,
it'll show against you in court when you're up for charges of rape.
Now, clear the slate, we already have sufficient evidence to nail
you to a prison wall.” Jarrbach had lost the wax in his tone, he was
leaning forwards, brow tense and fingers bent against the table top.
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Ray raised an eyebrow. “Then why are you asking me all
these questions?”
“A formality... You have a right to express yourself, as you
have done.” Jarrbach was staring, unmoving across the table. “We
have a few loose ends to tie up, like.., what colour were her
knickers?”
“Knickers!” Ray laughed. “She wasn't wearing any.”
Jarrbach jumped on it: “And, just how do you know that?”
“Well I... She was coming onto me; she had her skirt up
around her arse. I could see everything...”
“The usual excuse, then.
nodded.

It was her fault.” Jarrbach

The session ended. Ray was led back to his cell; he had
one to himself. A blessing.
The interview: He felt it had gone alright, there had been
nothing unearthed of any consequence. He had been worried that
something coincidental might have come out. A surprise: the
petrol station. He had filled up the Triumph Toledo, but not at an
Esso station – and anyway, he had paid cash as usual. Then he
remembered the credit card Mari was still holding on to, maybe
that was it. Revenge? He didn't blame her, but such needless
effort. He wasn’t worth it. He was already hurting; felt ashamed
even though none of this was his doing – well, not really.
... Charlotte: She was young, ambitious, deceitful. How
stupid he had been not to have seen it coming. She had been
volatile from the moment he had met her. His reasons for helping
her were valid, were they not? And, she had not proved herself to
be a match for Beverly. Yes but, there had been selfish reasons,
too. He had used her, in a vain attempt to satisfy ‘the creeping’,
and had failed. Exactly... this was his doing, alright. Yet, innocent
of the rape he still remained.
What to do? One thing he had not done and something
which he was still not sure whether he could manage: he could
have told the police he was impotent. He would have to stomach
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 183

the humiliation in front of them all, he would have to go through
all sorts of degrading tests and face brutal, medical and media
scrutiny. Could he? It wasn't as if he had never had an erection, or
that nothing aroused him sexually. There were things; they were
not, however, in the shape or form of Charlotte forcing herself on
him. That he knew, but could he prove it?
He paced his cell.
His mind wandered off to Kent and the plan he had adhered
to after leaving on Thursday night. He had not altered the plan, he
believed strongly in a pre-charted course and that one should stick
with it no matter what. The reward was evident, the brown Toledo
now thankfully sold. Taking the identity of the person from whom
he had bought the car, meant he had successfully removed himself
from the chain of owners.
The afternoon dragged by and the evening, too, on into the
night. He sat – at times he paced – his cell, small and of little
distraction. He didn’t want to think, but that was all he could do in
this place... He was looking back, it was ugly, it was always
horrible to think about what he had done. And yet, when he was
doing those dreadful things, in the moment itself, it was so terribly
satisfying.
More depression. He grabbed at a passing thought: had to
keep working, that was the key to his salvation. If he lost his job,
‘the creeping’ would take control. The less he had to occupy his
mind, the more 'the creeping' stole. He had to keep working to stay
alive, which meant he would have to keep killing, which meant he
would have to keep feeding his obsession, which meant it would
never go away –
More depression.
The following morning, Sunday, he sat with some breakfast
and a couple of things still running through his mind: By some
stupid mistake, would a link be discovered between him and the
abductions? Had he covered himself? Worse, should some fateful
blow be dealt by coincidence..? Then there was Mari, she was all
over him, never letting him go for a minute. There, in the shadows
of his cell, badgering him, he could see her, hear her, even when
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his thoughts were elsewhere. Her distress; he knew it, could feel
her tugging, asking him again and again for the truth. But how
could he tell her?
Up for another interview with Detective Jarrbach.
Nothing too serious. The colour of the car was wrong, the
make incorrect; they didn't have much right at all. He could relax.
His solicitor had called on him, had advised him that due to his
clear record he would probably get out on bail the following
morning. Nevertheless, he would have to appear in court. The
media would be there – cameras at the ready – doubtless a pretty
smelly affair all round: “Miracle Milo Surgeon is Rapist”? He
could see the tabloids now. There was no avoiding it. This would
effect his career whether he was proved innocent or guilty.
So, did it really matter.
You’re tired, he heard Mari saying from the shadows. You
must rest when this is all over. Go far away.
“But, if I loose my job, then I –”
If you are not guilty you will be free. You must believe in
yourself, as I believe in you. Mari, she had entered his life at just
the right time – as all angels do – and she would find a way. Free,
Ray.., free! I believe you, Ray... I believe. It was a sign, surely it
was a sign. Mari, she would work her magic and he would be
given one last chance. Perhaps he could start afresh, quit his job
and go away with her. She could make him whole again, baptise
him and wash his sins away. If only there was something, some...
some way, of cutting out the past.
That afternoon he played chess with the policeman on duty.
The game was long, moves shouted out through the tiny window in
his cell door. But the game was interrupted.
Detective Jarrbach was puzzled, was unsure of this latest
development. However, by law he had to let the visit go ahead:
Not a solicitor; two women, both attractive, unrelated and both at
the same time. Ray Moyde was led to a room usually reserved for
legal counsel, which meant the Detective couldn't listen in, much
to his annoyance. There, before Ray, by the far wall on a bench on
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 185

the other side of a table, sat Laurie and Mari, hand in hand.
Laurie leaped to her feet. “Nicky, are you alright? Have
they been treating you well? Talk to me, darling – is everything
OK?”
But he was looking beyond Laurie to the dejected figure
now sitting solitary on the bench. Mari... She was staring, just
staring.., staring passed him to the door.
“I'm OK,” he said.
“Have you got in touch with a good solicitor?” Laurie
badgered him maternally.
“Yes.”
“And clothes..? Have you got all you need?”
“Yes, the police let me pack a bag before I got here.”
“Are you eating?”
“Yes...” Then quietly he asked: “What have you told her?”
“What, Mari..? Everything, I had to,” she squirmed.
Her words slammed into his face..! Shame and horror were
rising upwards, pouring from his chest. Then anger, guilt,
contempt. One after another they whipped their hooked chains at
him, tearing out his heart, until slowly the agony was to be
smothered by a dreadful unhappiness. He slumped to his knees,
brushed Laurie's hands from his face and wept. How could she
have told Mari? It was over, he was stripped of dignity and his one
chance of freedom, his only chance, now savagely taken from him.
In his sorrow their came demons for his soul. Why not? Why not
just end it all, once and for all, relieve yourself and finish with the
pain. Gone the ugliness, gone the grief.., gone – MARI?
No... He looked up and she was there. Found a face, her
face just inches from his. Beautiful, soft, concerned. Her eyes
shone through big, round lenses, they soothed him, and her smile
so big, so wanting, seemed to be lifting him; she was lifting him,
up and out of horror’s way. She spoke ever so quietly; “Rachael..,
Nicky.., it's alright. We're here to support you... Can you hear me?
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Are you sure everything's OK?”
He nodded, slowly. Glanced up at Laurie who was smiling.
She winked.
“Can you tell us what you know?” Mari prompted him.
Her hand was beneath his elbow and she was lifting him to his feet.
Mari had found a courage, out of nowhere it had come and it had
grasped her firmly, she was alive and she was strong. It had to be
this man. Just the sight of him there, on his knees and helpless,
had made her realise how much she had missed him and how much
she cared for his revival.
Sitting one either side of him on the bench, the two women
listened. They listened to the low murmur of his voice, to the
happening that night, to his testimony of the events. He spoke of
other things, too, of truths and lies, the crimes and the times he
wished would all dissolve. It seemed best, now, that if Mari was to
know, she should know it all:
“... It was in my first year as a house officer, when it first
took control: 'The Creeping'. I’d had feelings before but never did
anything about it, you know, I never acted them out.” He turned to
Mari, up at the door, then whispered on: “The young children I
touched.., I swear they.., they didn’t mind. Just slight touches, at
first, and they were willing to let me do it, they trusted me.” He
looked down. “Just small bodies, but full of nervous tissue, which
had to be there for a reason, I mean.., why were they given the
possibility of feeling these sensations if not to experience them?
Yes.., I knew it was wrong, but at least I was doing them no real
harm. I never had sexual intercourse with any, I didn't want to hurt
them, only to make them feel nice. And, you know.., sometimes,
some would ask for more, they would make me touch them, they
would take my hand and pull it under the sheets.” He looked up,
never looked at Laurie, couldn’t face her. Stared straight ahead as
he carried on, “And then it was too late... But, you must believe
me, I never wanted to hurt them, I never forced them to do
anything they didn’t like.”
Mari held up, she never once flinched. She stuck with him,
she had been given this life to help others and there was no one
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who needed her help now more than this man. Poor, awkward
creature set adrift in his own torture. What could she do? She
couldn't abandon him, that had already been done by her own cruel
world. This man who desperately wanted to get back in, who’d
had the door banged shut in his face.
If only she could unlock that door.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
“Are you hungry?” Laurie asked Mari on their departure
from Westminster Police Station.
“Yeah, I'm ravenous. I haven't eaten a thing since
yesterday and all the way up in the car I felt so nauseous. Now
I'm, like, suddenly feeling fine.”
“It's Nicky, he has that effect on people,” Laurie said,
exerting a thin veil of authority.
They walked into St. James's Park with some cheese and
chutney sandwiches and a bottle of Australian wine. The drive up
that morning had forced them into proximity, the journey one of
hot debates followed by chilled silence. With Nick in captivity,
however, the urgency to help him had aligned their purposes. By
the time they had reached London it seemed they had one thing
straight: Although Laurie wasn't prepared to hand Nicky over to
the authorities and Mari wasn't prepared to stay silent forever, first
to his sanity and the question of his innocence.
Secretly, Laurie was not convinced. What she wanted was
control, of them both. Mari and her Nicky. However, at the police
station, he had been talking to Mari, not her. Laurie had been
happy to present Nicky with his little trophy, expecting the girl to
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fall to pieces – that had been the plan – and he would then rise
from her shattered remains, stronger, more powerful than before.
But it hadn't worked. He had been weak.., pathetic, even.
Something had got to him; this had not been the old Nicky who
would stand tall by his achievements. He had lost something and
now she would have to work to get it back. Probably the arrest, it
would have given him a bad shake, she decided. He isn’t ready,
yet. He is confused about who he really is here in London.
Another thing bothered her. Mari had made an impression
on Nicky. Laurie was sure of it, felt their nearness to one another,
dangerous. Only she – Laurie – could give him what he really
wanted, so she would have to deal with Mari, as planned. Nothing
hostile, quite the reverse. Yes.., Laurie was thinking about Mari:
So easily persuaded, such an easy task it was, to develop their
friendship, draw her in, get close. Simple, really, to use Nicky as
the bonding agent.
They sat on a patch of grass in the sunshine and talked.
“... Yeah, both my parents are still alive,” Mari said,
peering through her glasses at ducks on the water's edge. “When
my father lost his job, me and my sister spent as much time with
our grandparents as with my mum and dad. Like.., it was kind of
nice, in a way, though I think my mother resented it a bit.”
Then she asked Laurie about her childhood.
Laurie groaned. “Hum, well, I was shipped off to boarding
school, my brother to another. My parents couldn't cope, they said,
with trying to run a business while children were running about all
over the house. They were architects; worked from home. Then,
when my brother and I were just thirteen, suddenly my mother
became pregnant and they changed over night. Shit, you should
have seen them all gooey-eyed for this child. Of course, they kept
it and cared for it and to hell with their business – made my brother
and me really mad.”
“You two are twins?” Mari asked.
“Yes. Though it doesn't feel like it. My brother ran off a
long time ago... Not that I blame him, or anything, but it would be
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nice to hear from him again.”
“How long has it been?”
“Shit..? Over twenty years,” Laurie said.
“And, are your parents still alive?”
“No.., both dead,” Laurie said sadly, lowering her head “...
well, my father's in a nursing home but he might as well be.”
“What of your younger brother? Or sister, is it?”
“Cot death, that's what they called it.”
Mari was horrified. Tried to cheer her up, unaware of what
Laurie was up to: "You've had quite a rough time of it. And, like,
your husband also died?”
It didn't come out exactly as intended but Laurie didn't
seem to mind. “That wasn't really much of a relationship,” she
joked. “It was convenient at the time, but now it's all in the past
and I don't feel sorry about it.”
“I take it there were no children?” Mari asked, picking
crumbs off her sandwich and tossing them at an approaching
goose. She turned to Laurie, raising her glasses off the nose and
sticking them on her forehead.
“No, thank God! I can't abide that awful noise they make.
And they're ugly, hadn't you noticed? I can't, for the life of me
understand how people can look at those smushed up, little faces
and say they're cute? And then you take them home and they shit
all over the place. They nag you – there's no love there, just an
instinct to chew on any available tit – and they just want your
motherhood for as long as you can bare it; wouldn't matter to them
if you were a goat, so long as you had tits. No, no, they're little
beasts, and any one who says they want one is acting on some selfindulgence trip ‘cos they're insecure or they want to feel loved or
something..! Or maybe they're just bored, I don't know?” Laurie
laughed.
“You don't think you'll ever have a baby?” Mari was trying
to forget what she had just heard.
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“Not a baby! A child, yes. I want a boy, a strong, healthy
boy, he'll be smart and kind and successful. He’ll be the greatest
man that ever lived.” Laurie crooned, throwing up her arms to
watch a flock of pigeons scatter into the air all around them.
“And, what will he be?”
“An artist, Mari. He will be the most creative that ever
lived.”
Mari laughed. “We all wish we could pluck them off the
shelf, ready-packaged like that. I'd like to adopt a child; I suppose
that's, like, the same thing, really.”
Laurie had a plastic mug to the lips. Stopped and said;
“You know, that is what I mean – adoption. Isn’t that funny, we
both want the same thing?” And took a sip.
A long pause, then:
“Did Ray – I mean, Nick – Did he know your husband?”
“... No, he died a few years before I met Nicky.”
Mari, the ever curious, “Where did you meet?” she
enquired.
“The pub – The One Eyed Knight.” Laurie poured herself
some more wine.
“And you've never, like, said anything to anyone; never
gone to the police about him?”
Laurie looked at her and smiled. “Mari, who am I to judge
others. He's a remarkably gifted man, and above all else he's
honest. When you find someone like that who's not afraid to stand
up and fight for what he believes in, surely, it's there where the
judgement should be made.”
“Umm..? So, you don't think he's a psychopath?”
“Why is it, that anything out of the ordinary is immediately
branded dangerous or something to be afraid of? You lock 'em up,
remind them constantly of their peculiarities, pretty soon they're
believing they're nuts. Nicky should not have that fate. Of all the
so called ‘crack-pots’ in this world, he's the most honest and decent
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of the lot. He couldn't hurt a fly. No lies, no hiding from the truth,
that's what puts him apart from the rest. He doesn't have double
standards, he lives for one truth.., at least, once we discard his
other identity.”
“Yes.” Mari felt sure she understood, it was great to hear
Laurie coming around to her way of thinking. Rachael would have
to be cleansed of this thing inside him, that's what Laurie had
meant, she was sure. Mari had finished eating, she had listened to
every word and was happy. She had some wine and then asked:
“You know, there is hypnosis, that can sometimes help people who
suffer from weaknesses.”
“Sure, there's electro-shock therapy, too!” Laurie said
sarcastically. “It's easy for doctors to go digging about in some
poor guinea-pig’s head. But when you are family, as we are, don't
you think it's a bit excessive to start interfering with the mind of
someone you care about. When all else fails,” she laughed,
“There's always a lobotomy – works every time..!”
“Oh, I didn’t mean it like that.”
“Listen, Mari. He told me once; you can't remove
something from a human mind without it being replaced by
something else. Addiction is incurable, he said. And not just bad
stuff like hate or anger, it works both ways, you know, like love: if
you remove one love, it will be replaced by another, it always
happens – you can’t help it.” She sat down beside Mari and gave
her a big hug. “We’re family, like sisters, twins, you and me.”
Mari was impressed. She was finding Laurie's resolution
encouraging. She wasn’t always sure what Laurie was talking
about, but she was a woman who seemed to know an awful lot
about people. Mari felt warm in Laurie’s embrace. She was
beginning to trust her, it felt good to have someone on her side.
Especially as she couldn’t go to Hana for help. They were similar,
Hana and Laurie, she thought.
“How did you find out?” Mari suddenly asked, “Did he,
like, come out and tell you what he'd done?”
“The children..? Not exactly, no. I was curious about him,
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followed him home one night, back to his cottage. We'd spoken a
few times before and I wanted to know more about him but I just
couldn't get any more, there seemed to be a gap in his life, a hole I
wanted to fill.”
Mari nodded, she had fallen into that hole herself. “Yeah..,
were you in love with him?” she bit her lip.
“No. Engrossed in him, more like. For the first time since
my husband had died I met someone who could have a
conversation with me without adjusting his testicles. He talked
about fascinating things and places and ideas. So I found out
where he lived and then one evening I thought I'd surprise him
with a mulberry crumble. But the surprise was mine. I took a
short cut across the fields, pie dish and some cognac under the arm,
came out of the woods at the back of the cottage and as I walked
around to the front door I caught a glimpse of him through the
chink in curtains of a side window. He was dressing a little boy in
suspenders and a skirt, the child obviously drugged out of his skull
because he didn't seem to mind a bit!”
Mari, caught of guard, took in an unwanted breath. It was
shocking to hear it like that; Laurie, with such blandness,
explaining the whole thing away without a hint of emotion. I
guess, she thought, Laurie is stronger, has had more time to deal
with this than me. Mari closed her eyes. In a way, she admired
Laurie for that and in a way it helped. Like Hana, Laurie would
speak without fear of reprisal. It was nice, Mari determined, to be
in her company. Laurie was reassuring and she seemed to know
what to do in these circumstances. She opened her eyes, deciding
not to let her new friend down, and gulped her wine down in one
go.
It was getting dark when they arrived at Mari's flat that
Sunday evening. They had walked and talked, sometimes laughed
and thus lived the afternoon away. Mari fixed them both a drink
and then took Laurie to one of the vacant bedrooms where she
would be spending the night. Laurie looked about, smiled.
“A man’s room,” She said. “So typically unappealing.” She
turned to look at Mari, that charming little thing, demure and
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 194

boyishly feminine. “I sometimes wonder why we bother with them
at all. We women should stick together; let’s just forget men
tonight.”
They sat opposite one another across a scrabble board on
Mari’s bed and swept down another bottle of wine. Both were
quite tipsy when Laurie raised a bottle of Kalhua off the floor.
“Ooh.., guess what I’ve found in the boy's room.”
Mari looked up from her row of letters. She smiled shyly
under the glasses.
“Perhaps now would be the time to tell you why Nicky
can't do it...”
“Have sex?” Mari giggled.
“Yeah... I know you want to know.”
“I thought we weren’t going to talk about men tonight.”
Mari pouted, while Laurie tossed her head back, bottle raised to
her lips. Mari thought she was going to fall off the bed. She
didn't, she took two huge gulps, the creamy liquor escaping on
both sides of her mouth and trickling down the chin. A large
dollop fell onto her blouse.
There was more giggling, Mari shook her head. “Here, give
me that,” she said, “You've got it all over yourself.” She reached
for the bottle and took a tentative sip, nodded... It was nice. “It's
great, yeah.., I never knew this stuff was so nice.”
Laurie fell back on the bed, grinning. She turned her head
sideways. “Do you have a slip or a nightdress I could borrow? I
didn't pack one 'cos I didn't think we'd be up like this all night,”
she asked.
“I think so.” Mari sprang out of bed and invaded her
chaotic wardrobe. “I don't know if the sizes will be any good..?
Here's two; I've got this night shirt and this.., a kind of long wrap.”
Laurie heaved herself up on an elbow. “The night shirt,
thanks.” She slid gently to the floor and unbuttoned her skirt. She
let it fall, then crossed her arms and raised the blouse above her
head. Mari was a little embarrassed, but couldn’t bring herself to
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look away. Laurie had an amazingly healthy looking body,
standing there in front of her in just a pair of peach briefs, arms in
the air, blouse tangled in a mass of red hair and two large, speckled
breasts raised as if staring back at her. Not a bit like her own
skinny body, she caught herself thinking. Laurie was beautifully
firm, skin shiny, with freckles all over like a sprinkling of nuts on a
sundae. She stood slightly twisted, stretched upward, reminding
Mari of a frozen fountain she had once seen. Laurie then gently
eased the blouse passed earrings and her nose. Mari blinked in
awe, she was so surprised that a woman her age could be so
stunning. The blouse suddenly dropped – Mari blushing – Laurie
smiling. A night shirt was quickly passed to Laurie and then Mari
was hurrying around to the other side of the bed to sit and remove
her jeans.
She thought Laurie had loosened up a lot since the meeting
with Nick, it pleased her; Laurie was a real joy. As she struggled
with her jeans, she stood up and promptly lost her balance. She
fell back, screaming with laughter onto the bed, jeans still gripping
her firmly by the ankles. “The wine,” she mumbled, “God, we're in
a state.”
“Here,” Laurie said, and she rolled Mari over while
expertly pulling off her top. “Now, jump into that nighty, while I
untangle your jeans.” She laughed, to Mari’s clear embarrassment.
“... Laurie?”
“Hum..,” she was freeing one of the feet.
“About Nick's impotency, you never told me..?”
“Oh,” Laurie looked up, a helpless creature before her,
ready to be reaped, “His wife was the cause of that.”
“Wife!” Mari blurted in astonishment.
“Yes, sweetie. Didn't he tell you he was married?”
“No, he never.., he didn't... I..?” Her voice was lost in a
battle for air. A combination of shock and alcohol – debilitating.
Abruptly her mouth froze and a welling of little tiny droplets
gathered on her upper cheeks. A little whimper set them in motion
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and then they were pouring in a stream down her face, cascading
jewels racing to her nightie.
Laurie scrambled over the bed and sat cross-legged beside
her, wiping Mari's tears to one side. “He married abroad,” she said
quietly, “Somewhere in Europe. I'm sorry, I should have known,
he hardly ever talks about her. There was some upset with her
family, she died and he came back to England.”
“How... how did she die?” Mari stammered.
“Drugs. An overdose, yes. She didn't want a child. But he
did. He wanted to call the baby, Rachael, hence the name you’re
familiar with. And, well.., their sex life was none too healthy, so
he explained in one of those rare moments when he was trying to
express his inner feelings. She was into some kind of bondage
thing. Turned him right off – that and not being allowed to make
love, I guess.”
“Wow...” Mari murmured, regaining some composure.
“He wanted to show me what his wife liked to do. He
thought if I could re-enact it for him he could face his own fears.
Defeat the demons, is what I think he’d said. I figured he was just
coming on to me, but it wasn’t like that at all.”
“What happened?” Mari managed to ask. “Did you, like, tie
him up?”
“... Sort of.”
“Wh... what did you do,” Mari snivelled. She was feeling a
little better and curiosity was taking over.
“It didn't work, there wasn't even the slightest response
from him... Look,” she picked up Mari's hand and placed it on her
own knee. She began to draw it up her thigh to the night shirt..,
then she let go. “Keep going,” she ordered.
“I... I can't.”
“Just do it,” Laurie whispered forcefully. “Then you'll
understand.”
Mari nervously obliged.

Her hand slipped gently up
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Laurie's leg but before it had completely disappeared under the
night shirt Laurie grabbed it. “There,” she said, “Did you feel my
skin flushing, my muscle responding?”
“Well..,” Mari nodded, unsure what had just happened.
“His didn't,” Laurie shrugged, removing the hand from
under her night shirt. “Nothing.”
“Surely, that wasn't all his wife did? She must've done
something else?” Mari urged.
“You want me to show you?” Laurie sighed, with a tilt of
the head.
Mari replied gingerly: “...Yes.”
“You're so sweet, Mari, an adorable thing.” Laurie smiled
at her own reflection in Mari's lenses, “Here, let me take these,
they've got all fogged up with your crying.” She lifted Mari's
glasses off her nose gently, reached over Mari and laid them on top
of towels on the bedside table. As she was passing she let her full
nightshirt brush gently over Mari’s face. There was a wriggle, and
the tiniest little gasp. Slowly Laurie returned, took Mari's hands
and pushed them under her buttocks. “Now you are tied down. No
touching, no moving. Got it?”
Mari blinked.
“So it went something like this,” Laurie said unemotionally.
Her hand was ascending the inside of Mari's thigh; “Can you feel
anything?”
Mari nodded cautiously, she was holding her breath.
“I followed his instructions. My hand moved up to the top
of his thigh and then circled his penis. Then it came down the
other leg. His wife would do this to tease him, she liked to control
him, had him going crazy with passion, but she never allowed him
to have her, that was her thing.” Laurie's hand began the same
motion, up under Mari's nightie to the knickers, only to skirt the
enclosure and return by the other thigh. Mari had begun to breath,
in short gasps with the unexpected pleasure of Laurie's touch.
“She'd bring her body down towards him but never let him
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touch her,” Laurie whispered as she turned herself towards Mari,
lowering herself to act out the scene, expert fingers slowly
unbuttoning the top of her night shirt. “He was never allowed to
touch her breasts..,” as she then arched her back allowing buttons
to break free... “And she would tease him, more and more.., until
he'd be hurting...” Laurie's voice began to fade, she was barely
whispering. Her shirt, now fully open, was drawn like a curtain by
her chestnut breasts bulging full in front of Mari.
She raised herself on her knees above Mari, still with finger
tips playing between the trembling thighs. She never once touched
the place Mari was now hoping she might, though Mari would feel
the elastic of her knickers lift occasionally and the agony of
suspense would swell. Their breasts brushed, nipples reacting
against each other; Mari, hands paralysed beneath her in delicious
discomfort, fighting to hold down an anxious cry. It was
intoxicating, Laurie was magnificent, she had never dreamed of
such an encounter, her body now aching for Laurie’s expert touch,
for her to run her hands over her flushed body and rid her of the
wanting. This woman above her, strong and supple; long hair soft
against her neck now and over her collar bone... Down, she must
go down, please, please.., she could hear herself moan. And her
thighs squeezing then parting, flexing at the promise of delight.
“But she'd never let him have her,” Laurie breathed, “He
was tied down.., couldn't move.., wasn’t allowed to, had to remain
quite still or she’d stop.” Laurie was swaying above her victim,
little, drowned eyes fluttering beneath her, neck arching back and
trembling.
She raised a calf over Mari and knelt above her, pinning her
to the bed. “But, you know,” She said now firmly, “He never
reacted to me.., nothing happened when I did this...” Laurie let her
speckled breasts down persuasively over Mari's cheeks and gently
placed her forearms either side of Mari's head. She felt hungry lips
sliding between them, timidly searching for the nipples they were
not allowed to find.., couldn't have.
“Ah, ah.., don’t move, you naughty thing, or I’ll stop.
That’s how this game is played.” And ever so slowly she slid her
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bosom down off Mari's chin, face descending until their open lips
were inches from each others. Hot breath from above, sweet
smelling caress, like the scent of passion carried on a tropical
wind.
“Then I asked him to kiss me, but he couldn't..?”
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CHAPTER TWELVE
Mari was up by 6:45 the next morning. So was Ray, woken
by the arrival of a cup of tea. Each in their own time would find
themselves before a sink full of water, staring through the haze of a
night of mystery still plastered to their eyes. The new day brought
relief, sleep had washed away most of the past confusion and there
was less of a muddle than either had expected. From the mulch of
events passed there seemed to rise something more simple and
defined; a new era, perhaps, at least a satisfactory glow of revival.
Mari was particularly relieved. She was unaccustomed to
such a barrage of emotion, her usual life simple and restrained.
But the wrath of the last few days had produced quite the opposite.
She was numb, that’s what it was, she thought, as if her brain had
finally given up the battle for order; she now felt quite relaxed. It
was a pleasant surprise, she was accepting, things would just
happen, no effort, and everything would work out just fine. Mari
rinsed her face, she groped for a towel, then stood in the open door
of the bathroom staring over at Laurie who had fallen asleep again.
There was no remorse, a little pang of guilt, perhaps;
another one of those emotional upheavals which had caught her off
guard but which now appeared vague and unnecessary. The guilt
was actually a delight, a tingling in the gut which bubbled over as
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she rubbed her eyes and considered Laurie, again. Mari knew the
feeling, she remembered it from her teens, breaking a school rule
and getting away with it. She had lost ten years beneath the duvet
last night; but why the guilt? As if it were wrong to touch another
woman and be touched and enjoy it. The more she thought about it
the less it mattered.
It had never been easy with men, she'd had such difficulty
accepting men's true intentions. But with Laurie the pleasure had
been extraordinary, quite different from any experience she'd had
with a man – the two that she’d been to bed with. There had been
a common understanding, and an uninhibited exploration of each
other which developed into something far richer. It had been
honest, that was what she had liked about their discovery, and
anyway, it had all happened quite by accident.
Mari was no longer the innocent one, she had been naughty
and gotten away with it. What a thrill. At the same time she felt
she was just that bit closer to understanding, Ray – Nicky –
Moyde. Strangely, she had not thought of him at all until this
moment and in a way, that, too, was a release. Yes, there was
definitely something different about today. She had never bothered
to wonder about a lesbian relationship, other than in polite
conversation. I wonder, she now smiled, what Hana would think
of me?
* * *
Rachael shuddered. The cold water on his chest stung of
vitality. Inhaled sharply. He began to focus on the day, a peculiar
emptiness, of being hollow, made things a lot easier to
comprehend. Yesterday's visit by the two women had given him a
boost, the confession over. Relief. He had expected some
depression, how wrong he had been. He was elated. He looked
into a plastic mirror, saw his Chief staring back. He smiled. Saw
beyond that man to a woman, Mari, waving. She wasn't waving at
him though, she was on a hill far away, waving at the man in the
mirror. He considered this, yes.., he should get out and away,
spend less time at the hospital and more time on his own life. He
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had devoted so much of his life to others, perhaps a simpler
existence would take his mind off things. And the world..? Well, it
could take care of itself – it always has.
* * *
Mari kissed Laurie on the cheek, she didn't want to wake
her; she was off to work. She was prepared for the day's fireworks:
The seminar she had missed; the Stockton report behind schedule;
a meeting with Chad's mum passed due – hell, it wasn't the end of
the world! Besides, she trusted Hana to have helped with the extra
load.
Laurie watched her leave the bedroom, a curl of the lip and
one eye letting the morning in. Her mind wandered about under
the duvet, revisiting Mari's body, her bony hips, the smell of her,
the sweat of her. She had thoroughly enjoyed the conquest, hadn’t
experienced anything quite like it in years. Now she had Mari
where she wanted her: New relationship; total commitment; now
Mari was hers. And Laurie would milk her little sweetheart for
everything she had. However, that was only the half of it, there
was more to this little exercise than owning Mari. There was a
means to this end. She stretched deliciously beneath the cover and
then rolled gently out from under it. Standing naked by the bed
she examined herself between teddy bears in the mirror on the
dressing table. Poked her protruding belly button, watched as it
popped out again – laughed. At her feet was a telephone directory
which gave rise to a thought and she picked it up. A nimble flutter
of the pages, nail sliding down the columns of names beginning
with 'O', then a curse: "Shit..! Well then, plan B."
* * *
A cell at Westminster Police Station opened. It was eight
fifteen in the morning, Ray was sitting on the bed staring at his
shoes.
“Detective Jarrbach wants to see you before the court
appearance.” A constable stood at the door.
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Ray said nothing. He got up and walked passed into the
corridor. Went ahead, slowly ascending the stairs, then pushed
heavily through a door at the top. He saw the huge body of his
solicitor approaching full steam.
“Ah, Mr. Moyde,” he beamed. “You'll have your
arraignment before the judge.., er –” a sideways glance – “Do you
mind?” he was glaring at the police escort.
The solicitor pulled his charge to one side. “Judge Gate,
he's a bit of a stickler for detail, but I don't expect your bail hearing
to be postponed. Nothing to worry about, old chap, we'll have you
out in no time. We have an excellent barrister.”
“What does this detective want to see me for? Hasn't he
got enough, already?” Ray murmured.
“I don't know. Nothing serious, I assure you. Oh.., by the
way, samples from your couch revealed a surprise: no male
excretion! This gives us an edge and I've already begun some
enquiries into her past affairs; her flirtatious behaviour, mental
state; we may dig up someone who can corroborate your story...
An old boyfriend, who knows?”
“Any other good news?”
“Well, I thought that would cheer you up,” the solicitor
grumbled. “Here, take this.., a change of clothes my clerk pulled
out of your wardrobe. You'd better smarten yourself up before I
see you in court.”
* * *
Laurie scrambled into a taxi and sat back confidently.
From Mari's flat in Bayswater it would take about 45 minutes to
get to the hospital. She went over the plan in her mind; all the
things Nick had ever said about the hospital, his enquiry about
Charlotte Ovawyler's past; she had listened intently to every word
he had said, she knew exactly where she would need to go though
she had never visited the place before. Charlotte, what a bitch!
She wondered from the comfort of the London cab; people get
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away with this stuff all the time – well, not this one. And it's so
bloody ironic, Laurie scowled from the shadows behind her driver,
that a girl could force herself on a man who kills girls and yet walk
away alive. He should've killed the cow!
* * *
“Daddy, are you going to work today?”
“Of course... Why?” A gruff voice responded to Charlotte's
question.
She spoke cheerfully: “Daddy, I thought we could go out
somewhere, like The Natural History Museum; remember, you
always used to take us there when we were little?”
Doctor Ovawyler was sat at the dinning room table,
finishing his breakfast. “Charlotte, that was before I had my own
practise, and anyway, it wouldn't be fair on David, he's tied up until
Christmas with his studies. Why don't you go by yourself, or see if
your mother will take you?”
Charlotte stood by his side. “But I don't want to go with
her, I want to go with you.” She tugged at his arm.
“Look, Charlotte, I'm very busy and –”
“Oh, but you're always busy, you never have time for me.”
“What I do, I do for the good of this entire family,” he said
angrily. “Don't ever suggest that I haven't done everything I can to
make your life perfect.”
“Well, it's not!” she huffed, trying to keep her cool.
“And whose fault is that, then.” He stood up.
Charlotte retreated. “I just thought that we could be
together, that's all.”
“And so we are.”
“Not like this. I mean, go out and spend some time talking
about life, and things.”
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“You want a chat, you can come to my office this
afternoon. Phone reception and I'm sure they'll fit you in
somewhere.” He raised a cup to his lips and finished off the coffee.
“But I need you, Dad.., the real you. Not some doctor in
Harley Street,” she grumbled.
“You had an examination at the police station, didn't you?”
“Yes..?”
“Well then, you're physically alright. Perhaps you should
see a psychiatrist, I'll give Kendrick a call when I get to the office,”
he said.
"You don't understand,” Charlotte clenched both fists by
her side in a gesture of constraint. “I need you to help me, I have a
life to sort out and I can't go back to the hospital, not now. This is
not about what happened the other night, don't you see, it's about
you and me... Daddy, I love you, but you never have time for me
any more – not as a father.”
“I gave up trying, with you, long ago. You have a mind of
your own and nothing I ever said made any difference.” He was
heading for the door. “I bought you a flat this summer, thinking it
might stir you to some independence and a work ethic – use it.
Your mother is too busy to cope with an extra pair of legs running
about the house and you've been here for the whole weekend.
We'll talk this afternoon... I have to go.”
“Step-mother!” Charlotte howled after him. “Spends all her
time drinking in The Cafe Royal and shopping at Fortnum's, she
doesn't even know I've been back..!” And with that her head fell
forwards, a hand rushing to silence the sob, and the tears
splattering onto hard, parquet flooring at her slippered feet.
* * *
“Rachael Moyde,” Jarrbach's tone had a hint of mischief.
“The crown will be pressing for no bail in the light of your
occupation and the severity of the accusation. That is, unless you
have anything further to add to your statement?”
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“What has my occupation got to do with this? I would
have thought that a surgeon's duties give him good reason to
continue his cause.”
“In this case, definitely not. You see, it would be unwise to
let a suspected child rapist loose in a children's hospital. Charlotte
is a child, though she appears otherwise, she's a few months shy of
sixteen,” Jarrbach explained triumphantly.
Ray was surprised. He had seen her file and hadn't noticed
that. What an idiot, he was becoming careless. Twice in the last
month he had slipped up on trivia. Perhaps now was the time for
that other option he had been considering, how ever humiliating
for him, to be opened to the breeze. Impotency! Could he say it?
“I don't know what else I can say about the incident,” he
said with uncertainty.
“There's been a lot of this going around recently, Rachael
Moyde. Children have been going missing with alarming
regularity, so we've decided to stop short of nothing and commit
ourselves to every last detail.” Jarrbach was down at his notes
again. “A little background research has uncovered a host of
curios; I see your father was in the police force. Any resentment
there?”
“No. I don't see much of my father.”
“I gathered that. He didn't know who I was talking about,
at first, until I told him of your name change. Curious thing, some
people change their last names but not often will they go to the
trouble of registering a forename change.”
“Nothing wrong with that, is there?”
Jarrbach did not answer. “Your father had a chat with me,
cleared up a few things about your past. For one thing,” he looked
up, “You were a bit of a loner, a quiet one, left after school and
went to Europe. Got married, I hear?”
“Yes.”
“Any children?”
“No. My wife was pregnant when she died in a plane
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crash. Italy.”
“I'm sorry to hear that. Well, I'll be receiving a file on that
from Interpol shortly, no doubt. In the meantime we've invited
other departments concerned in recent abductions to examine our
findings. You don't play golf by any chance, do you?”
* * *
A taxi drew up in front of Greenwich Hospital in the rain.
Laurie Endecott stepped lightly to the pavement. “Relatives?” the
taxi driver nodded in a concerned manner.
“Deliverance,” Laurie smiled from beneath an umbrella as
she passed a note through the window with a fine, gloved hand.
“Oh.., a few months away, are you?” he looked through the
window, though could not see her tummy.
“No, just a few hours.” She swivelled about and popped up
the steps to the front door.
She was respectably dressed, a marriage of Mari's wardrobe
and her tiny, overnight bag seeing to that. A brisk clearance of the
main hall, skirting the main desk, and she was in front of the
hospital's directory map at the foot of the stairs. She rose two
flights on foot, turned right and across a covered walkway between
two buildings. Below, a usually busy thoroughfare was deserted,
the rain having seen to that. Passed the staff lounge and then
Laurie was heading for a sign to 'The Ladies'. She was
uninterrupted in her task. She stood by the door, looked both
ways, checked a small, frosted glass door to her side – locked?
Moved down the corridor to another door, tried it.., opened.., and
she stepped into darkness.
She couldn't see. Struck a match. A small sort of, 'closet
affair'... Shelves became illuminated, bottles of cleaning fluid,
piles of linen, boxes of surgical gloves. Below were some large
drums next to a huge, floor polisher.., brooms and a bucket in the
corner beside a waste paper bin full of discarded boxes. The flame
neared her finger tips. She leaned forwards and dropped it into the
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bin and waited. At first nothing, she thought it had gone out... But
then a flicker in the darkness grew to consume the entire contents.
She was out quickly into the corridor. Reached the toilet door and
removed a bottle of mace from her hand bag. As soon as she could
see smoke seeping from the crack above the closet door she struck
a glass fire alarm in front of her on the wall and pulled down the
switch. She stepped in to the toilet, passed two women hurriedly
heading for the door, the alarm wailing in the background.
Laurie waited a few minutes and then stepped back out into
the corridor. There were still a few people about, rushing this way
and that, smoke in the air. Then two security officers approaching.
She clutched the mace bottle concealed in her bag.
“Better get out now, madam,” one of them said as they
rushed by. “The fire drill, remember where you have to go.”
Laurie moved towards the exit, then veered off around a
corner and came up against a door. She tried it... It opened. Inside
there were three empty desks, monitors still on, and a door in the
back leading to a small untidy office. She stepped in and hurried
behind the desk. Tried the desk drawers. Locked! Laurie was
looking for something specific, eyes keenly tracing a path around
the room. Then she found it, a small filing box covered in green
tape. She ran through the labelled files: Charlotte Ovawyler was
about to taste justice of a very human kind.
* * *
“Is that it?” Ray seemed impatient to leave.
“No, sir, it is not!” Jarrbach replied. “We took the liberty of
inspecting your office. A most curious configuration of markers on
that map of England, perhaps you could enlighten us as to their
significance?”
“Places of interest. I like to get out into the countryside
and hike. I keep a record of where I've been and what I've seen.”
“I see. That would explain the notepad you had on you at
the time of your arrest. Grid references were checked and their
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seems to be some tally with the map. Though one or two places
are still a mystery to us: no findings in Cumbria, yet the map is
marked?”
“I was there quite a while ago. Once my notebook is filled
I transfer the information to computer.”
“Ah. There were some pages missing, hope nothing
important got lost?” Jarrbach spied him from beneath enormous
eyebrows.
“There are places of interest to me, information I record up
here,” Ray tapped his head. “By writing the information down I
can remember more clearly.”
“… Such as?”
“The description of a copse in Dartmoor where a variety of
mushrooms can be found, all catalogued in the notepad which you
have.”
“Yes I saw them. Poisonous ones?”
“No. I have no need of them, though I can identify most
harmful species, which is important if you want to avoid death.”
Jarrbach frowned. “You're quite the botanist, I see. You'd
have a fair knowledge of poisons, no doubt?”
Ray did not respond.
“Silence? Would you like counsel on that question?”
Ray shook his head. “You've just reminded me, I had a dish
of petals out on my balcony, they'll have spoiled by now.”
“Herbs?"
“Rockrose.”
“Very nice, I'm sure.” Jarrbach glanced down. “A sedative,
is it not?”
“Yes, you're well informed. It's a buffer against panic.”
“And you administer these potions to patients, do you?”
“Only legally prescribed medication, Detective.”
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Jarrbach grinned. “A regular witch doctor – do you suffer
from panic, Mr. Moyde?”
“Not commonly, however, I like to analyse plant matter as a
hobby and often take samples personally in order to consider side
effects.”
“You don't, by any chance, dip little sweets into your
concoctions and then hand them out to young children?”
“Absolutely not!”
“What about this note on Dunstone? We had one hell of a
job coming up with an answer?” Jarrbach smiled.
“... So, now you know.”
“I'd be interested if you could verify our findings.” The
detective lay back on the stiff chair and quietly snapped a chunk of
chocolate inside his pocket.
“Certainly. Those times are choir practises at the local
Anglican church.”
“Good. So why would you be wanting to know them?”
“They display time tables for a reason. People like myself
enjoy touring the country and hearing chorus from different
locations. The appreciation of acoustics is a rare and wonderful
experience in old churches. You'd be surprised.”
Jarrbach sucked on his chunk of chocolate. “Surely. Where
were you three weeks ago, Friday?”
“Brecon Beacon.”
“What were you up to, there?”
“I was interested in the local fishing. I thought I might go
back later this month and see if there was any chance of a brown
trout.”
“Where exactly?”
“Pendau Falls.”
“You certainly do have a memory for your notes. But no
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mention of the Broads?”
“I've never walked in that neighbourhood. I grew up near
there as a child.”
“An avid bird watcher who's never been to Lincolnshire or
the Norfolk Broads, I find that hard to believe.”
“I'm more of a casual observer when it comes to birds.”
“That would seem to be the case.” Jarrbach leaned down
into a briefcase he had by his side and removed a plastic bag full of
papers. He dropped them heavily to the table. “And these birds,
Mr. Moyde. Casual observations can get you into a lot of trouble,
we pulled these out of the bottom draw of your desk!”
There was no response from the surgeon.
“Well, Moyde. Becoming a little randy in your old age?”
He pointed at a naked body on the front cover of a magazine inside
the plastic cover.
“It's hardly a surprise, is it?” Ray tightened his stomach.
“Not from a pervert – NO!”
Ray remained calm. “You misinterpreted my remark. It's
quite normal for both men and women to relieve anxieties from
time to time.”
“You do it a lot, do you?”
“About as much as you, I imagine.”
“Very sure of yourself, aren't you?” Jarrbach creaked.
“When did you start playing with yourself?”
“As a young teenager.”
“You're disgusting. You actually do this kind of thing at the
hospital? That's a breach of trust, Mr. Moyde.”
“I disagree.”
“I suppose you would.” Jarrbach stood up. “We had the
pages examined, I hope you know. And what do you suppose we
came up with?”
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“... Heaven knows.”
“Samples of hair and skin.., and particles deposited by the
vapour on your breath,” Jarrbach was leaning over him. “We can
even tell what you ate for dinner before you went up to your office
and diddled with yourself. These pages,” he flipped the plastic
binder open to reveal a woman exposed in a wood. “Careful
examination revealed the page corners most warn, the crease in the
centre giving evidence of much use; and what we find are pictures
like these, of young girls, fair in complexion – like the girl you
took back to your flat – they're all young looking and have
themselves in either uncompromising positions or have their
clothes half torn off..!
“And this one,” Jarrbach flipped the page aggressively,
“She's quoted here as saying, 'she doesn't like wearing a bra'; and
on the opposite page that 'she likes to be treated roughly by men'.”
Rachael knew then that impotency would not be a
guaranteed solution. He managed a smile and said: “I thought
everybody knew those quotes were written by editorial staff.”
Jarrbach grunted, turned away stiffly. He was wondering
how much further he should dig. Decided to keep the identity of
the stains on Mr. Moyde's jogging pants to himself for a bit longer.
These posh criminals, he thought, so cool. Over the years he had
come to the conclusion that people were not what they seemed. In
fact, quite the opposite: People created for themselves a defence to
protect their inner self; that defence was the exact opposite of their
true identity. People knew of their own weaknesses and those
things they did not like about themselves, and so they would
without realising develop a shell around them, creating a person to
hide their shame. This guy seemed warm, kind and courteous,
even a little concerned. Definitely innocent, then – therefore, he
was not.
He had found one, overriding feature in his investigation:
Entries in the suspect's notebook were always on Friday and
Saturday; so were nearly all child abductions in recent years.
Where was the link? It wasn't absurd to suggest that Moyde was a
child molester, nor that he was methodically killing and disposing
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of their bodies. He was a paediatrician, he had the discipline. And
then there was motive: Psychotics would often – subconsciously
or otherwise – be drawn to a profession which aided their
intentions. Moyde was a loner, he drove regularly about the
countryside and gave nothing away. Was he that clever?
Detective Jarrbach had been chosen to dilute the mystery,
and not just any mystery, this one was a rare species that only
surfaced once every decade or so. He could feel opposites...
contradictions. Too many things were pointing in two directions,
and that could only mean one thing: Surprises. He didn't like that.
* * *
Just before 11:00am the phone rang. Hana picked up the
receiver; “Extension 34, Miss Chavelli's desk.., can I hel –” she
tore the phone from her ear. Then, pressing mute, said: “Mari,
wow..! Some hairy woman on the other end for you.”
“Thanks... Hello... Oh, it's you, Laurie,” Mari said
cheerfully, lowering her glasses unconsciously to her nose.
“Meet me for lunch?” she heard Laurie ask.
“Sorry, can't. Wish I could but my desk is an absolute
disaster and I've got so much catching up to do. Besides, the Head
is in a furious mood, any more than five minutes out of the office
and I think he'll shoot me.”
Laurie's voice was harsh. “Never mind, I'll do some
shopping this afternoon, then I'll need you to pick me up, we have
things to do. What time do you get off?”
“Five!”
“Good. Pick me up outside Whitingcoat on the King's
Road at five thirty.”
“Er.., I think I can manage that, might be a bit late, there's
awful traffic around five.” Mari frowned... Then: “What things?”
“It's urgent that we help Nicky as soon as possible, we'll
talk later... Bye!”
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Mari hung up. The speed at which the whole conversation
had gone by, surprised her. And there was no emotion in Laurie's
tone, it was disturbing, especially as she felt they were closer, now.
Probably the city, she smirked, such a mess these days, enough to
drive anyone bonkers.
* * *
“Hi, Nicky,” Laurie smiled wide. “Thought I'd pop in and
see how you were.”
Ray Moyde walked slowly into the visitors room. Laurie
looked radiant, her hair glistening beneath a solitary light bulb,
reminding him of nights at Hellismere Abbey. “Is it raining?” he
asked.
“Yes..,” she came forward.
“That's a pity. You, up in London, a tourist, visiting all the
sites in the rain. That's so typical of the way this city treats its
guests.”
“Not at all, I love the rain,” she bubbled. “I've been doing
some shopping this morning,” with a smile. “Here, I got something
for you.”
“What is it?” He took the little parcel.
“Open it,” she ordered. “It’s been checked by the front
desk, you’re allowed.”
He began to fold back the neat wrapping paper, carefully
peeling the corners away.
“– Hell! It's not a bloody operation you're performing.
Nicky, come on, open it,” she cried, eagerly.
He reached the interior quickly... “A watch! That's very
nice, thank you, Laurie.”
She extended herself on tiptoe, expecting a kiss. He
obliged, nervously. They went to the bench. Nick played the gold
watch between his fingers, it had a spring strap and black face,
phases of the moon displayed in an upper window and a picture of
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 215

the sun which indicated night and day. He turned it over and found
an inscription: 'Mother to Son, with love'. He smiled, looked up at
Laurie and said, “You really are a mother to me sometimes and I
really appreciate your concern. Thank you.”
“We'll have you out of here in no time,” she chirped.
“Hum... The solicitor is not so sure, and the police are
really digging deep on this whole thing,” he murmured, his words
conveying easily the discomfort he felt. “I hope –”
“Shh...” Laurie touched his lip. “Trust us.” He obeyed.
Then asked, “How's Mari?”
“She's just splendid. In fact, I can guarantee you she feels
wonderful. And you, my little Nicky, it's home to Hellismere for
you. You're going to need me more than ever, now.”
“Yes,” he said meekly, “I've been thinking about what I
should do when I get out and –”
“There'll be plenty of time for all that later. You have a
business to run, remember? Now, give me a hug. Let me hold you
tight.”
They embraced. His head lowered to her shoulder, he was
asking himself about her: there were parts of her he had never met,
parts that repulsed him, parts that clung to him.., parts of her he
still didn't understand. And this was very difficult here in London,
it was not like being there. Here, he was Ray.
“There, Nicky,” she whispered in his ear. “You see, you
need me and I'm here for you. You can forget about everyone else,
you can forget about Mari, too.”
“But I don’t want to –”
“Forget her. She's mine now,” Laurie was caressing the
back of his neck. “We made love together last night, Mari and I, so
you can forget her. Now there's no silly escape in store for you.
She’s not interested in you. You already have a world, and it's with
me, in Hellismere...”
He was trembling, but she held onto him. While she spoke
she could feel him shrinking. His eyes were clamped tightly shut.
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Fear was throbbing.., fear of what Laurie might have done to Mari,
his angel, her wings torn and filthy to the floor.
“How could you..,” He cursed in a whisper, “She wasn't
yours to take. She was mine, she was sent to me.., she.., she must
be kept away.., kept clean... God, how could you touch her?” His
grip on Laurie tightened more.
“Yes, dear boy,” she let the rein loose, and her passion took
off at a gallop:
He stammered some more, “She's good.., Laurie. She's all
that is pure.., clean, she's not to be dirtied... You have to
understand?” came the hiss from between clenched teeth. “She was
mine.., my angel, and now... now...”
Laurie was stroking her boy, relishing each twinge of pain,
each desperate emotion to reach the surface. WAS! She thought
and smiled to the side; that's right, she was.., but not any more.
Laurie held on tight, was feeding on his vulnerability, sucking him
dry. Every shudder gave her more strength, an ecstasy of anguish
which filled her to bursting. Now at last he was within her grasp.
Her final scene was no more than a few days away.
The door was thrown open. Laurie glared at a large, round
body... “What d'you want?” she snarled.
“Er, sorry to break this up,” Ray's solicitor looked
nervously in their direction. “Mr. Moyde, we must talk, urgently.”
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Lunch that day was a brief scratch at a poly-plastoid salad
dish. Hana had heard nothing of Mari's weekend disappearance
other than tributes to fresh air for clearing out the head. Mari
wouldn't even say where she had been. How could Mari have
blown off all this so soon? Hana was worried. This was not
normal behaviour for Mari. When she had a problem she would
refuse to let up until all available action had been taken. Nothing
sorted itself out overnight – though Mari was now adamant that it
had. No, there was something peculiar going on. And this new
friend who had barely been on the scene a couple of days, now
commanding Mari's attention.
What of Ray Moyde? When a boyfriend gets thrown in jail
for rape, one doesn't swan about the office in such a cheery mood.
And why was she wearing glasses again?
Hana could see Mari was more self-assured. She was a
little cockier, as if she'd had a sex change and was now in
command of the average male attitude for filing away any problem
that could not be solved with a simple nod. But of all the women
Hana knew..? There could only be one thing to make her flip like
this: Hana would have to know.
Mari was back at her desk. Barring one excursion, shortly
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before lunch, she had been in the office throughout the morning.
She worked the afternoon with just a brief absence to consult with
the Rottingden Foster Home Committee spokeswoman who had
dropped in after a lengthy hospital stay. Then she was back at the
mound of files on her desk she had to get through before preparing
an assessment of youth schemes for the local council. There had
been some reorganization at the office during the past few months,
it seemed Mari was being dumped with all the loose ends which
didn't tie in with the reshuffle.
At 4:40 that afternoon, Mari excused herself, said she
would be in early to complete the assessment and gave Hana a pat
on the back as she left.
Hana tried to hold her up. “Mari, how's Ray coping?”
“Oh, just fine. He'll be out soon, I'm sure.”
“So, he didn't do it? He didn't rape that girl?”
“Of course not.”
“Then why are the papers still hounding after his blood?”
Mari considered the question. “Like.., you know the media,
they create the news, they don't report it.”
“... Are you still going to go out with him?”
“Yes.”
“Is he still the man you thought he was?”
“He's more, much more..,” Mari was thinking. “You want
to know something? You were right about one thing, but quite
wrong about another.”
“What do you mean?”
“There was a part of him hidden in the closet.” Mari had
turned towards the door. “But he definitely isn't the kind of man
you think they all are.”
Hana again: “Have you been to bed with him?”
“Hana! Like, who cares?”
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“I do...”
“I know that.”
“... Well, did you?”
“No, I didn't.” Mari pushed open the door.
“OK, so tell me what has happened. You are acting
strangely, as if you had gone to bed with him.” Hana tried vainly to
extract some juice from the fruit before it rolled away.
“You know, Hana, sex is not the end of something, it's the
beginning of something. You've got it backwards, as usual.” Mari
let the door swing to and walked away to the stairs at the end of the
corridor.
A few minutes from Sloane Square and she was running
late. Traffic crawled through the puddles of Knightsbridge. Mari
was impatient, she wanted to see Laurie, had lots to talk about,
wanted to sweep everything aside and be with her. She had not
been able to keep her mind on things that afternoon as the time
drew near, she had lacked the concentration to steer away from
thinking about Laurie and what she had in mind for this evening.
Then she saw Laurie on the pavement, hardly recognised her with
her hair tied tight in a bun. She was a shiny, black figure in a
complete body suit that hugged every curve and sank into black
ankle boots, topped by a short-cut, black jacket made of some
metallic-looking fibre.
Mari pulled over. Leaned across the passengers seat and
unlocked the door. “Laurie, I'm sorry... It's absolute chaos this
afternoon, I don't know –”
“Hi, love,” Laurie plopped herself down in the Mini with
boxes and an umbrella. “What do you think of my new look?”
“The clothes..? You’re mad, Laurie. Something as
seductive as that; like, what possessed you to buy such an outfit –
It's fabulous. And the hair-net around your bun is such a sweet
touch.., really commanding, like.., sexy.”
“Sometimes you just have to do it, you know?” she said,
ordering the packages to stay on her knee. Then pushed a box in
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Mari's direction, “And this one's for you.”
“Me!”
“Yes, silly... Look.” Laurie took the lid off a thin, white
box and drew out a violet camisole with matching briefs.
Mari chocked. “Christ, you must be crazy, I couldn't
possibly wear that, it... it's..?”
“Of course you could. Look at the material, it's divine, it'll
fit you like a dream, I promise.” Laurie was running her fingers
down the lacy hem.
Mari was shocked. It was certainly a fabulous set, but far
too exotic for her taste. She'd feel so embarrassed in something
like that, and who would see her in it?
“Oh.., and I got you some make-up, too. Now you're all
set.” Laurie gave her a coy smile.
Mari looked up ahead, through glasses and the wet
windscreen. She was finding it hard to concentrate. Lovely Laurie
was trying to show she cared. As only a woman could. She was
dressing her like a Christmas tree. She wanted to play with her and
have her in the things she liked best – the things that turned her on.
What a deliciously, provocative woman she was and how attracted
to her Mari felt.
“Shall we get going?” Laurie said with a glorious smile.
“Great. I thought we'd stop at the Old Bag for a drink and
then we could, like, go up to Covent Garden and –”
“Later,” Laurie interrupted. “First, lets go to Felixport
Crescent.”
“Oh.., yeah – Where's that?”
“You don't have a GPS?”
“What, here in London? Pointless.”
“Fulham,” Laurie said, removing a map from a shopping
bag between her legs. She pointed at a red mark on the eared page.
Mari nodded, she knew the vague route. “What's there?”
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she enquired, jolting the Mini out into traffic.
Laurie put a hand on Mari's knee. “Now, remember, my
love, we promised to do everything we could to help our Nicky?
Here's the opportunity we've been waiting for: Felixport Crescent
is where that girl, Charlotte, lives.”
“Ha..!” Mari coughed in disbelief. “You've got to be joking.
What do you think we can do by going around there?”
“Plenty,” Laurie was adamant. She slipped off a boot and
raised a stockinged foot to the dashboard. She talked while
rubbing her toes; “You know, I just can't get used to boots, I love
wearing them but they always pinch me around here. Must be the
heels, they're too high and they drive my foot forwards.”
Mari was still unnerved. “Laurie, we can't go barging in on
her?”
“... But of course we can.”
“Like, what are we going to do?” Mari blurted, covering
anguish with laughter.
“Mari, we have to do something. The little cow played a
dirty trick on Nicky and it's time we made our move. He's in jail,
he can't play, so we have to play for him.”
“You mean, like some gentle persuasion, a bit of
harassment to see if she'll confess, or something?”
“Exactly!”
“Laurie.., you're terrible.”
“Am I..?”
“Yes!” Mari giggled.
“... You like that, don't you?”
“I suppose I do. I feel like I’m back in school and about to
do something naughty. Kind of fun, in away. There were girls like
you, they always seemed to get away with murder, I could never
do any of the things they did though I always secretly wanted to.”
“That's the spirit.”
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 222

Mari became quite elated by the idea. She continued to
chuckle as they downed the King's Road. She was going to be proactive rather than her usual passive self; it was a thrill she had only
recently begun to experienced. She had become one of the top
girls, the ones everyone wanted to fall in with at school but which
the circle never accepted. She became almost hysterical with
anticipation, chatting and planning their strategy, how they'd
intimidate Charlotte, what they could do... While Laurie smiled on
in silence.
“... And we could paint her toilet seat with that drainpipe
stuff that never washes off. Ha! Or.., better still, put something in
her bed – a frog – wait.., a snake,” she gurgled, lost to laughter for
a minute; then, “Don't you see, it's only fair.”
“You're right, Mari. A fitting punishment for destroying
someone's life is returning the favour. She cried rape, then maybe
she should get raped!”
Mari laughed on. “No, she'd probably enjoy it. Anyway,
where are we going to find a man to do it... I suppose we could,
like, grab the first one that walks passed her door. Wouldn't that be
great..?”
Amidst the hysteria there was a sense of destiny. The more
she thought about it the more she wanted to do it, because it
seemed right. And then: “You know, we could just call the police
and tell them what we know.”
“Mari, you're so naive at times,” Laurie's expression
changed. “The police want a criminal and they think they've got
one, so why would they listen to us? They're in business just like
everyone else; they've got a mandate, quotas, a budget to defend...
No, Mari, we have no proof and I'm certainly not going to
humiliate Nicky in front of the media if I can sort out the problem
myself.”
“The police called me.., you know. Today.”
Laurie shot back: “And..?”
“Well, I said I'd been away for a few days, like, because of
the shock and the way I felt.”
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“That was it?”
“Yes.”
Laurie jumped at her. “See, they've got what they want.
What good would it do to say anything unless it comes from
Charlotte?”
“I suppose,” Mari shrugged. “But what if Charlotte gets
nervy and goes for a kitchen knife or something?”
“Just leave that to me,” Laurie smiled confidently, pulling
on a pair of fine, leather gloves. She talked as they drove,
beguiling Mari with her anarchy. And thus Mari relaxed into
Laurie's aura. It was not hard to agree with Laurie, it wasn't as if,
deep down, Mari had not felt the same way at one time or another.
She had been taught that one always worked for 'the benefit of the
child', yet she knew on many occasions others would suffer
unnecessarily. She began to feel good about what she was going to
do, she had both the will and her training to carry her through and
she was confident in her ability to see justice done. Perhaps better
justice than many of Charlotte's type would normally receive.
Her Mini rolled through a number of parallel streets in
Fulham, then turned into a semi-circular street of tidy terraced
houses and came to rest a few numbers down from the address.
“How did you get this address?” Mari asked.
Laurie was out on the pavement, brushing down her shiny,
nylon jacket. “The phone book, sweetie.”
Mari nodded. Shuffled in her coin tray.
“Don't bother with that, we won't be here that long,” Laurie
said impatiently.
The thought was comforting. Mari locked her door and
hurried along behind Laurie. They were only going to be gone a
minute. How much money had she over spent on parking fees in
the last ten years? Probably thousands of pounds, well now she
was going to claim a few pounds back.
They mounted the steps of a three storey, white house.
There were four intercoms. Laurie extended a finger to the third
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buzzer.
Mari, questioningly, “Now what? She'll never let us in!”
Laurie rang the bell. Waited.
A distant voice.., “Who is it?”
“Flowers for Miss Ovawyler,” Laurie said with a cheerful
return.
“Just a minute.., come up.” A buzz made a click and Laurie
pushed open the door. She grabbed Mari's arm and hauled her in
after her. They passed the downstairs flat and mounted a wide,
carpeted staircase; then a window, as they rounded the corner,
which overlooked a neatly arranged garden. At the top of the stairs
was an opaque, glass door, not an original, it had probably been
installed when the house had been converted to flats. Beside the
door was a button. Laurie pressed it without hesitation. Mari
swallowed.
Then they could see movement. Light spread into the area
beyond the door. A figure approached, hard to distinguish, blurred
and diffused, but it was definitely red. They heard a latch being
turned, saw the door beginning to fold inwards and there it was, a
woman wrapped tightly in a red towel and on the head another,
matching red, twisted into a giant turban. Below the ruffles of red
towelling stretched pale legs to bare feet and a pink carpet.
“Hello!” Laurie stepped in, Mari in tow. The reaction was
so quick the red-towelled figure was tipped off balance, pushed
backwards and sandwiched behind the door and the side wall.
Then a lunge after the intruders –
“Hey..! Wait just a minute. What the hell do you think
you're doing?”
Laurie and Mari had reached the sitting room. “We've come
to pay you a visit,” Laurie said delightfully.
“Like hell you have. Get out now or I'll call the police.”
“Anyone else in?” Laurie continued, “And you! Close the
door, will you,” she waggled a finger at the red towel.
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The girl would not be intimidated. “I'm warning you, I'll
bloody –”
“Shut the FUCKING door, Charlotte Ovawyler!”
The mention of her name had an immediate impact. She
obeyed, though hesitantly, then returned. “What's this all about?”
she asked sternly; was a little uneasy, it showed in her manner...
“Are you cops?”
“No. But you're going to wish we were,” Laurie chuckled,
was looking around the room, examining all the surfaces as if
searching for something. “Fix my friend and I a drink, little girl,
we're thirsty.”
Charlotte stood firm, arms crossed. “Not until you tell me
what this is all about. You do this fake delivery thing, you push
your way in here, no explanations. Just who the hell do you think
you are?”
Laurie was peeking through the curtains at the street below,
it was all part of her act, she was loving every minute of it.
Charlotte's file had revealed one or two things about her past
Laurie would now use. Head tipped to one side, she said under an
arm; “You sold me some crap stuff at the weekend.., cut to shit
with talc', when I paid good money for coke.”
“I never!” Charlotte suddenly lost everything. “That was
Taylor's cocaine.., his stuff, man. I just passed around some E's for
him. You ask him. Anyway, I don't remember you; whose party
are you talking about?”
Laurie smiled. Went to the TV, turned it on and upped the
volume. “Drinks?” she commanded, picking a small shard of
mirror off the top of the TV and running a gloved finger over the
glass surface. She inspected the end of her finger, then stuck it
under her top lip and rubbed her gums. Sucked loudly, staring at
Charlotte all the while.
“Alright.., OK,” Charlotte complained. She eyed up Mari
curiously as she sauntered passed towards the kitchen: A timid,
bird-like thing, Charlotte thought, wearing huge glasses, she
seemed out of place in this mess. Yet oddly comforting. A clatter
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of ice in glasses, a slosh of liquid and some fizz, then Charlotte had
returned. “Vodka and Orange, that's all I've got,” she grumbled.
Laurie took her drink, then spoke. “Charlotte, lets get down
to the real issue, shall we?”
“What do you mean?”
Mari was next. “This is serious,” she said sternly. “You
have to change your story or there'll be so much trouble... He'll
lose his job.., his life – and, like.., we'll lose him forever."
“Lose who?” Charlotte sneered.
“Nick, of course.” Mari's voice rose in defence of the
mounting tension.
Laurie looked on proudly. There was her mascot beginning
to perform, all that hard work and seduction finally coming to
fruition. Her smile was a raise of the eyebrow, one eye colder than
the other, it was in moments like this that she really became radiant
– plutonium had nothing on this woman!
“Nick..? I don't know a Nick,” Charlotte challenged.
Mari, shrilly: “The hospital, you silly bitch..,
surgeon, there.”

he's a

“Surgeon..? I...” Charlotte's voice trailed away as if
something sharp had been drawn up the spine and was now lodged
in the back of her neck. There was a sudden proximity with fear.
“Yes, you little cow!” Laurie howled triumphantly,
“Rachael Moyde.., our Nicky.”
Unable to respond, Charlotte looked away, then back at
Mari whom she saw as less of a threat. But she got little pity. A
sharp breath caught her in mid thought and she blurted out what
had been in the back of her mind; “I'm going to call the... call the
police.”
Laurie laughed. “Go ahead. Tell them about the lies, about
your false statement and the real intent you had,” she growled
maliciously. “Here, let me dial for you.”
“How can you say that..?” Charlotte had dropped the sneer,
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she was now on mild preservation. “He was horrible to me, he beat
me and stripped me and –”
“Bullshit!” Laurie said with receiver in hand. “We know
him, you don't.” She gestured questioningly with the phone.
Charlotte waved it off. “Ok.., alright then. Yes, it got a
little out of hand. But, hey.., who are you? Nurses from the
hospital?” she asked, needing time to think.
“No,” Mari answered. “We're friends of his and he's told us
all about what you tried to do. Look, we've come here to ask you
to change your story, like, tell the police what really happened, or
you'll destroy a brilliant man.”
“Oh right, and what about me? If I tell them the truth I'll be
destroying any chance I ever had of a career.”
“Whose fault is that?” Laurie dropped the question on her
like a heavy weight.
“It was an accident, OK?”
“So you don't deny it?” Laurie was on her tail. She placed
her glass to the window sill and, as if floating, approached
Charlotte to the mounting tension of orchestration from the
television set. The red towel fell away from her head and the
panicked Charlotte began to talk quickly.
“Come on, the man's a jerk. He deserves what he gets, I
mean, men are just after one thing, right? They're all animals, OK?
I gave him what he wanted, he was always looking at me funny,
staring at my tits and stuff. But when I opened up to him he
ignored me, then he threw me away like I was nothing. I mean..,
like, what's wrong with him?”
Charlotte had said her piece, stood up to the advancing
woman though she had neither the stature nor the potential. She
had spoken in vagaries, hoping to touch the right nerve.
Unfortunately, her unfamiliarity with that adult world she so
longed to be a part of had given her all the tools but none of the
skill.
Laurie slapped her hard in the face, the force sending her
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spinning.
Charlotte screamed! It wasn't the pain, her cheek was still
numb, it was the shock. She regained balance, head low, staring up
with glistening eyes at the fiery, red headed woman who towered
above her. A hand took her swiftly by the hair and she was twisted
violently sideways.
“You have no idea what kind of man he is – no idea!”
Laurie belched the words. “But I'm going to show you what kind
of woman I am.” Then a glance to her right. “Mari, go get me a
knife from the kitchen – and hurry!”
“Bitch.., let me go,” Charlotte snarled, kneeling, contorted
in front of Laurie with arms out in a desperate bid for something to
grab onto.
Mari stumbled towards the kitchen. God, isn't she going
too far? Surely Laurie wouldn't dream of doing anything like that?
No, this must be her way of scaring the girl, making her go to the
police. Yes, she thought, a frenzy of emotion pumping through her;
I'll just get the knife and that's it – Shit, what kind of knife,
maybe.., perhaps this one, or this carving fork might –
“Now then,” Mari heard Laurie's gaiety above the sound of
the television, “I'm a much better sport than Nicky. Would you
like to find out just how much fun I can be?”
“No.., don't.”
The red towel, now gripped by a glove above Charlotte's
chest, was torn from around her body to the lap.
Mari had re-entered quickly. Laurie sat back on the arm of
a settee, examining her prize: the keeling Charlotte, pale and round
against a pink back-drop, flopped like renaissance art, a creature in
repose beside the devil herself; a pig to be slaughtered, Laurie
mused. “So, show me what you did for our Nicky, you little tart.
Some acting – you're obviously good at that. Yes, I like a story
before bedtime.”
“Laurie,” Mari said hesitantly. Had opened her mouth to
say more, but was cut off.
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“– Ah, the knife”
Charlotte screamed.
Mari then. “Laurie, I think that's enough. Maybe, if
Charlotte agrees to go to the police with the truth, then we should,
like, give her that chance.”
Charlotte looked up hopefully, Laurie looked down. “I don't
trust this little worm, do you, Mari?”
“Well, I –”
She was interrupted by the television.., an ITV news report:
“... A surprising turn of events, bail for paediatric
consultant, Rachael Moyde, was denied in court this afternoon, due
to a disclosure that the victim, who must remain unidentified, was
not sixteen at the time of the alleged rape and that under the
circumstances his continued involvement in a children's hospital
would be –”
Mari tore herself away from the box and stepped up to the
settee. “Charlotte, you're only fifteen, for Christ's sake. This is
madness, you have to tell the truth or you'll be carrying this burden
of guilt for the rest of your life. Can you promise us you'll tell
them everything?”
Charlotte nodded as well as the hand in her hair would let
her, there were tears in her eyes and a terrible fear behind.
“Bullshit! I'm not going to believe a lying, little rat like
her.” Laurie tugged at the head in her hand and forced the face up
into sight. “Why should I believe you.., huh? Everything about
you is a lie.”
“Please.., please, Laurie. I didn't mean what I did. I... I
didn't want to hurt anyone. I promise. You can believe me,”
Charlotte stammered out her surrender.
Mari knelt beside her. “Laurie, let her go.., yeah? She's not
going to lie any more.”
Laurie to Mari: “You didn't bring a knife, did you –
chicken,” she said, throwing a handful of hair away and letting
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Charlotte fall into Mari's arms. “I expected more from you, Mari,
you've let me down,” Laurie's tone was bitter.
Mari didn't answer, she busied herself tidying the distraught
young girl's hair and wrapping her up in the towel. But it was
made awkward by Charlotte's persistence in holding onto Mari; she
was terrified and muttering deliriously. “You believe me, Mari...
Please, I'll tell, honest...”
“Of course, Charlotte,” Mari said soothingly. “Now, you
take a sip of this vodka, here, and then we'll pop you off to bed.
You can tell everything to the police in the morning.”
“Damnit, NO!” Laurie shouted over from the window. “She
won't tell them anything, she’ll run, and Nicky could be put away.
I want a confession from her now.”
“She's too upset, Laurie. And anyway... we can come
round tomorrow, early, and pick her up.”
“You're too trusting, Mari,” Laurie snorted and moved
closer. “She's still the little cow she was last week, you know,
people don't change. They only change when you teach them a
lesson.”
“No.., no, please...” Charlotte desperately clung to Mari,
head tucked up under an arm. “Stay with me, Mari..?”
Mari could think of nothing to satisfy Laurie, only to keep
talking; “Look, Charlotte. Why don't we phone someone, like your
parents. They'd come over and then –”
“No, not my parents... Please, not anyone else, I've got
nobody. I want to stay with you, Mari.., please?”
“But, you can't –”
“Please..?”
“Well, I suppose... What do you think, Laurie?”
Charlotte's head surfaced, it was looking for Laurie, felt
good just knowing where she was.
“Fine by me.” Laurie loomed close. “Just so long as she
stays within my sights and doesn't play any tricks.”
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“Charlotte..?”
“Yes, Mari.”
“Laurie and I are, like, staying together, in the same flat.”
“That's OK. I just don't want to be alone. I need someone
to talk to and... You'll listen, won't you? I always seem to do the
wrong things, I'm such a fool... I just can't get my life together
and..,” tears now streaming down her face, “Nothing ever seems to
work out, I...”
Mari interrupted, “Charlotte. Go get dressed, there's a good
girl,” she said, looking up at Laurie.
Charlotte was shaking her head. “Come with me... Please,”
she tried to insist.
“No, Laurie and I have to talk... You'll be fine, I'll be right
here.”
Charlotte bundled herself up in the red towel. Left limply.
Laurie glared at Mari, she said: “I don't know how you can
trust that little tart.”
“Laurie, I think it's gone far enough.
cooperate.”

I'm sure she'll

“She has no alternative,” Laurie grinned. “And you'd best
check the car hasn't been clamped.”
“– Christ, my car.” Mari rushed to the window. Couldn't
see her Mini. Ran passed Laurie on her way out. “Look, I'll go on
down, OK, and wait for you two. Charlotte shouldn't be long.”
Mari reached her car, still bewildered by Laurie’s violence.
She had gone way beyond anything Mari could have imagined.
She was a different person, not the woman she thought she was,
there was a loathing Mari had not seen before – it was almost
frightening. No, it was frightening! And to think, last night, in
bed, her bed, that woman. What might have happened if she'd
done the wrong thing? Is Laurie really all there? Christ! It’s all a
game to her, she may even have been planning this sort of thing all
along. Now that she thought about it, could she trust anything
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Laurie had said since she had met her? Mari really did have no
idea. It was not in her to believe there were people out there who
could manipulate life with such total disregard. It was abhorrent to
her. That was how Mari had been brought up, in a cushion of
homely values that demanded compassion and commitment. She
lacked the defences necessary to identify malicious intent. Truth
was always the best way forward, nothing good would come of
lying; why can't Laurie see that – what does she want?
Certainly, Mari had read about such people: psychopaths,
she'd heard stories and watched the news. Christ, she'd said it
herself, once, how gullible people could get duped by fanatics and
religious cults. Now, suddenly, she was living the things she had
always felt a fiction; a pool of fantasy into which, up until now, she
had been able to dip a big toe and safely withdraw at will. Here
she was riding tandem with a maniac. They had assaulted a poor,
confused girl in an effort to release from jail a man who should
never really be allowed to walk free, ever again.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN
“Crown Prosecution...” A gasp for breath. “They phoned
my office. Quite a turn around after the hearing yesterday..?”
Another breath. “Got here as soon as I could..,” Ray Moyde's
solicitor was saying, panted, filling the small office with more than
just his presence. He had galloped across London, had flown up
flights of steps and surprised himself with his own agility at
negotiating the busy corridors of Westminster Police Station. He
spoke in bits; “You're going to release him... My client?”
Jarrbach nodded long and slow, like a plastic puppy in the
back window of a car. “Yes,” he groaned; “In the light of new facts
we have little alternative.”
“... Such as?”
“The girl, Charlotte Ovawyler.” Jarrbach sat back and
rubbed a cheek. “She's been murdered.”
“Gosh..! Fine. Well, then. Are you accepting that my
client is innocent of all charges brought against him?” the solicitor
– now breathing at a slow trot – replied, trying to remain focused.
“Not exactly. We are looking into the possibility that there
could have been more than one person in his flat at the time of the
incident, and that the real abductor went after her to finish the job.
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You have to remember, she was found in Moyde's flat, she didn't
let herself in, so your client may be hiding the true identity of our
criminal.”
“Quite,” the solicitor put down his briefcase and sat
heavily. “So you assume this girl was lying about the incident with
my client and that the stained trousers were due to this girl making
unhealthy advances towards him?”
“She knew more than she was letting on, and what you say
is a possibility we hadn't ruled out. Our investigation will proceed
even though our main witness is no longer able to supply us with
details.”
The solicitor looked up. “Main witness... You mean you
have others and you've been withholding them from me?”
“No, no. Mari Chavelli.., she's in the Crown's Brief.”
“She's not an eye witness?”
“I never said she was.” Jarrbach smiled.
“So..?”
“She was going to come in the other day and we sent a car
round to get her. But she disappeared, didn't turn up at work and
didn't answer our calls until yesterday.”
“What's this got to do with my client?”
“Dunno..! She was at Moyde's flat on the night of the
incident and was willing to talk, now suddenly she's gone stiff on
us and at the same time as our main witness is murdered.”
“Are you going to bring her in?”
“Soon...”
The solicitor thinking, “Jealous lover theory at work,
perhaps?”
“God, no! Chavelli is not the type. I'm certain, she
couldn't possibly have done this. No, I'm still treating the two
incidences as separate, but linked.”
“You think, maybe she's the next victim?”
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Jarrbach nodded. Snapped off a chunk from a bar of
chocolate which lay on his desk and said: “I think she knew
Charlotte, I think they were all acquainted with Moyde, and I think
he may know who's after them. This could turn out to be the work
of a sex gang, a group of men who pick on young girls and lure
them into a circle of perversion – ending in murder. They're the
worst kind, devoid of any decent morales. We're treating the fire at
the hospital as another possible link in all this; it could be that one
of the gang was trying to cover up evidence, though nothing
appears to have gone missing as yet. That's why your client is not
off the hook, by any means. If it were up to me he'd still be under
lock and key – but there you are, it's not.”
“You'll have a hard time proving the two incidents were
connected... Tell me, was the girl raped this time?”
The detective flinched. “She was sexually assaulted, yes! A
particularly gruesome thing, it'll be a while before we know what
really happened.”
“Where did this occur?”
“At home. Her flat.”
“Was it a typical assault? Or surgical, in any way?”
“No, never seen anything like it.” Jarrbach centred on the
solicitor. “I’m not really obliged to tell you, however, as his legal
representative you’ll probably get a hold of the file in due course.”
The solicitor nodded anxiously.
“We found her tied to her own bed, hands and feet wide.
She was on her back, blood everywhere. Her nipples had been
removed. Dr. Sang – the coroner – reasoned at the scene they'd
been bitten off, washed in vinegar then stapled back on. Her hair
was all cut back to the scalp and stuffed into her mouth. She was
badly bruised, especially her head. Her lips had been sliced
through with an ex mark, like a cartoon kiss; armpits, too. Belly
sliced with smaller ones, rows of them, four in each row, like
kisses at the end of a love letter. A bloody knife and a stapler were
found on the bed, without prints. And a ten inch, statue of The
Virgin Mary was inserted between the girl's legs. We really don't
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know if that has any significance at this stage, all we know is that
it was bought in London, the importer is local, only sells locally, so
I don’t suppose it will amount to much – whoever it was will
probably have paid with cash. The girl, she didn't die from blood
loss, no.., apparently it was her heart that packed in. Can you
imagine the kind of horror you'd have to experience for that to
happen..? Weird thing, very ugly.”
“Not at all like the scene of calm and order at my client's
flat, then,” the solicitor said busily. “So, let's get on with the
formalities, shall we?”
“One other thing,” Jarrbach said. “Advise Moyde not to try
anything. I know these rich, city types...”
While signing the release forms, something the solicitor
had said began drawing the detective away from his office, to
Moyde's flat, to the one thing in all the apparent perfection which
was out of order: The telephone. Back-checks and follow-ups
made with BT had shown nothing untoward, yet Jarrbach's acute
sense for the out-of-place had him wondering. Everything else
was in perfect working order: The piano tuned, clocks all ticking
and on time; the door bell, the DvD and the coffee machine all
tested and all fine. And the laptop – every file examined – and
everything neat and in place, categorised and quantified, then
arranged in alphabetical folders as precise as a public library.
Modem, yes; but no games, no porn, no contacts. This Moyde
fellow had even kept warrantee cards for each appliance in the flat
and placed them in alphabetical order in a card file in his desk. He
was ordered to the point of obsession. So was the apparent phone
failure just a coincidence?
... And what was that smell? Charlotte had used the phone
to call the police for help perhaps half an hour before he had
arrived. Saliva on the phone showed that she had been drinking
vodka. A delicate perfume had not come to mind, in fact he could
still smell it, it was a heavy, vaporous scent.., like.., like cough
medicine – no mint! That was it.., spearmint. Chewing gum? Yet
none had been found in the flat? Do girls chew gum and drink
vodka at the same time? Jarrbach was watching the gnawed end of
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a pen upon which the large man before him was chewing.
Tuesday evening, a few hours later, Ray Moyde was
stepping onto the pavement in front of his flat in Belgravia. His
solicitor drove off. He was left in dim sunset, it was about eight
that evening. He was free. He stepped up the short flight of steps,
groping, as he did, in a trouser pocket for his key to the black door.
A 'good evening' was offered cautiously by the lady in the flat
below his as he passed her door. He climbed the stairs to his flat.
Inside was a shambles: Papers and magazines all over the floor,
drawers left half open, furniture pulled away, paintings leaning
against the walls, even the carpet had been uplifted and left, curled
inwards at the corners. The kitchen was no better. His bedroom
had been given the same work out, the police having gone as far as
to remove the blinds... they were lying in the bath. He had been
warned, but there had been no apology. Perhaps rightfully so, Ray
hardly thought an apology to him was in order. Well, the
humiliation was over, now he could get on with things.
He went to the window, discovered most of his pots and
plants were missing. Shrugged and looked away over the roof
tops. From his upper storey view it appeared the city was on fire, a
torrid, scarlet hue of billowing extravagance invading the sky from
the west. For a while he remained there at his window, motionless,
in thought, staring at his image in the blackened window, the fires
of hell burning behind him. He was free, but there was little to
shout about, a freedom which, in truth, tossed him back into
incarceration. At least he had been safe in jail. Now he was at the
mercy of 'the creeping'. It would come for him, he could feel it
even now, close... Wasn't it there, just outside the door and
breathing heavily? Could he resist it, satisfy it? Seemed not. It
had built up a resistance to his remedies in the last few months and,
as would rats eventually overcome poison, his obsession would
invade him and remain inside him, forever. He couldn't let that
happen. He would not become a creature of the night, scurrying
through back alleys and lanes, terrorizing the neighbourhood with
bloody corpses and shattered lives.
His only hope was his work. Now with his angel gone, any
chance of escape was futile. Nothing worked but work. He had, in
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the past, used drugs. Bromide had been effective, not any more;
massive doses were required to subdue the beast and that had
caused severe side-effects. Unless, he could..? A thought. He
could easily get a hold of drugs and be done with his life. Silly
thought, he had not the will power to commit suicide. He enjoyed
living, there was nothing about it strong enough to force him to
end his life, not even 'the creeping'.
Perhaps he could surgically remove it, cut it out, if he could
find it. He was a surgeon, it wouldn't be difficult..; was whispering
in his mind least the vile thing were listening; if only he knew
where it hid itself inside him. He thought about operating on
himself: Brain surgery – it seemed ridiculous.
A glance at his watch drew shadows of Laurie across the
face. Time, he thought; her clever ways, she had trapped him
forever in this moment by stealing Mari away. He could not move
on, not any more. And Mari? He had lost her. She was lost, was
nowhere, anymore.
No, he thought, and a sudden clarity caught him in mid
reflection: The opposite of somewhere is everywhere; nowhere is a
fallacy, the concept of non-existence, lunacy.
How could
something not exist? Was that it? She was everywhere – so simple
– angels are everywhere! And Laurie had failed. Ray tore the
watch from his wrist and opened the window. The night air was
refreshing, spurred him to purpose and he flung the golden
handcuff out into Kandy Square. It shrank from him quickly and
splattered on the road below, and with the impact came a sense of
relief as if a chink in the universe had been sliced open and he
could see his angel, now...
Through the open window he mouthed:
I need you;
What are you afraid of?
I just want to find out why;
For you or for them?
The children.., of course;
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And you?
There’s nothing I can do;
Where are you looking?
I don't understand;
Why do you collect mushrooms?
I like finding good specimens;
In what respect?
The best.., the freshest ones;
How do you collect them?
I cut the stem and bag them;
Does it kill them?
No, the mushroom is just a fruit;
And what of the body?
It lives underground;
How does it live?
It creeps through the – Oh my God ..!
* * *
Later that evening Laurie came around. Just for a few
minutes, he had insisted, he was tired and needed to get a good
night's sleep in some comfort. He was angry with her, but it soon
passed; it was good to have a familiar face there to welcome him
home and she was always so kind and understanding. He
mentioned Charlotte, and the shocking murder that had given him
his freedom. She had heard, she was shocked, too. Of course, she
pestered him about going down to Cornwall, but he didn't commit
himself, he wanted to see Mari. Where was she? Laurie was
vague. Well, he would call her at work in the morning.
Then he managed it: “Look, I need to know.” He struggled.
“Why did you do it? Why did you seduce Mari?”
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“What makes you think I seduced her?”
“Well I... I naturally assumed.., I mean, she’s not that –”
“Isn’t she?” Laurie gave him a questioning look. “After all
she’s been through, and you know how stress and things can affect
people, especially sensitive people like Mari. She was looking for
comfort and love, I think, so she came to me.”
“Is this the truth?”
Laurie did not answer that. “She was raped, you see, when
she was at school. It can screw up a girl badly, the way they
confront men in the future. It’s a terrible thing. But it’s not all bad
for her, women are great lovers, and that’s what she needs, lots of
love. I admit, I was really surprised at her, but she is so sweet and
I was feeling so vulnerable, too. I just let myself go.”
The thought of Mari being raped disturbed him. Ray
flexed, almost angrily. But he was still thinking and said, “We
kissed, you know. I’m mean, not sexually, so I thought she was
interested in me.”
“Mari cares about everybody, that’s what she’s like. A kiss
here, a pat there, of course it’s not sexual, it’s how she
communicates,” Laurie said with a smile.
“Right. Look, I’m sorry I got upset with you at the police
station. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions.”
“Don’t be silly, Nicky. You’re forgiven.”
“So, you think she’s going to be OK?” he asked.
“I’m sure. It’s not like she’s a child.” Laurie said.., and
then thought.., and then re-evaluated.., and then realised – A Child
– and then said with delicious subversion:
“Hey! Why don’t we all get together tomorrow evening, a
lovely meal somewhere special. I’ll stay here overnight – promise
I’ll be good – and I’ll help you tidy up this horrible mess in the
morning.”
* * *
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Wednesday morning and Mari had made it in to work. She
hardly acknowledged Hana, as she brushed through between two
partitions to the coat hooks on the far wall. Hana would not shut
up, she would not leave her alone.
“Look, Mari.., come here and see. The papers, its all over
the front pages, he’s out – he’s free.”
A moment of disbelief: “What! No way.” Mari exclaimed,
rushing over to Hana’s desk and the newspaper spread out over a
heap of files. Charlotte did it! Good for her.
“Yeah... Great news, don't you think? Well, it’s all a bit
macabre, dead girl and all. But here, you read it. Then we can
talk.”
Hana sat back, watching her best friend carefully.
Mari approached, lifted the paper from her desk – and then
froze. Hana could see the reaction, but she could not see Mari’s
face. She saw the paper rising, then stopping, then saw hands
clenching, gripping the paper, tearing into it – and the paper was
shivering. She could hear it rustling, but no sound came from the
other side. She stood up quickly. All she could see was a face,
stretched white with horror.
“Mari, what’s wrong?”
Nothing...
Hana at once realized that Mari knew more than she was
telling. It was clear Mari had met that girl, Charlotte, even though
she had denied it many times before.
Hana pressed her friend. “You’ve got to go to the police,
Mari. If you know something you have to tell them.”
“NO!” Was all Hana got, before the white face instantly
turned red and Mari was rushing for the door in tears.
All so weird, Hana thought. Mari should have been elated
by Ray's freedom, yet she was terribly upset. When he was locked
up she was happy, now out and she was not. There was nothing in
Hana's book that could explain what was going on – her book on
men, that was. From what she had pieced together over the past
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few days, Hana was hearing and feeling real confusion in Mari’s
manner. And now this front page shocker. Confusion was not
something men were good at. There were, however, others who
were, and Hana was getting a horrible, knowing feeling.
Mari was in the toilet. She was standing, shivering, alone.
She was involved in murder. She couldn’t tell anyone. Except, of
course, that witch; that horrible, horrible monster – Oh my God,
what had she done? Fear turned to rage, and confusion instantly
vanished. She stood straight, she stood tall and.., opened her eyes.
It had not been her intention, none of this had been her
doing. All day yesterday, Mari had been sitting on this nagging
doubt: Why had Charlotte changed her mind about coming back
with them on Monday evening? Mari had gone downstairs after
Charlotte had disappeared into her bedroom. She had gone to
check her car, she had been worried about getting clamped. She
had waited fifteen minutes, was about to go back up when Laurie
had emerged, by herself, saying Charlotte would face the police on
her own. She couldn't have said it better! It was all so very clear
now. After wondering all this time why Laurie had abruptly
decided to trust Charlotte. The papers told the truth:
Police find Rape Victim dead, mutilated in her own bed!
What was this woman capable of? Wait! How could she
jump to conclusions? Well, she could. She was. Laurie hadn't
come back to the flat last night. They hadn't talked. There would
be no more excuses, no more doubting herself, this woman would
no longer get an ounce of sympathy from Mari. She had done it,
Laurie was guilty of murdering Charlotte and that was that!
But the morning was not through with Mari just yet. Hana
burst into the toilet and dragged her off to the phone. Ray Moyde
was on the other end with an invitation to supper. It was a very
awkward conversation and Mari was relieved when she hung up.
She slumped back into her chair; happy, but sad. Now a decision
had to be made: What was she going to do? She hardly had time
to collect her thoughts before another surprise.
Laurie came through the door.

Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 243

“Ah.., the infamous, Laurie Endecott,” Hana said,
remaining seated as a woman in a blue raincoat swept passed her
desk and went over to Mari. It was hardly a difficult assumption,
Mari had gone over Laurie's identity like a young archaeologists at
a prehistoric dig.
“And you'd be, Hana,” Laurie replied without looking back.
Mari said, coldly, “Hello, Laurie,” looking away towards
the window.
Laurie leaned up against a partition of files in Mari’s line of
sight. She spoke to Mari quietly. “Listen, I told you this would all
work out just fine. I was at Nicky's when his solicitor phoned this
morning. Detective Jarrbach has a suspect. That druggie called
Taylor. And the police are there right now searching for new
evidence to implicate her in some sort of blackmail ring. He'll be
cleared of all suspicion. Isn't that great?”
Mari's chair flew back on it's wheels. She had quickly risen
from it, stood tense, still staring out of the window. “You mean he
was going to go free, anyway..? Christ, it's awful!” she screamed a
whisper, “Did you see the papers this morning, the horrible things
they said and, like, how she was found? It's so.., it's just disgusting
– how could..,” she held her breath and fell silent abruptly.
“Charlotte's not worth bothering about, Mari.”
The coldness in Laurie's voice made Hana cringe. She had
seen her friend's chair go whistling by and had put down the file
she was reading. This woman was a monster, Hana had no doubt.
She was toying with Mari, torturing her. It was now clear to
Hana. She said:
“Shows how much you know about Mari,”
“Leave us alone, won't you?” Laurie barked back.
“Not likely. Mari's a very dear friend and I don't like to see
her get pushed around by anyone, especially someone she hardly
knows.”
“Oh, she knows me, alright. Probably a lot more than she
knows you,” was the odd remark. “Now, Mari, I want you to pick
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–”
But Hana hadn't finished with Laurie: “There's something
about you that really turns my stomach. Haven't you got any
decency in you? You turn up, unannounced into Mari's life, cause
her chaos with each phone call you make here, as if she were some
object, like a doll, you could just toss about at will... I watch her,
you know, I care about her.”
Mari, begging, “Hana, please..? Stay out of this, you don't
know the half of it.”
Laurie smiled. “Exactly. And while you're gone you can
get us a cup of coffee... One sugar for me.”
“Excuse ME!” Hana was on her feet in fury. “You're the
one who's leaving...” She strode up, came to within a foot of
crashing Laurie against filing cabinets.
Hana was not small. Laurie was surprised at just how large
she was. She said hastily; “You want to be careful about who you
throw around, Mari's told me all about you.”
Mari gaped... “What? Laurie – Stop this bullshit!”
An acrid response from Laurie: “Just pick me up from your
place after work, Mari, and we'll talk about all this over diner.”
Laurie was not looking at Mari, she was still facing Hana.
Continued; “You are coming this evening, aren't you? Oh and by
the way, I'll be staying at Nicky's for the next few days, so you
won't have to bother about me any more.” Laurie raised a defiant
eyebrow, sidestepped the towering Hana and walked away.
Hana didn't bother with a response. She turned to Mari,
“Come on, ducky, it's no use keeping everything to yourself, you
have to tell me what's going on. Who's this 'Nicky' bloke she
keeps on talking about..? And surely you haven't given her a key
to your flat?”
Mari took a deep breath and exhaled thoroughly.
“Tomorrow,” she said, “Everything should be resolved by then,
OK. I'll... I think I'll be able to talk tomorrow.”
She walked away from her friend, though she knew she
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should not have. Friends, true friends, were for trusting. And
though she hated herself for abandoning Hana, all she was asking
for was one more day.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Downstairs, in the cellar of Margana's Restaurant in
Clerkenwell, Ray Moyde sat happily with his two, special friends.
In the centre of the square table glowed an orange lantern which
cast his shadow on the roughly stuccoed wall behind. Above him,
bottles and smoked hams hung from the false rafters; he'd had to
duck on his way to the table, they were that low. The restaurant
was crowded.., it always was. It was a well known, tapas bar with
a reputation for extravagance and great service. Waitresses,
rushing here and there, were immaculately decked out in flowing,
Flamenco dresses, with white waist sashes, colourful head scarves
tied about the head and enormous, round earrings dangling from
beneath. People were heaving steaming spoons onto plates,
gapping mouths occupied with either food or conversation, as forkfulls were shoved in and words gushed out, and the sound of
laughter rattled above the pluck of three guitarists huddled in a
corner.
Laurie was on Ray's left, Mari on his right; an empty chair
in the isle between tables. They had finished up a few starters,
some sprinkled with paprika, seafood mostly, and were chatting
while the main courses were being prepared. Mari was talking.
She was avoiding what had to be said knowing it would all come
out soon enough.
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“... It's not the same thing. People are not afraid of
medicine, they’re like, afraid of pollution, global warming and
stuff.”
“You can complain all you want,” Ray sighed. “But nothing
ever happens.”
Mari smiled. “Nobody listens to you, do they,” she said.
“If they do,” he said, “They never agree.”
“I think you've got to stop concerning yourself with the
world and its problems, Ray. Take some time to think about a
change. I think you feel responsible, somehow, but you’re not, and
you’ve got to stop.”
Laurie complained. “That's not it, Mari. Look, Nicky is
just more involved in these matters than you or I, and understands
that for every action there needs to be an equal and opposite
reaction. That’s a balance human progress has completely undone,
and it needs to be redressed. He's saying what has to be said. And
doing what has to be done.”
Ray interjected. “Hey.., you two are worse than a couple of
surgeons evaluating the death of a corpse.” He smiled. “I've been
very lucky recently and I've been thinking a lot.., about the future.”
“That's great,” Mari perked up, placed a tender hand on his
sleeve. She had been wondering all day about Ray's reaction to
recent events and she had decided it was only he who could settle
all their differences. Laurie she would just ignore. She was a little
apprehensive about what he might say, but it would be his choice
and she would just hope it included her. She still loved him, she
didn’t know why any more, only that she needed him. Ultimately,
he would resolve this and she would have to accept what ever
came of his decision.
He looked at them both. “You've given me such confidence
in recent days, the two of you, I don't know how to thank you. But
I think it's time I should go.”
“Yes, you should come down to Cornwall for a while, that
would be good for you,” Laurie agreed, a hand on his other sleeve.
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“No..!” Mari exclaimed. “I mean.., you'd just be running
away from yourself, Ray. You've got to face up to all the things
that have happened and then start afresh. Leaving it all behind, as
if it, like, never happened, would only make things worse.”"
“Like you,” Laurie chuckled. She reached for the bottle of
wine and filled each glass to the brim, even the empty one at the
fourth place. “Mari, you're such a hypocrite.
You know
something,.?” Laurie then continued, “We never did give Charlotte
acknowledgement for kindly bringing us all together. She's
another one who should be thanked.”
Mari caught herself glancing at the chair beside her. A blur
of deception, a moment of mad reflection, and she was staring at
an impression of Charlotte draped in a red towel, long strands of
silken, wet hair reaching down in front of her nose. Mari shut one
eye and the image was gone.
“Please..,” Ray uttered disapprovingly. “I'm not going to
thank that poor, unfortunate girl, or anyone else, for that matter. I
got myself into this mess and by some stroke of luck I’m now a
free man.”
Mari was looking at Laurie – so she hadn’t told him.
Ray continued: “No, Laurie, let's drink to the future. I'm
going to cut myself off, once and for all be done with it, that's my
future. So here's to all of us and our destiny.”
Mari was startled by his remark. “Ray, you don't mean..?”
She didn't want to say it – the word.., death – nor did she want to
hear it from him. But she had to know.
“A long holiday, Mari, alienation. I think it's the best way,
best for us all,” he confirmed.
“I thought you were talking, like, suicide or something,”
she said, relieved.
“He couldn't do that,” Laurie laughed, “That would conflict
with his profession.”
“You know, Laurie's quite right,” he nodded, “There’d be
no point. I'm not allowed to commit suicide, it's against the law.
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Even if I kicked up a fuss and refused medication, they'd still force
me to live. You don't have a choice these days, doctors just expect
everyone to want to live.”
“I take it you're not going to be donating your body parts to
the cause of medical research or, like.., to save a life?” Mari
frowned.
“Quite so,” Ray raised his glass to the centre of the table.
The women obliged, though each reluctant to touch the other's
glass.
“The future...”
After a quick sip Mari returned to her previous question:
“You've had a chance at life, Ray, why not give somebody else a
future: that right to life?”
Laurie jumped in – “But it's not a right,” she argued. “He
was just born, that's all. Nobody has a right to life or a right to
employment or, for that matter, a right to be happy. Problem is, the
world is burdened with selfish and lazy people who just invent
rights to get what others have fought for,” she scoffed. “Bloody
hell, It's getting to the point where you have a right to be stupid!”
She stopped and smiled directly at Mari.
“That's typical coming from someone who's got money and
who never had to raise a finger to look after themselves,” Mari said
quickly.
“Oh, I've had to fight, Mari, and I'm not about to sit back
on my arse now, either. You may well think you have a right to
your own life, but you have no right to interfere in anybody else's.”
Laurie's remark was intended to make a claim on the man between
them, she was disturbed by Mari's coolness and felt just that little
bit threatened. She had said it with a fierce glare and she let it
burn.
Mari blinked, showed no outward sign of wavering. “We all
have rights, we're all born equal whether you like it or not.”
“Oh, bullshit! you're in Social Services and you tell me
that your system treats everyone equally. Why is it any pair of
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degenerates are allowed to have a child, but to adopt one you have
to be a model citizen? The DHSS is just a business like any other,
looking out for itself in case it gets blamed for a cock-up in the
future.”
“Laurie, some of us have fought hard to get this far, you
know, not just fighting for our own rights but for other people who
don't have the ability to fight for themselves. Some of us care
about this quality of life. It's a right we all share.”
“Well for heaven's sake! Life.., we don't own it and nor is
it owed to us.” Laurie glanced at Ray, then back at Mari. “OK then.
Why is it we have a right to life but no right to end it? Where's the
logic in that, huh? Death is part of life, you know, it's the bit on
the end. So, if it's my life and I have a right to it, why can't I have
a right to all of it; the right to commit suicide, if I want?”
“That's terrible,” Mari cried. “People make mistakes, but
death is irreversible. Suicide is selfish, you know, never a thought
for those close who may love that person.”
Ray entered the discussion, unwillingly. “Laurie, when
facing a crisis, pressures can be very persuasive, as can others with
ulterior motives. The law is to safeguard against such things.”
“Huh... Coming from you that's a joke. What you do could
be described as euthanasia, so why are you on her side?”
“That's different.”
“Is it?” Laurie was displeased. “You've always said that
once people are dead they don't care.., they can’t care, so what's the
big fuss?”
Ray looked about the restaurant, felt as if tables around
them were closing in, that people were trying to listen. Laurie was
loud. He smiled sheepishly at a couple to his left. Mari
intercepted:
“I think when someone is dying in hospital, there's still
often a chance they'll pull through and you shouldn't take that
chance away from them,” she said, glancing up at Ray.
Laurie jeered. “That argument is so silly. It's like saying
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we should all make babies all the time because if we don't then
we're not giving every possible life a chance to succeed.”
Ray again. “And then there is the reverse: What if a
doctor's diagnosis was later found to be wrong and the person
would have lived?”
Now Laurie was laughing: “Don't lie on earth dug from a
new grave.., hah! Mari, here, believes adamantly in destiny, but
when fate says: 'time to die', all of a sudden she wants to interfere –
make up your mind!”
“Christ, Laurie. it's just not right, offering people who may
be less well off or in need of help, the option to, like, end it all.”
“Let them. I call that fair! Rock climbers are allowed to
risk their lives and nobody gives a toss if they fall off a cliff and
break their necks. Really, if we were all so concerned then
climbing would be made illegal...”
Ray leaned back. Did not see it. Did not see two women
fighting each for their own part of him. He was listening – not to
Laurie, he had heard her rhetoric before – to Mari. He wanted to
believe in her, felt that she was likely the only person in the world
who could help him. He didn’t have to ask for help, he knew if he
listened carefully, significance would emerge. Just being beside
her made things clearer, somehow. Unfortunately, he was in love
with an angel, he knew that, which meant he couldn’t take her with
him. Once through with him she would be needed elsewhere, that
was her job. She was such a very rare and precious commodity.
He watched as his companions fought on, secretly hoping that
Mari would overcome Laurie's ravings, knowing she probably
would not. It didn't matter, Mari was pure heaven; she was above
reproach.
“You know,” he pointed out, “Suicide is only considered by
humans. No other species on Earth contemplates such an outcome.
They may give up due to sickness or injury, but they don't cause
their own death.”
Mari spoke up. “All life is precious, Laurie, how is it you
don't seem to understand that? You have, like, no compassion.”
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“Listen to you... Would you have Cucumber put down if
she were old and sick and the Vet said it was the best thing for her?
Of course you would. So tell me, what's so wrong about
controlling our own population?”
Mari was incapable of ignoring Laurie, but she was
becoming increasingly frustrated. The more they went on, the
more she felt it impossible to get any reason from her and that all
Laurie was doing was arguing for the sake of it.
“Look, we live in a complicated world.”
“Exactly, Mari. Just as war is justifiable so should
euthanasia. You are so blind not to realise that. You'd think
nothing of taking a pill to stop nature from ending your life, but
you won't let anyone else control their natural desires unless it suits
you. In America you can be granted the death penalty if you ask
for it, but euthanasia is illegal – I don't get it? What is death,
anyway? What is everyone so afraid of..?”
From the midst of Laurie's outburst crept doubt. It caught
Mari unaware and she hesitated in responding. Was death such a
terrible thing? All her life, Mari had believed in good causes, life
was something she just imagined to be the best for all. Now she
was wondering. She looked at Ray, sipping at his wine. A man
who had killed people, yet there she was, sitting with him as if he
were the nicest person on Earth. What if life was only the
beginning and death was freedom from that burden and a journey
to a better place? Why did she believe in God but deny the
existence of ghosts? A few days ago she had believed in Laurie,
then had refused to believe anything she said. Now, again, she was
falling under Laurie's spell. What was the truth?
Ray cleared her muddled brain. “If I could just say; I think
we only have a right to things we've created ourselves,” he
suggested calmly. “Life is given to us, we didn't create it and,
therefore, we have no rights over it at all. That's what bothers me
about the medical profession.”
“In that case, nor do we have a right to take life away,”
Mari shrugged.
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Ray turned to her. She was agreeing with what he had just
said and he was acutely aware of it. He was also aware of her
redirect. While Mari and Ray were thinking a pair of waiters
approached, high trays laden with food. Ray was abruptly struck
by a change in Mari's appearance:
“Oh,” he said, “You're wearing glasses again?”
Mari made a face. “Yes. The contacts bothered me,
especially when my eyes were tired.., made them water,” she
replied, then smiled. “Anyway, I didn't like how they made me
look.”
Laurie muttered disdainfully: “There are rights for just
about every, bloody thing going. Why not the right to lie?”
She was ignored. The table was quickly swamped by
mounds of dishes. Conversation was rejected in favour of an
enormous Paella. Later, after they had devoured sweets, a final
round of wine was served up by Laurie. The bottle, now empty,
she dropped it with a napkin into a pedestal ice-bucket beside her.
As Laurie withdrew her hand and the napkin beneath the table the
other hand was fumbling with her purse. It opened, and a little,
blue bottle was delicately slipped inside.
The bill was ordered. Ray paid. Then, all three ready, they
stepped out under the rain and into a waiting taxi. Their
destination: Ray's flat, where Mari had left her car. On arrival
coffee was suggested, so all three went up.
“Nicky, this is wonderful, the three of us together,” Laurie
sang, bounding up the steps behind him. She was wearing a pinstripe suit with waistcoat and a gold tie to match the boots, her hair
bouncing out behind her in a pony tail clasped with a golden eagle.
“Yes, and I thought the meal was great.” He turned and
smiled back. He saw Mari below, on the pavement draped in a
long overcoat. Felt a swelling in the chest, he would remember
that soft face always. “Coming, Mari?”
Mari stepped cautiously up the steps.
“Are you alright?” He noticed she was uneasy and was
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leaning to aid her ascent.
“Umhum.., just fine,” she said cheerily, wagging her head.
He opened the door, let them both in. Mari ambled by
awkwardly, supporting herself on Laurie's shoulder as they went up
stairs to his flat. The women both took to the sofa. Ray excused
himself and disappeared. On his return he signalled to Laurie to
join him in the kitchen; something bothered him about Mari's
behaviour and Laurie, herself, was acting strange.
Laurie looked in through the archway that separated the
two rooms. “You want me to make the coffee? Such a silly...” She
was shaking her head.
“No... What's going on?” he said. “Mari looks like she's
drunk.”
“Is that what you called me in here for? Really, and you..,
a doctor!” Laurie hummed... “Well of course she is, aren’t we all a
little drunk?” She stepped by him, took two tumblers from the
cabinet above her head. She didn't wait for an answer and breezed
out into the living room.
“Laurie,” he hissed after her, “Have you given her
anything?”
“Well, yes, actually –”
She vanished.
He waited...
On her return, with drinks in hand, he begged for a
response. “Laurie, what are you doing? What did you give her?
You can’t be giving people drugs like that. What’s her problem?”
“Nicky, my darling,” she had lowered her tumbler to the
kitchen counter and was running a long, gold nail up his chest.
“You've been in jail, she's been terribly upset and just this
afternoon she had a breakdown. I went by her office and took her
out shopping, then I gave her a Valium.., OK? She's much better
now, just let her relax and she'll soon be herself again.”
“Are you sure? She wasn't like this in the restaurant.”
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“Of course,” she whittled. “Now, just you unwind; we're
here to celebrate, for heaven's sake, so stop your worrying and lets
go be together.”
“Alright. But this'll have to be an early night, I'm really
tired,” he said nervously.
Laurie swung about and was entering the living room as he
finished speaking. She knelt down in front of Mari. “Come with
me,” she said, hauling her up and sitting her on the arm of the sofa.
Laurie took off Mari's coat, then walked directly to a panelled
closet by the front hall and hung it up. Inside, she shuffled about
with a rack of CD's, picked one and turned on the system in the
living room.
“Nicky,” she raised her voice above Rumours, “Mari and I
are going to use your bathroom. I need to get out of these things,
let me borrow a dressing gown.” She picked up Mari by the waist,
strode towards his bedroom door, confidently, she knew he
wouldn't object, she just wanted to maintain her status. What was
his was hers.
In his bedroom Laurie sat the listless and drowsed Mari
down on the bed and removed her cardigan, then unbuttoned her
blue blouse. Smiled wickedly. Laurie slipped out of her suit,
pulled the clasp from her hair and shook her head. Then creeping
half naked around his bed, she ran her hands over the bed covers to
find the shirt he had earlier discarded. She drew it to her chest. It
smelt of him, as if he were so close and he was hers, and she was
squeezing him. From the living room came a throbbing of music
and she began to dance, round and round she swept. The swirling
of her body met the swirling in her mind and they joined hands as
she danced. She was embraced by the moment, felt a euphoria
building and a long-tempting promise drawing near.
The
transformation complete, she was ready. She flung the shirt which
was 'Nicky' to the bed, dipped to remove her knickers and threw
them on top. Then to his en-suite bathroom where she found a
purple gown. Now it was Mari's turn.
The two women emerged into sight a few minutes later.
Mari was plopped on the sofa beside him. He looked at her,
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examined an eye...
“Oh, stop worrying about her,” Laurie groaned, “She's fine.
Aren't you, darling.” She floated over behind the sofa and ran
fingers through Mari's hair. Mari grinned, nodded complacently.
“See, isn't she adorable; she's happy as can be,” Laurie said,
smiling down at her. “Now.., where's your drink?” she looked
around. Saw his glass on a newspaper on the floor. “Oh.., drink
up, I'm way ahead of you.”
She was off to the cabinet. He watched her go. Spoke as
she drifted away:
“Such a terrible thing, that girl being murdered,” he
muttered. “So young, so ambitious... And what a coincidence for it
to happen while I was locked up.”
“Maybe she did it to herself?” Laurie suggested. She was
looking in the mirror, the same mirror Charlotte had looked into
just the week before. She was smiling cruelly at Charlotte and
thinking: This room behind her reflection, just a moment in the
past, and if she willed it, could return to that night, could come up
behind her and –
“I think not. My solicitor told me she'd been badly
mutilated, hardly something one could self-inflict.”
Laurie was staring at Charlotte in the mirror; “Oh, but she
could have, she could've brought about her own death. You said
she was a flirt, well, maybe she flirted with the wrong person?”
He did not respond immediately. Was thinking. Who could
do such a vile thing as that to a young girl? No taste, no decency.
A mad man.., only a mad man could do such a thing!
He said: “Actually, the police have done some forensics on
a tiny sample of chewing gum found on the base of my phone. It
indicates that Charlotte must have disengaged the phone. They
think she may have had an accomplice.., and he might have
silenced her to cover himself. He may be the murderer, he might
even know about me and might try to incriminate me in some
way.”
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“Don't get so paranoid, Nicky.
Nobody's going to
incriminate you... and Charlotte got what she deserved.” A smile,
broadened, stretched the mirror sideways. Then: “Oh, yes. She
learned her lesson.”
He saw Laurie staring, unmoving. She was such a tenuous
woman, but so good to him; yes, a little despotic; and then he
wondered what life would be like without her. And here, in his
flat, though she had never been here before it seemed as if she
belonged. He shook his head in response to her statement.
“Hardly,” he replied and looked down at Mari. “We learn from our
mistakes, but if the death penalty is for those who trip up, no one
would get passed the age of six. Charlotte was foolish, yes, but
that was no lesson in life, that was brutal murder.”
“How can you side with her?” Laurie swung round in one
easy moment. “She could have destroyed you, Nicky. And you..,
who can snap young life like a twig, who are you to be denouncing
this act? And why should this coincidence you mentioned be so
wrong? Her life has been sacrificed for yours, just as you sacrifice
one child for another.”
Laurie was offended by his remarks, she had done this
thing for him, she had expected some thanks, even if he didn’t
know – yet. She saw his empty glass. Decided not to tell him
right now, there were other things to do before the truth would be
spilled. “Forget it. Lets have a drink.”
He shrugged; let her get her way. He was happy and a bit
tipsy, and now he had good reason to be merry. He had a solution,
which meant he had a future. The end was in sight.
A while later, and Laurie was on the side of the sofa,
laughing and chatting gaily. His thoughts had returned to Mari.
He was still troubled, she had said nothing all evening, but for a
few grunts and giggles.
“You don't just prescribe any old thing to someone in her
state. She drank quite a bit at the restaurant, you know. Mixing
drugs with alcohol is dangerous. It won't do, you know, she's a
very sensitive person.., you might completely ruin her.”
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“Rubbish.” Laurie quipped. “We're the happiest souls on
the planet, Mari and I, because you are free and we can all get back
to living again. And all you're doing is making a mess of this
moment by worrying.” She reached for Mari's free hand and gave
it a gentle tug. “Come on, my love, up you get and dance with me,
leave the old gripe to simmer... You know,” Laurie carried on in
one breath, “I think this whole police affair has got you all in a
tangle, but you needn't bother yourself about any of it because
we'll soon be far away from here, away from this city life.” She
hiccupped and pulled Mari off the side of the sofa. “It's a machine,
Nicky, a clone factory. It's not for people different, like you... the
city.”
The wobbly Mari was coming up onto her feet now, she
was smiling, she found the whole thing slightly amusing... What,
she did not know.
Ray watched Mari rise. Watched as Laurie took her around
the waist and began to sway her to a rhythm he could sense, was
more than mere music.
“... Fight? Why fight this system, why not leave it all
behind,” Laurie's drunken chatter wafted in and out of sound.
“Nicky, down in the west country you can be yourself, you can
make your own choices: paint the walls any-bloody-colour-youwant; you can stay in bed till eleven, work till four in the morning,
if that suits you. Nicky, you can breath real air, eat good food, not
the artificial stuff they chuck at you up here; you can live a real,
human existence. Yes, Nicky.., be your own master...” Laurie
raved on, danced on, gown swirling all around. Hands lightly
tugging at a waistband, fingers pulling out Mari’s blouse and then
they were slipping under and out of sight. Sensual, arousing
foreplay, was riveting to watch; a dancing, domineering woman
with a hapless rag-doll in her arms.
Mari felt alright, though the situation was hard to define;
she was having difficulty with the source of her consciousness.
Only the two companions held her focus enough for her to realize
she was still a part of something. Laurie was the stronger
attraction at present, words flowing into Mari from somewhere
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behind those brilliant, blue-green eyes; Laurie's aroma inviting,
firm hands warm in the small of her back, guiding her around the
room with purpose and that was just fine. Mari couldn't keep
account of how long they were in motion, there seemed no end to
each moment and it was a pleasant thing not to have to worry. And
those words vibrating all around her, tingling, a continuous flow as
if strung out in a loop and returning, never-ending sentences; no
sense, just a pleasant awareness.., that was all.
Laurie had somehow unzipped Mari's dress while they
were dancing and it had fallen to the floor, then her blouse off the
shoulders, leaving her in a violet camisole. It seemed alright, Mari
considered for a while, cool breeze on the legs, some weight
around her waist gone.., quite nice. Then she was tipping over,
legs giving beneath her as the sofa slid behind her knees and
Laurie was lowering her to the softness of the cushions below. She
saw a purple gown loosely hung around a body, held by a tassel
barely tied. Purple, what is purple? Was that the colour... The
image faded, the gown moved away to the side. Chinks of ices
falling into a glass – she could identify the sound, gave her quite a
thrill; the acknowledgement – and now a voice, a man.., a nice
man. She turned and saw a sweet face, lips moving up and down
like frothy waves breaking on a shore. She was Mari, he was
Ray.., she had miraculously decided. She knew him; she knew
everything which needed to be known at that time, her memory
was full.., of nothing but a truth. So she replied – to what she was
not sure; “Yes, I’m fine... How are you?”
Laurie slithered up on the other side of Mari and lowered
her head to her lap. She began slowly rubbing Mari's belly with
the palm of a hand, stopping occasionally to pick and pluck at her
as would a child her teddy bear; Mari not asleep, but somewhere
quite else: A desert.., lying on dunes, belly hot from the sun... with
eyes open and staring at a mole on Laurie's neck. Laurie looked at
her Nicky, sitting on the other side of Mari, watching her. He had
been watching and listening for sometime, too many drinks to have
any thoughts about what Laurie had in mind.
Laurie's dancing had soothed him, she was hypnotic,
sexual, and her deep voice had drawn him into a dark security,
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away from the things he cared to think about. He was entangled in
the mood she had set, and her attention towards Mari, such
intensity having surpassed his need for concern.
Laurie spoke again and he was relieved of thought. Her
voice flowed, no longer in competition with the music, as if it were
the music; and the curtains drawn, the lights off, only a soft glow
from the electric hearth to aid in vision.
“... So real,” she was saying, “Such a powerful force. I can
feel it when I'm near you, Nicky, and it comes from you, it's inside
you and it pours out all over me, gives me shivers – do you feel it
too, Mari?” A nodding from her lap. Then Laurie slipping the
violet camisole up over a firm round belly, saying; “See, I knew it,
you really do have a power to heal, Nicky.., you’re amazing!” She
was shaking her head and raising a hand as if to beckon him. “Just
a touch from you and you can heel, Nicky, look at her, look at
Mari... She is yours. Touch her, you can make her feel better.”
The idea was given no real thought. He was willed to,
suddenly could not not, had for so long desired to touch Mari that
he accepted the invitation. He leaned over and looked down at
Mari. She wasn't afraid, she was smiling; it was OK, he was
thinking, she really wouldn't mind. Laurie was giving Mari back
to him. Laurie, ever the thoughtful, releasing her hold, saying he
could have her Mari and so everything would be alright.
... And all this in Mari's absence.
A silence took over, as if the entire room had suddenly been
emptied but for the three of them and the sofa. The music had
stopped. Laurie rose and stepped away. She watched, breathless,
her chest tight. This was her achievement; here, before her, finally
she would witness the utter glory of desecration. How he did it.
Why he did it. And she would collect what was hers, she would
have his seed. For him the sacrificial maiden laid. It was a gift, it
was his right, his duty. Mari must be silenced and who better at it
than her man. Yes, this would surely be his ultimate performance.
Just as he had done to all the other children, only this time she
would see it for herself. Would he penetrate Mari.., could he? Yes
he must. He would surely smoother her, crush and squeeze the life
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out of her, and she would make no sound but a thumping of veins
and a few frantic, helpless spasms as she went... Mari's death
would be climatic and Laurie would thus be reborn.
It was happening – God, this was going to happen!
Eagerly she watched, saw his hand entering her camisole,
lifting it up now to leave her breasts exposed. He was looking, she
was wondering.., and then Laurie could bare the suspense no
longer. She rushed over to the hall table and retrieved her
handbag. She fumbled with the buckle as she came running back,
watching the sofa while digging about for the things she had
brought with her. In her haste, and eyes only for the sofa, a little,
blue bottle tumbled out as she withdrew a plastic tube. It dropped
silently to the carpet and made a roll towards the sofa. She cursed
and knelt quickly to retrieve it, but the handbag tilted still further
and more things tumbled out: A syringe, two test tubes, and a pair
of surgical gloves.
She was kneeling, looking up at Nicky, fingers creeping
through the soft pile carpet in search of that damn, blue bottle.
Their eyes met... Then his to the bottle –
..?
In an instant her stage exploded.
Everything inside out. Mari suddenly in view on the sofa
and Nicky gone.
* * *
How could this happen? This was not meant to be? Laurie
was staring out of a window, Mari still lying half naked on the sofa
behind her. She was hammering at her thoughts, refusing to
believe that this was how it was suppose to end. She had planned
it so it had to work: He would begin his glorious process and
would become aroused, would become stiff; it would rise, his
monument, and he would push and she would be opened wide,
would have to let him in, and it would slowly sink inside her; and
as she lay dying he would ejaculate his seed into her warm interior.
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She had brought everything that was needed, and it would be hers
to have. She would take his seed from her, her dead body violated
in order to achieve her aim. Every drop from within her would be
collected, sucked from her, from every fold of her skin. It would
have to be done quickly, his seed would need to stay warm. The
procedure would need to be hygienic, everything sterile, she had
planned it that way. She would then insert the syringe into her own
vagina and let conception of a god begin.
He lay in bed trembling that night. He felt guilty, ashamed
of himself and how he had taken advantage of Mari. But alcohol
was still in his blood stream, things were not clear at all. He
remembered the little, blue bottle and the sudden realisation that
Laurie was using his potion on Mari, and the awful thought that
Mari was subdued like all the other children, as if Laurie had laid
her out for him to kill. It was all such a muddle of thoughts. The
only thing clear was that he wouldn't be able to face Mari again,
couldn't bare to. He would go, as he had planned, though he
wanted so much to explain.
He was half dreaming, half thinking, when something
stirred at the door. He tried to move, could not, was restrained,
heard a noise, tried to look up, but could not. Laurie.., was it her?
She was coming for him, could see her now crawling up the wall
on all fours, up and then above him on the ceiling, head turned
down as she passed over the bed; and she was hissing at him, a
serpent at its prey:
“... From the herb garden, silly boy, you'd told me the
formula and I have all the ingredients at my disposal. My very
own, little, blue bottle... Worked just fine, didn't it? Ha ha –
What..? No, we don't need Mari any more, she'll only get in the
way. Come on, follow me and you'll find her ready, just as you left
her, just the way you like to have them, lying on your sofa.”
Where was this voice coming from? He could hear but he
could not seem to see. Only a vision above him, could not be real,
must be a dream and yet so real. Or was he going mad? Then he
was trying to speak. Heard himself moan; “No, Laurie. Why are
you doing this to her? – hurting her, poor Mari – don't.., leave her
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alone. She's not one of them, she's all of them, don't you
understand; she's their freedom. She's an angel.”
“Bullshit!” The body dropped, pinning him to the bed with
the covers, arms and legs beginning to grow, as if taking root in the
mattress beneath him. Then it hissed and chaffed; “You like what
you do, my little fiend, don't deny it, don't lie to yourself or you'll
make me mad. You tell the truth, you're honest, you don't lie to me
like other men do.., no, you don't, you like what you do and you're
going to do it again. You don't think I got you out of that mess just
so you could have a little affair with Mari, did you? No.., I want
you.., more from you. You can have her if you want, plop her in
the boot of the car and we'll take her down to the abbey. Only like
that will you be released! Now, thank me,” the creature breathed
on him, “Yes, thank me, damn you. You are free.., she's your
freedom, not theirs; they have no freedom coming to them.”
And as he watched the face began to turn, it began to
change, hair shortening, paler, straighter.., rounding of cheeks and
an up-righting of the nose. And then a recognition... tried to
withdraw but could not, paralysed, had to face that awful stare,
dead and staring: Charlotte! He began struggling, trying to break
from those ties which bound him beneath the sheets. Couldn't free
himself, couldn’t understand why he could not move and the white
face lowering to his, was going to kiss him with those chilling lips.
It spoke softly; “Please take me, I want you to hold me. Ray.., it's
only me, Charlie..! Just a kiss and a hug and your hands around
my neck, then I'll go away. I promise I will. Say you'd love to...”
His head lashed sideways, suddenly awake, and he could
move. Reeled up and lurched over, heading for the side of the
bed... Came face to face with Laurie, kneeling up from the floor.
He screamed:
“It was you..! Oh, my God, you took Charlotte and you
murdered her... You... you..?” He felt nausea as he looked at her..,
Laurie, smiling like a cat that cannot grin. He was shaking,
couldn’t stop shaking, uncontrollably. Then another cry from him:
“You have her soul – for God’s sake – you have to let it go.
Don't torment her, you don’t know what you’re doing, she's
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suffered enough. Let her go.”
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Dawn penetrated the blinds dimly. It was early morning of
the following day. Laurie, sprawled out across an armchair, was
woken by sounds from the kitchen. She hauled herself up and
rubbed her face, then stepped unsteadily to the arched doorway.
There was a gurgling sound, as if someone were brushing their
teeth. Her curiosity drove her to investigate and she peered around
into the narrow kitchen. It was Mari buckled over the sink. She
was wrapped in her old raincoat, hands on the rim – vomiting in
obvious agony – pale-faced, with blackened eyes and what looked
like a splitting headache.
“Dear me,” Laurie hid a smile, “What a mess you're in this
morning.”
“Stay away from me!” an order echoed out of the basin.
Mari lurched again, but nothing would surface. She turned to face
Laurie, hands still clutching the rim of the sink, her chin streaked
with bile. “I woke up this morning in that negligee,” she muttered,
pointing at the bin, “But I never put it on.” Then, raising her voice,
“What vile game did you play last night? You drugged me.., I
know you did.”
Laurie risked a chuckle, “It looked lovely on you. I said it
would.”
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 266

“You're insane, Laurie. I didn't know it was possible for
someone to hide insanity so well. Just go away and leave me
alone.”
Laurie wasn't in the mood. “Insane..! Me?” she laughed.
“You're the one who had the insane idea that we could somehow
cure a psychopathic, serial killer.”
“Jesus CHRIST..! Laurie, you slaughtered a young girl,
Charlotte. You ripped her to pieces. She was innocent, she was
young, and you tore her apart just like that, without the slightest
emotion. You can’t justify that, not even if it's to save someone
else's life. You're an absolute monster..! You're the psychopath,
you've been driving Ray to murder by encouraging him with all
your bloody morale crap, and you still think you're right. You live
in a world that's totally unreal, it's not our world – it's not a world
at all – it's all up there in your head. I'm not just saying you're
insane.., you ARE INSANE!”
Mari had got it out of her; she'd said it all and it had felt
easy. She stood up straight, brushed passed Laurie on her way
out.., but never quite got to the door. A fierce blow flung her
sideways onto a rigid cabinet.
Laurie flared up: “And, just where do you think you're
going in such a hurry?” She pinned Mari to the cupboards.
“The police, Laurie. I have to.”
“Don't be such a stupid girl.”
“Someone has to tell them what really happened. This can't
go on, none of this should ever have happened. It has to be
stopped before it gets totally out of control.”
“You are in this, too, remember? You helped me dispose of
Charlotte, you are an accessory to murder!”
Mari faltered. But then, with renewed effort; “It doesn't
matter, killing is wrong.., we've, like, got to confess.”
“If you tell the police, they'll put it all together, you know,
then Nicky will be implicated, too.”
“No they won't, we're just talking about the murder of
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Charlotte. Like, they'll think we did it out of jealousy and Ray
won't even be questioned.” Mari said, trying to convince herself...
was nearly succeeding.
Laurie was not impressed, she was shaking her head. “Of
course he will.”
“No he won't... I must, I've got to –”
Laurie slapped her hard in the face. “You just never listen,
do you?” She watched the head swing away and then return as
would a conker suspended from a child's string.
“Ow – you hurt me,” it said.
“That's what happens to stupid people, Mari. Think about
it, stop being so naive. You don't think I would have left any clues
in Charlotte's flat that would lead the police to me, do you? I was
wearing gloves.., hair in a bun. Who was the only person in her
flat that night..? It was you, sweetie, your finger prints on the glass
of Vodka, your knees on the rug, your traces on the red towels.
Silly girl. I wasn't there that night, it'll be your word against mine
in court and you don't stand a chance, you haven't got the balls...
Now, Mari, pull yourself together, clean yourself up and we can
talk about all this rationally. The three of us, together, we'll work
something out. I'll go wake Nicky and then we should get going.”
“Where to?” Mari was hurting, and Laurie wasn't helping
her headache any.
She let Laurie walk away, as nothing better would come to
her. It gave her time to absorb what Laurie had said, and it was all
too clear: That insane woman would lie to save herself; she, Mari,
would be destroyed. The future became distant, she could only see
the next few minutes ahead of her. Now, where had she left her
glasses? She turned on the light. In the window at the end of the
narrow kitchen she saw her reflection. She squinted as she
approached herself. She looked pathetic, hardly recognized
herself; perhaps a new identity would make this all go away.
Reaching for a paper towel, she wiped her eyes, then her chin –
then heard a scream!
Mari hadn't even the will to investigate, she just stood
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there, waiting for something else to happen, expecting, knowing
something would reveal itself sooner or later.
It did... A voice, Laurie shouting angrily: “Damn him, he's
gone! He's not here... He's left us without a word.” Some
clattering from the living room. Groaning, then more shouting;
“Idiot, he'll get himself into trouble, I know he will.”
Laurie was pacing up and down, lashing out at anything
within reach.
Mari followed her around. “Like, where would he have
gone?” she asked quietly.
“Cornwall... Look, he left a note: Gone fishing.” Laurie
snarled. “Your clothes are in his bedroom. Get dressed. We'll go
after him.”
Then Mari, with a thought of her own; “No! I've got to go
to work.., if I don't I'll lose my job. I've already been late twice
this –”
“Who cares about your bloody job? What about Nicky?”
“Laurie, I can drop you at the station, I'll come down this
evening. Please, it's the only chance I have of saving my career.”
“You'll go soft on me, Mari. You'll start feeling sorry for
yourself and make a mistake, I know you... No! You're staying
with me,” Laurie said adamantly.
“Christ, I've been missing days and getting in late, I'll be
fired for definite. But if I can, like, just talk to my Head, finish up
– catch up on stuff – then maybe he'll let me have the week off.
I'm up for a couple of weeks holiday, anyway, before Chris –”
“I don't know why you're so keen to save your stupid job.
It's pointless, you have to start a new life, you have to come with
us. So forget it!”
Mari struggled with reason. “If I don't go in this morning,
it'll, like, look suspicious. Hana's really upset with me and she's as
sharp as a razor, like, she'll know there's something going on,
especially after the police phoning me and you turning up
yesterday. She might even call them. I really think I should go in,
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then I can get my work done and get a few days off. It's much
better that way.”
Laurie thought about it, she had a lot on her mind. There
was some sense in what Mari was saying, and she was fairly
confident Mari didn't have the nerve to be up to something, now
that she had been informed of the evidence in Charlotte's flat.
Rather than give it any more consideration, she nodded; “Alright.
But just you remember what happened at Charlotte’s,” a finger
pointed menacingly at Mari. “You’ll be digging your own grave if
you go to the police.”
“It's OK... Yeah. I won't... I promise.”
* * *
Rain was falling lightly to the pavements of Finchley. The
weathermen had got it wrong, but a mistake like that could be
tolerated. Laurie had been left at Belgravia, Mari couldn't wait
while she got packed, two huge suitcases having been bought the
day before to cope with the new wardrobe. Mari rushed across the
DHSS car park to an entrance where a crowd of people were
sheltering. She was confronted by a tussle of umbrellas barging
about in the confined space; some opening up, some being shaken
off; like a group of black flamingos squabbling over a puddle. She
still had a headache. She had no umbrella of her own and she
pushed through, angrily. Beneath one of the umbrellas was a
young girl, smiling, looking directly at Mari through a silken fringe
which fell in front of her eyes... Those eyes!
Mari blinked. “Cha... Charlotte..?” she stammered –
Cringed. “Oh.., no. I'm sorry.”
The other faces stared on; men staring, men wondering;
why did they have to stare?
She got through, finally, went upstairs, mind still in a fuzz
of recollection... She hung her dripping coat in the corridor,
checked that the pockets were empty and walked in to the office.
Hana was already there.
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“Mari, I came in early to help you and now it's way passed
nine o'clock... God, you look terrible,” Hana's tone changed,
“What's the matter?”
“Oh, Hana.., I can't explain, it's too complicated,” Mari
groaned and walked over to her desk.
“That's the same cardigan you wore yesterday, have you
been out all night?” Hana looked her over carefully.
“Kind of, yes. I don't really remember much.”
“Here, have some coffee,” Hana was over by the pot with a
plastic mug. “Perhaps you should take a few minutes to adjust
yourself. Was it a fun night?” she asked, hoping.
“Hana, I'm going to need, like, heaps more than a few
minutes. I'm going to take a few days off. You'll cover for me,
won't you?”
“I've already covered days for you. Don't you think you're
pulling a bit hard on our friendship, Mari? If you don't relax soon
you're going to force me to let go.”
“... Please, just this one favour. It'll be the last time?”
“You said yesterday you'd tell me what was going on
between you and your doctor friend, today.” Hana was coming
over with a cup of coffee. She looked up. “Oh.., I almost forgot:
There are messages for you on the answering machine. One of
them sounds like him.”
Mari jumped up and ran, as if from a wild animal, through
the labyrinth of partitioned desks which sectioned their huge office
space. In her mind ran the constant refrain, see, I knew he would...
see, I knew he would... see, I knew he... She was heading for
Stationary at the far end of the sprawling office. It was the
department's MIS centre, a small, centrally located room with an
array of switching boxes and cabling which clung to the bare walls.
She could have used the phone on her desk, but wanted privacy,
afraid of how she might react. She reached a door and flung it
open. There was a table in the middle of the room, upon which lay
reams of application forms, chits and memo pads of all colours and
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sizes. Against one wall stood rows of filing cabinets. At the far
end, on the other side of the table, was a rising line of shelves. It
climbed like a ladder into the building; there was no false ceiling,
it seemed to go on up forever. The lower shelves were stacked
with boxes of stationary and file folders, higher ones with
computer accessories, keyboards, printers and screens. Mari shut
the door behind her then squeezed between a photocopier and the
table and reached to a machine on the third shelf. She skipped
back to Ext. 34 on the display, pressed another button. Waited...
A woman’s voice: “Mari. Alex.., Jamie's teacher from East
Park. She has been absent for two days, now. Can you get back to
me, a-s-a-p? Thanks.” A beep.
Mari put a hand to her mouth and closed her eyes. Then
another beep.
"... Mari Chavelli... Hello, Mari, it's me. I've gone, but I
just had to phone you, I couldn't leave without letting you know
why. I have loved you, Mari, and I am so happy because I know it
wasn't all in vain; I was finally able to experience what true love
really is. I'm phoning to say I'm sorry... I did a dreadful thing last
night and I can blame no one but myself... it was selfish of me.
My little angel. I didn’t know angels could be gay, but of course, it
makes sense, they love everybody – angels are in everyone. Look,
so... You're better off now, away from all this and away from me.
I know what I have to do and that'll put an end to all of this. God
bless you, Mari. You're an angel. I love you."
Tears poured down her face as she listened. This was Ray,
this was not a desperate Nicky. This was a strong will speaking to
her. No monster; this was a man, the man she loved. And Laurie,
she had woven another thin thread of deceit between them, and he
had taken the bait. Mari became resolute. Though she did not
know what he had been trying to apologise for, having no
recollection of the night before, she knew at once what had to be
done, knew that he would need help. Her training, all the things
she had ever learned would help them through this, together. What
good would it do to phone the police? How would he be treated
and would there be any hope of recovery in an institution? There
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was no alternative, she had to find him – either that or they would
both lose everything.
“Hana,” she said on returning, eyes painfully awash. “I
have to go to him. You must understand. I'll buy lunch tomorrow,
OK?"
"... Is he alright?"
“I think he's better, yes.”
“Are you going now?”
“Yes,” Mari said, collecting her bag.
“That woman, Laurie Endecott.., that's his wife, isn't she?”
“No... It's worse than that.” Mari stepped to the door.
“Worse? Did she kill that young nurse?”
Mari nodded at the door.
“... Oh God! Are there any children?”
“Lots...” Mari turned to leave.
“In Paris, I want lunch in Paris,” Hana shook her head. “Go
on then, bugger off, before the Head sees you... What do you
mean, lots?”
Hana got no answer, the door had already swung back.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Mari reached the One Eyed Knight at about 1:45 in the
afternoon. She was sure she had beaten Laurie down; she wouldn’t
have got to Paddington much before eleven o’clock, and a train
would surely take 3 hours or so to get here. Mari still had a
headache, she was incredibly tired, and she was wondering
whether to remove her glasses or not. They were heavy on her
nose, they bothered her temples, but without them her eyes hurt
more.
“Has Mr. Nick Rachael been in?” she demanded of the
barman.
Toby turned to face her. Said with surprise, “He was in a
while back, said 'e was going fishing,” looking at the new arrival.
“Can I get you a – Here, aren't you that psycho' whatever woman,
the one after that Doctor, rapist fellah? Yeh, you was in 'ere the
other day asking about 'im?”
“That's right, yes.”
“Orange juice, wasn't it? Here, we had a laugh, we did,
saying as how that doctor death looked just like Mr. Rachael.
Funny how the telly does that, i'n'tit?”
“Does it? I don't think he does,” Mari responded dryly.
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“Can you tell me where I can find him?”
Kelly Talbot was propped up against a stool by the bar, legs
apart and looking her up and down. He was fiddling with his
crotch. “Mr. Rachael.., 'e'll be at still water, just before rocks,” he
said cheerily. “Usually goes up stream, he does, 'bout half mile;
and 'e be after shade I'll bet. Just passed Hillard's shed on a bend
by the old yew, there be a fork, see. You want to cross they steps
for the right fork, missy, but them's dark woods beyond. If thy
likes, I could take ye there.”
“No thanks. I just follow that river on the other side of the
green, do I?” she asked, pointing out of the window and wondering
if she had really understood.
“That's right, missy,” Kelly said, eyes wide and shining.
Mari turned to leave.
“Mr. Rachael, not in any trouble, is he?” Toby asked, his
back to her.
“No, nothing like that. I'm just down on holiday, same as
Mr. Rachael.”
“That your job, then; tracking down psycho-folk, and
that..? Here, wait a minute, what about your orange jui –?”
She was outside, striding across the green. A long, brown
skirt she had snatched up with a shower at her flat, dancing above
the grass and a pair of black, ankle boots. It was drizzling, would
probably stay with her all afternoon due to the absence of a breeze.
She tucked a green blouse deeper into her skirt and pulled a suede
jacket about her waist. The air was thick, the rain so light it was
almost fog. It laid a pleasant sensation on her face, refreshing and
cool; it soothed her headache.
Mari dived into the trees at the end of the green and walked
along the rocky bank of a stream. At times she could step upright
through clearings, at other times she was forced to bend under
overhanging branches or push up through the long grass to avoid
impenetrable thickets of bramble and hawthorn. Fifteen minutes
passed without a sign of Ray. She was getting concerned, had she
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understood the directions? She didn't want to shout out to him, it
was such a peaceful place, any loud noise would have been out of
sorts and somehow, wrong. Peering this way and that, she forgot
about her feet, suddenly slipped on wet surface and fell
uncomfortably in a small pool between rocks; cried out in pain as
she landed, then struggled to get up, cursing her stupidity. It
always happened by a stream, she could never slip by the side of
her bed.
There was a noise ahead. She hurriedly pulled herself up
the bank, hoping not to be caught in such a ridiculous situation,
especially not by a local person, she would never be able to live
down the embarrassment. Her glasses sat askew on her nose, she
straightened them with a grubby hand and hauled herself up the
bank. Looked about. Nothing. Then she noticed a row of rocks
out across the stream, as if they'd been placed there on purpose,
some of them quite flat on top and linked together in places. The
steps, she remembered.
Quickly she reached the first of them, then slowed as she
began to pass out over the stream. she counted them as she went..;
four.., five.., six.., seven... She had to jump the last two, landed
heavily on shingle beneath the bank. She hesitated for a second,
looked down into the water, then knelt to wash her hands. Was
wringing out the hem of her skirt when something made her look
up.
There was a bend in the river just up ahead. Some way
from the bank, amongst a thick blanket of ferns, she thought she
could see a shape. A dark, square object, it did not fit with the
surroundings. She stood up and considered it. Climbed the bank
to get a better look. But the over-hanging branches obstructed her
view and there was no way through. Climbing back down to the
gravel, she took off up stream, half in, half out of water. She clung
to bare roots along the riverbank for support, boots awkward
beneath her; fell twice, but pushed on with absolute determination.
She reached the bend and the clearing of ferns. Climbed
again, this time up over a muddy ledge. She wasn’t caring any
more about her skirt or boots, she just wanted to get to the end of
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this moment; she was being drawn to this spot, as if it had the
answer to a question she had not asked.
Up on a raise, about a hundred paces in, a wooden shack
peered down at her from the edge of trees. It was boarded with
rough cuts of timber, stood on small legs, was square with a tiny
window and steps to one side leading up to a door. Through the tin
roof poked a wafting, chimney flue with a cover that looked like a
Chinese hat. Mari shuddered. This wasn't a dream; this had to be
real. Someone was in. Did she have the courage to find out?
She approached the steps. There were no windows by the
door, it was a bleak and damp spot with a stack of logs leaning up
against the wall, covered in lichen. It would be very dark in there,
Mari thought. Then she was rising up the steps and pushing open
the door.
It opened...
“Who is it?” a dismayed voice could be heard from
somewhere inside.
Mari's heart jumped instantly, she knew that voice, it was
him, she was sure.
“Ray, it's me.., Mari,” she cried in excitement, stepping
quickly in.
“Oh God, No! Not you... Don't come in.”
“But, Ray..?” She was already there.
“Stay away. For God’s sake... Go!”
Mari stood, staring into the darkness. The desperate tone in
his voice had showered dread across the room, she could feel it
coming for her. She didn’t know what to expect, only that it had to
be horrible.
She was not mistaken. In the corner of the room by a wood
stove and lit by a single, camping light, sat Rachael Moyde; or was
it, Nicholas Rachael? Only he was visible in the gloom, the
wooden floor, the walls and the sparse furniture reflected nothing
of the light. A bright, white sheet lay across his lap. There was
something in the middle of it, a sandwich, perhaps, it looked as if
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he was about to have lunch. And as she looked, as her eyes began
to accustom themselves to the darkness, she noticed the dish on a
table next to him. Suddenly she became aware: There was a
bucket between Ray's feet, his shirt cuffs were rolled up to the
elbow; the dish shone with metal implements and white balls of
fluff; a pot was steaming on the stove. And then she could see, just
beneath the white sheet, his legs held apart by a stout wooden post
jammed between his knees.
Her eyes rushed wildly about, trying to find something that
would dispel the horror into which she had stumbled. There had to
be an explanation, this could not be the madness it appeared. She
dared not make a sound, fearing that if she did it would all
somehow become real. She was still looking, looking for the child.
Was it all done, had he finished, was he about to start – but there
was no one else, no one there but him; no child. Saw the wooden
post between his legs, again; someone else’s work, not his, was he
the victim, then? Kidnap!
She was about to turn, run to shut the door, when she saw a
flash of light spring from Ray's hand. She knew what it was at
once: A syringe! Then her eyes dropped to the sheet on his lap
and relayed the horror to her brain. He was naked beneath the
sheet and through a hole which had been neatly folded back and
taped to shaven skin she could see his penis.
She was stunned. Then... “No! Christ, what are you going
to do?” she screamed hysterically.
Ray pleaded, “Mari.., I told you not to come after me.”
She ran forwards. “Look at you. You're all tied up. Jesus!”
she cried, “You were going to operate on yourself?”
“Mari, please,” his voice groaned with humiliation. “Just
go, leave me to do what I have to.”
“No, I can't let you do this to yourself.”
“You must,” Ray ordered.
“Wait! You can do this another way.., you don't have to do
it like this.., what if you make a mistake? Listen, I know you will
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be alright.., believe me.., I love you... Please.”
There was a moments hesitation, doubt cast in the deathly
mask that looked up at her. It was all she needed.
“... See, you’re fine. You’re not sick, you just need friends
with you, people who can take care of –”
“Mari,” he whimpered, “It's useless, I have to do it this
way, cut it out, get rid of it.”
“But you don't...
Please, stop this.”

It's not in there, not your problem.

“Yes I do. It's inside me and it has a hold on me. The only
way to free myself of this parasite, this fungus, is to cut off the
thing it needs from me, then it wont be able to get what it wants –
it will go away, leave me be – find another host to invade.”
Mari raised her hands and pleaded. “What good would it
do? You're impotent! Nothing would be different.”
“I... I'm not always impotent,” he lowered his head in
shame.
“But, I thought..,” she stammered.
“No, Mari. This thing down here reacts as it pleases, it'll
destroy me. I don't understand, I can't control what it feels. It's the
only way.” He shook his head, staring still at the object between
his legs.
“It won't work, Ray. With or without a penis you'll still be
just as impulsive. Nothing will change. Only worse for you. This
thing, these urges, they're not in your penis, they're not a part of
your body.., they're in your mind. You're punishing yourself
unjustly.”
“I WILL be punished,” he hollered out, “I will.., I will...
And if I have to, I'll cut out my brain to be rid of this thing.”
Mari pulled in her stomach and stepped forwards. “Well, if
you have to do it, you'll have to do it with me here. I'm not
leaving,” she braved with terrible anxiety.
“No, I... I couldn't..,” he strained for a second to lean
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forwards but his strapped legs would not have him rise onto his
feet. “Mari, please... I don't know what else to do.”
“Ray, I can help you. It's my job, this is what I do and I
love you so much. Just let me try and help you.” She dropped onto
her knees and began to fight with the straps.
“Please, Mari.”
“No!”
“Mari...”
“Yes, Ray.”
“I love you, too. But I'm so afraid of making you face all
this. It's not fair on you, you have a life.., go back to it.”
She looked up at him. “I'm here, this is where I want to be,”
she responded calmly.
His knees came free and the wooden board fell into the
bucket. Resigned to her determination, he submitted himself to
tears. His arms fell to his side, the syringe tumbling off his knee to
the floor. He could go no further, his last effort had failed. She
untied the string from around his ankles and then went around to
the back of the chair and removed the strap which held his
stomach. She let her hands down around his neck and over his
chest and hugged him.
“Ray,” she whispered in his ear, “There are many things
you don't know about me.” She kissed his cheek. “I'm not a very
happy person, either. So you have to help me, too.”
Ray opened his eyes... “How?”
“Trust me,” she nosed his ear and gave him another kiss.
“I do. I really do believe in you.”
Mari drew in a breath of satisfaction. It had been a horribly
close call. Taking off her jacket, she laid it over his lap, then
reached a hand towards him. He took it. He gripped it tight, his
voice questioning; “Can you really help me?”
“I can try,” she replied. “But I need you to try, too. Nobody
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could be expected to deal with something as hellish as this by
themselves. And you’ve been trying all this time by yourself.
Friends, real friends can make things happen. Your life, Ray, that
hospital and the work you do.., it’s very stressful and you’re
surrounded by hundreds of people you know, but none of them are
real friends.”
Ray stood up, pulled on his trousers, tossed her jacket and
the sheet over the back of the chair, and went to the tiny window.
He drew back the curtains. Conversation felt good. “No, I don’t
really have any close friends. But even if I had, I could never
share this sort of thing with anyone. It’s too horrible.”
“... You get depressed by it, don’t you?”
“Of course. It’s a lonely life on the ward. Like you say, so
many people all around you and yet –”
“No, I don’t mean by the loneliness.
illness.”

I mean by this

“Well I...” He stopped and thought for a bit. “No! I get
depressed after I’ve satisfied it. When it first comes over me it’s
the reverse. It alleviates tension, releases me, like a drug, it gives
me strength.”
Mari was shaking her head. “That’s depression. I know,”
she said, “It doesn’t feel like depression at the time, but depression
works in very strange ways. Have you never asked yourself how
you feel just before it comes over you? It doesn’t come over you
every Tuesday, or only in the afternoons. Depression is a horrible
thing. You drown in it. Sex is a release during depression, but
only if it is handled with understanding. Fighting it will only make
it worse. I think you’ve built up defences against depression that
don’t actually free you from it, they drag you deeper in. You've
been feeding it as opposed to alleviating it. It’s common enough,
like an addiction, people actually want to be depressed, they get
reassurance from it.”
“I'm just depressed..?”
“Yes, Ray,” she smiled awkwardly, “Like someone who is
£20,000 in debt and desperately seeks comfort from their misery.
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What do they do? They go down the high street and max out their
credit card on chocolate, six pairs of shoes and a new outfit.”
He turned, looked at her. She watched him, and suddenly
she could see beyond the present.
They emerged into dampness and thin rain. The two of
them wandering up stream; he in thought, rod under one arm,
tackle bag over the shoulder; she in silent hope, jacket over a
shoulder, clinging on to him for support.
And so Mari lay on a sheet that afternoon under a birch
tree, content in watching him cast a fly from place to place. She let
him go, she knew he needed to find himself again; what better way
than this? It was peaceful, quite unreal. It reminded her of
childhood – a distant memory – as if never really having existed,
yet to such a place her mind might wander when the pace of city
life became intolerable. Strange, why had she never considered a
life like this? She had left the countryside when only seven years
old. The city had taken her in, had quickly absorbed her,
swallowed her up.., had become her. How silly! This was, after
all, where ancient man had first tossed a spear and gathered
berries; it was in her blood, it had to be. Why then, had she denied
it to herself for so long? This was heaven.
Though she lay, protected from the falling rain by a canopy
of branches, the damp had got to her; she was drenched. But she
was not particularly bothered. The swish of a fine rod, a little way
down stream, and the snake of line as it swirled out just above the
surface, was all there was to contemplate. She tried to guess Ray's
next cast. She had noticed his persistence in getting close in to
deep pools by large mid stream boulders and she was beginning to
get an idea of where the trout might be hiding. Or maybe it was
salmon? No matter, it was pleasing to watch him draw his fly, how
it passed close over the surface of the water as if in flight, to alight
with the slightest ripple. There was no conversation between them,
there was no need, they were happy in each others company
without the addition of dialogue. From time to time huge waves of
relief would sweep over her, she was sinking, further and further
into bliss.
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A smile forced her cheeks to blossom. She was looking at
the awkward stance Ray had acquired for himself while trying to
cast under a lolling tree. He must have felt her eyes on him. He
turned.
“That bag,” he called to her... “Under the fly wallet inside,
you'll find a flask of brandy.”
“Shh.., you'll scare the fish,” she whispered.
He smiled and shrugged. Truth was, he didn't mind.
She dug about inside his tackle bag for the flask. She was
not going to have a drink herself, but she would get it out for him.
Ray came up from the water a few minutes later, took off his
waders and sat down beside her. They talked about the stream,
about a fish he suspected was in there, about one he had caught
here last year – a big one, must've been four pounds – and that it's
place would now have been undoubtedly taken by a younger trout
dominant in the area.
Mari was listening, ever watching him. Then she plucked
up some courage and asked:
“Why did you come here, to these woods, to do that awful
thing to yourself?”
A long pause, and; “Because it’s calm here, it’s away from
everything. I know this place and the little fishing shack, it’s not
part of anything else. I could have done it in my cottage, but I
didn’t want to be anywhere near the place – the children, you see.
If I was going to go back and pick up the pieces of my life, I
wanted to be changed, new.., a new man, starting afresh.”
She wanted the truth and she got nothing but the truth from
him; real feelings, not calculated or rehearsed but honest and deep;
raw, cluttered emotion, as only the truth can be. She asked him
many questions: About the night before, what he had meant by
apologising; what he understood of love; what she meant to him.
She later fell silent. He was drying his hands, then lit a
cigarette and took a long draw. “Mari, were you involved in
Charlotte's death?”
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A pang of guilt shuddered through her. She knew the
question had to be asked, but now she was having to deal with it
unprepared. She shook her head. “So, you know. I could have
done something, yes. If only I hadn't gone down to the car. Like, I
abandoned her, when she'd pleaded for me to stay with her. I feel
so awful, I betrayed her, left her up there with Laurie – well, I
never had any idea that woman could go to such lengths.”
He could see she was terribly upset. “Don't lay the blame
on yourself, Mari, no one could have seen it coming.”
Mari tensed every muscle in her body and said, “You must
believe me, I left her up there, yet I could have done something.”
“Mari, please. Nobody could have done anything, Laurie
was completely out of control. I had no idea she had anything like
that in her, and I knew her better than most. So, stop thinking that
you're to blame in any way.”
“No, Ray,” she said, staring out across the stream. “It’s
more than just that night. I should have gone to the police. I just
couldn’t bare to see you dragged away. And then Laurie and her
stupid games, it all got so out of control.”
“You're not being fair to yourself.” He place a hand
tentatively on hers. “You came along when it was all but over for
me and I'm really glad. If you hadn't turned up when you did, I
don't think I'd have made it this far. We’ve both made mistakes,
but yours are forgiveable.”
Reluctantly she accepted the hand. “The truth is, I've failed
twice since I met you. Two times someone has died because of
me.”
“Twice..? What do you mean?”
“Charlotte, yes.., but she wasn't the first. There was also a
little boy, Chad, remember you operated on him that morning we
first met?” She rested her chin on her knees and looked at him.
She spoke softly: “I know now that I'm partly to blame for the
death of a little boy, the same age as Chad, who you took from a
school in Lincolnshire.”
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He could say nothing.
She continued: “You understand how hard it is for me to
come to terms with that feeling? That I was in some way
responsible for that child's death.”
“Chad would have died, you know,” he said defensively.
“I know.., I know. One of them would die. But I could
have taken him somewhere else, to another hospital. Better still, I
should never have let his family move, if I'd only known they were
in such a precarious state, like, maybe two boys would still be
alive.”
He saw her pain and wanted to relieve it. “Mari, you're
carrying too much responsibility around with you. You have to
lighten the load or you'll suffer. Trust me, please, you can't blame
yourself for these things.”
“Ray, I am to blame, for much of what's happened. How
you can sweep things under the rug, I don't know. Is that how you
can carry on doing the terrible things you do and not feel bad?”
He looked away. “I suppose...”
“And Laurie, what about –”
“Laurie!” He swung back to face Mari. “Where is she – still
in London?”
“NO - Christ!” Mari gaped, “I forgot to tell you, she's on
her way down here by train. When will she get here?”
“When did she leave?”
“About eleven.., I guess. She had a lot of luggage.”
Ray nodded thoughtfully. “Don't worry. There's no direct
route these days. It'll take three hours to get to Exeter, if she goes
that way. Then there's a slow stopper to Plymouth which never
connects. And after all that she'll have to get the bus out to
Saltash, before a taxi to get her here. She won't be arriving much
before seven, I wouldn't think. We usually meet in the pub around
nine, that’s how it’s always been.”
Mari was staring at her boots. She turned a wrist and
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 285

looked at her watch, 4:10, still plenty of time. She pressed on with
more questions. She wanted to ask him about that ‘creeping’ thing.
He spoke; and the imagery was shocking. He had given it
character and substance; it was a living thing to him, and she
realised at once how deeply it had affected him. Ray's own
intelligence was a threat to his well being, this fantasy, this
obsessive creation was going to be very hard to remove.
Acceptance, she thought; he would need to see behind the
deception, and accept that it did not exist.
He looked at her directly, for the first time. Smiled. “I'm
glad you're here, now. I've never been able to talk to anyone about
this.”
“Not even Laurie?”
“Not like this,” he said, “No. Anyway, I don’t think she
actually listens to me, so really I’m just talking to myself.”
“So what does she say to you?”
“Oh, same old stuff. She's always saying that what I do is
right and that I should be proud of myself. One half of me agrees,
I mean, I do feel strongly about the medical profession.”
“That again... And you let her torment you like this?”
“Well, it never feels like torment, it actually feels quite
soothing when I'm up there.”
“Where?”
“At the ruins.” He looked over his shoulder in the general
direction of Hellismere Abbey. “Didn't I tell you..? That's where I
take them.”
“Laurie told me,” Mari said quickly. Then a thought. “Why
there? Why do you take them to the abbey? I mean, there’s so
much countryside around these parts, I just wondered if it had
some significance.”
“Not really, although it is a blessed site,” he said. “I think I
was probably drawn to it – and this village – because my parents
used to come down to the West Country for summer holidays when
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I was a small boy. I used to love it. The tors were such fun to
climb and there was so much to discover, the mystery of the whole
place, and the moors. They had a caravan back then and we used
to park up in a farmer’s field just a ways down the road. And we’d
get fresh milk and bacon for breakfast cooked by this huge
farmer’s wife.”
“And murder, why can't you stop yourself doing it? You
must know what the real motive is, that you're only trying to
satisfy a sexual urge.”
“... Am I?”
“Yes, Ray. You have to say it. You have to admit it for
once or you'll never get over this. I know you don't like killing and
I know you can be honest with yourself; you have to be – don't you
understand – it's like a locked door. You've slammed it shut in
your own face!”
“What if I do like killing?
covering my tracks.”

Maybe it’s not just about

Mari tensed. “Do you..?”
“I'm not sure. I've never been sure. Life and death..,
they're a natural part of hospital life, you can get so used to it that
it doesn't bother you.”
“Well, at least you're not saying you enjoy killing,” Mari
sighed with relief. “Perhaps if Laurie were not around to, like,
influence you, then that door of yours would unlock.”
“You mean.., if I..,” he questioned, reached for her hands
and squeezed them tightly. “If I killed her?” he asked intently.
“No Ray, I wasn't actually suggesting that ..?”
Mari saw him thinking it, she hadn't meant it like that. She
changed direction quickly. “Depression, I thinking that’s what
arouses you. Not killing. Many people get hooked on depression,
they like it so much they subconsciously try and hold on to it, even
though it feels horrible to be depressed. They do things they
wouldn’t dream of doing if they were happy, things they think will
make them feel better, and it only makes it worse. They binge on
Bodies in Ruins... ALAN R. GRAHAM page 287

emotion, which ever one is their particular weakness.
depends who you are.”

It just

“There are prescription drugs for depression.”
“Yes, there are. But there are no easy options.” She
hesitated. “I’m not a psychiatrist, I’m only trying to help. You
should see a professional; you will one day have to make that
decision, for yourself.”
“I can’t. I hate the whole idea of someone digging about
inside me,” he pointed at his head. “I know what’s in there, they
don’t. They’ll just pack me off to an institution, that’s their easy
option, that’s how they deal with criminals. It's the law, they have
to.”
She knew he was right. In the end he would have to face
justice. But for now, and for the next few months ahead, she
would do everything she could to prepare him. “Ray, one thing at a
time. We don’t want to rush this, I won’t push you into anything
you don’t want to do. Everything must be your choice.”
“What are you suggesting?” He frowned.
“First you have to accept it.”
“... Accept what?”
“There is no creeping thing. You have fallen in love with
your own creations, these children and what they mean to you, and
blamed it all on this creeping thing. It provides you a means to
escape the horror of your failures, hide from your true self. You
have invented all of it, because you don't like who you are and
cannot face the truth.”
He did not respond right away. She didn’t expect him to.
She knew it would take a very long time for him to come to terms
with the fact that he had made the whole thing up. Only then,
when he had accepted, truthfully, that it was all his imagination
would he be able to consider the next hurdle: That depression was
the real enemy.
“Am I insane?”
The question was shocking, Mari had not anticipate how
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deeply he was affected by his own pain. She had the answer. It
was time:
“Ray,” she responded, “You know what you do, you hate
what you do, you are aware of your actions and accept your
confusion... So, no. You are not insane. You are ill, that's all,” she
smiled at him and then it faded. “On the other hand, Laurie, who
thinks she is just fine, who does not care about her actions or their
consequences, who creates and then believes in her own false
realities, who is unaware of her psychosis – would deny it and
treatment, if told – is therefore, incurably insane.”
“Laurie says I'm a psychopath.”
“You are not.”
“How can you be sure?”
“You don't love yourself,” she said, softly.
He continued to ask her questions. She was not in a hurry
to leave, she had all the time in the world for him. She enjoyed
being there, by the stream, and in his company. To get up and
move on would mean to face a new challenge. She wasn't sure if
she was ready for Laurie just yet. A while later she said:
“I'm sure we'll find an answer. In fact, I know we will,”
she reached over and gave him a hug.
Her confidence was reassuring, her arm about his shoulder,
comforting, “You are an angel, even if you say you're not. You
were sent by the children, I‘m sure of it.”
“If I'm an angel, God help God.” She frowned, then went
on; “And as for us, we're going to have to help ourselves. There's
only one thing for it, Ray. We're going to, like, have to begin
again.”
“You mean, a new life.., a new job?”
“Yes, it's the only way. There's work to be done, it'll take
months for us to free you of this thing inside and even longer for
you to heal successfully. We won’t escape the past, we will take it
with us and it will help you heal. You’ll see – no running – we’ll
just go away. You said so yourself, the other day. You said you
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wanted to go away for a while.”
Ray answered, it was more a question of hope than the
refusal it appeared to be. “How would we do that? We can't just
begin a new life, new identity, we live under a regime of
computers, cameras and magnetic strips. It's impossible to live
without a past and even harder to create the future.”
“A simple life is the answer, Ray.”
“In this complex society?
simplicity.”

Only a genius can create

“A foreign country, then.”
He looked at her. Was trying to believe her. Had felt her
love for him. Trusted her.
“We can, we will.” Mari lay back on the blanket and stared
up at a shard of sun light that had burnt through thin cloud and was
playing with leaves flickering above her head. Her bedraggled
appearance was just a veneer, inside she was keenly alert. She was
making decisions and there was an unusual tingle to it all. She was
not thinking of her own future, she was thinking of theirs. How
wonderful it was to share a dream, for once.
... An arm about her waist; it made her heart flutter.
“Is that alright?” he asked timidly.
“I love you Ray,” she said in answer. “You mustn’t think
you have to ask.” Then she was silent, no movement, just a smile
and eyes closing. She did not show her fear.
And he kissed her. This man who could change in an
instant, who could be engulfed by a craving he could not control..!
From a calm and caring man in one moment, to a horribly twisted
soul, the next; was he really in control? Suddenly she was denying
all the things she had previously thought about him and the
progress they had made. Who was he really? She braced herself,
thought: If it's time for me to die, then let it be by the hand of
love... Oh God – he does love me, doesn't he? And the more she
thought, the closer he came, the debate in her mind brutal. Then,
suddenly, she wanted to know. She could have reached up and
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pulled him to her, she wanted to. Instead she said, “Ray.., isn't it?
Come to me."
It took for ever to happen. He took for ever. It didn't
matter. It gave her more time to appreciate him, to absorb him.
* * *
Late afternoon found them clambering up woodland, away
from the stream. Mari was following a path he had selected for
them and had stolen his hat for herself. She was leading the way,
he, a little behind, carrying his rod and tackle. She felt glorious,
not herself at all, warm and rich inside like a mature fruit bursting
with sweet juices. Soon they were out of the undergrowth and
under brittle sunlight. They had reached a lane and were walking
gaily up the verge by high banks bordering open fields. There was
no sound but that of stillness, Mari could hear it for the first time.
No roar, no city hum; just a cock pheasant crowing in the distance,
making himself known to any other in ear-shot.
After a half hour hike, wet and exhausted, they arrived at
his cottage. It was rendered white, with bright, yellow window
frames and a stubby, stone chimney. The front garden was a mass
of Dahlia and Chrysanthemum, blooming furiously. A driveway,
bordered by roses covered in bright, orange hips, carved its way up
to the front door. Behind the cottage, a stand of pine – forestry
growth – wafted its pleasant scent in their direction. A small
garage leaned against the cottage, the doors open, a green-nosed
car watching their approach.
They went inside, peeled off wet clothes and while Ray lit
the fire Mari took a bath upstairs. Her headache was gone, she was
feeling wonderful; she was up to her neck in hot water and would
stay there for as long as possible. When she finally did emerge it
was in a long dressing gown which dragged along the floor behind
her as she approached the bed. She sat there, alone and relaxed. A
rub of her head with a towel, then she was ready to go downstairs.
Then stopped. A notepad lying open on his bedside table had
caught her attention. She wondered.., but it only took a moment of
thought before she was in front of it and staring at some words.
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They were hard to follow, it was awful hand writing; the open page
half done; but she read it anyway:
In his desire to dominate all he knows, he takes
what is not his and calls it his own.
And of all the blessings with which he has been bestowed,
none more so than the passing of his own kind.
Set apart from all creatures by this virtue, time,
that which he treasures so will be his own demise.
For one cannot take more than that which one is given
and what one borrows one must return.
He has devised the means to speed his own fortune,
built dams, dug holes, inverted, diverted, killed; alas,
all is borrowed, not from what he has learned,
not from history, from ancestry, it has not evolved. No,
not from the past this time has come, but from the future
stolen from his own yet born.
Ray was sitting on the sofa in front of a warm glow from
the hearth. Their clothes were hung from the old beam above, on a
pair of toasting forks, which induced happy thoughts of Christmas
stockings and minced pies. She sat beside him, in his arms, the
poem she had just read still on her mind.
She said: “Time is important to you, isn't it?”
“"Yes,” he replied. “It's everything. It's the answer to all
things. The meaning of life.”
“Yeah..? I read a poem on your bedside table. I’m sorry, I
was nosey. At first I thought it was about the children and what
you had done, but I ended up wondering what it was actually
about.”
“Well,” he smiled, “It is sort of about time. It’s about
human misuse of it, in a way. When we first became aware of time
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– of the future – we started working at ways to make our
tomorrows easier and more comfortable.”
“And is that a problem?”
“Well, sure. It became one. There’s a finite amount of
energy on this planet. It’s like a huge chocolate cake, and here we
are digging into it and eating it all up, and leaving nothing for
tomorrow. We are borrowing the resources that future generations
need to sustain their own lives. It’s a terribly selfish thing to do.
And all for the sake of another microwave oven or smart phone.
Do you realise the amount of energy it takes to make a single car,
from the raw material to the finished product, is the same as the
energy it takes a farmer and his donkey to plough, sow, tend and
harvest a one acre field of corn for about five years.”
“Life made easy.” She murmured, thoughts of dark,
chocolate cake still playing with her imagination.
“Exactly. But the energy required to produce all this easy
living is coming from the future. The more we borrow the smaller
tomorrow.”
She added: “Don’t you think that all generations have their
challenges. We had ours, a consequence of what came before us.
And so future generations will deal with what ever cards they’re
dealt, the best way they can,” she said drowsily.
“Yes. But isn’t it about time we grew up? We are aware of
the future, and yet all we see is ourselves in the now. The future
includes our offspring. Why can’t we see them?”
“So, we never ask the right questions. But isn't that, like,
just as much of a puzzle as trying to find the right answers?” she
giggled, and a huge grin began to emerge.
“No,” he said. “Answers are easier than questions?”
“OK..,” she said warmly.
“You see, there are too many truths. They’re like fashions,
like clothes or cars, they come and go with the decades. I hear of
many truths but there is only one reality. It’s all about asking the
right question.”
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“Which is?” Mari said, trying to hide the smile in her tone.
She was enjoying his mind, she was lost in it. Not really following
what he was talking about, too absorbed in him to be concerned
about what he said. He was real, alright. He cared deeply about
things, it didn’t matter how or what, just that he lived with his eyes
open and his heart in the right place.
“The truth is, we try and make our world a better place.
The reality is, we can't make this wonderful world any better than
it already is.”
“Ray,” she replied shaking her head, “You're so introvert.
Gosh, you have such a grip on yourself, it's a wonder you sleep at
night.”
“Sorry, Mari.., I’m easily distract by myself.”
She replied, spontaneously, “Hey.., have fun.
plenty of time. We have a life time to work it all out.”

There’s

“... Possibly.”
“Oh, come on!” she groaned, “Not you and your doomand-gloom theories again. Yes, the population is out of control, the
world is warming, but we'll get through it, we're resourceful..,
we're learning;” then she was cuddling up in his chest.
And so he said, “We should learn from the dinosaurs. I’m
sure they didn't die from any external catastrophe like an asteroid, I
think they killed themselves.” He heard a grunt from Mari.
Continued: “I think they died from over population. You know
what I mean..?”
Another grunt...
“Well, most of them ranged in huge herds the size of small
cities. They just kept growing and growing, the herbivore
population that is, out-competing even the predators that fed on
them. They could have easily wiped out entire continents of
foliage, in the space of only a few decades, and death by starvation
would have been the result – you see?”
“Um, hum...”
“A bit like humans, if you ask me,” he paused. There was a
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sound, but it was of rain falling outside the window. Mari pulled
herself closer to him. Her mind was on the future, not of the
human race, but of their own, blurred fortune. “Interesting,” she
murmured, “Why don't you write a book about it – in Ireland; have
you ever been?”
“No.” He smiled, could feel the warmth of her breath
through his shirt.
“I'd like to go somewhere you haven't been, a place we can
experience together for the first time.” Mari had lost her mind to
love and all thoughts of right and wrong were forgotten. She
couldn't help herself, she'd misplaced her ideals and couldn’t care
less. Nothing mattered any more, nothing except this happiness
she wished would last forever.
“Do you really mean this?”
“Yes, Ray. I want to be with you. I want, US! A brand
new start.”
“... That's such a sacrifice?”
“No it's not. I love you... it's no sacrifice,” she smiled into
his shirt. “And you. Will you do the same?”
“My job..? The hospital, you mean? I don't know if I can.”
“It's tonight or not at all, Ray. Leave everything and we'll
go together. We'll be happy just living. No pressure, no pain.”
“What about Laurie, we need to deal with her.” He was still
not sure.
“Let the police deal with Laurie. She’s dug herself into a
hole, and she’ll just keep digging herself in deeper. I know her,
she wants a stage, and just as soon as the cameras are on her, she’ll
confess to everything and love every minute of it. She’ll swear
and curse and spit, and they’ll lock her away for a very long time.
So.., can you do it?”
He closed his eyes as if in deep contemplation. But there
was no thought, just a moment, from which came his response...
“Yes!”
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“Great,” she warbled, sat up and gave him a peck on the
cheek. “Promise me one thing, though?”
“What's that?”
“Don't get depressed and moody about the human race...
Don't lecture me like I was a student nurse and.., relax, Ray.., slow
down.” She was still smiling.
“That was three things.”
“Errh..,” She growled playfully. “Such a mechanical mind.
Let me put it another way: An egg is one thing, but it is made up
of three. Now..! Promise, anyway?”
“OK.., I promise,” he said sincerely. “I'll just pack a few
things and –”
“No, don't. Nothing. We'll go with nothing but your car.”
“And yours?”
“Left behind the pub. I'll just be another missing person, a
statistic in some police file, somewhere. Of course, I'll have to
write to my sister from time to time; and I'll have to put Hana's
mind at ease – I'll send her a nice, long letter.., oh, and I'm sure
she'll look after Cucumber for me. Boy, I’ll miss her so much, but
you know cats,” she said tearfully, looking into his eyes. “What
about you?”
“Well, there isn’t anyone close I’d need to contact.”
“You were married, before, weren't you?" Mari said
bravely, dipping into his past for answers.
“Yes,” he murmured, “I was going to tell you about it.”
“You never really got over her, did you?”
“It's always bothered me, that's true.”
“Was she horrible to you?”
“The whole thing was,” he frowned and looked into the
hearth.
“She must have been a very attractive woman. What was
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she like?”
“She was, yes. Blonde.”
“... Like Charlotte?”
“A bit.”
“What did she do to you?” Mari pressed on.
Ray turned to her. “Has Laurie said anything?”
“Yes... She said you'd showed her what your wife would
do to you.., like, tie you down and tease you with her naked body..,
not let you touch her and stuff.”
Ray looked stunned. “What! What did she tell you? That's
absolutely not true! I've never told Laurie anything about my wife.
But, Laurie did once tell me, that's what she used to do to her
husband.”
"Oh.., my God.” Mari cringed, felt a sudden urge to
swallow and did.
Ray carried on. “Laurie always thought she knew
everything, so I let her go on believing she did. I’ve never told
anyone about my wife, I just wanted to forget it – forget her.”
“Ray,” Mari urged, “Talking is very powerful medicine.
You’ve bottled everything up for so long it’s a wonder you’re still
sane.” She thought, and then asked carefully. “Why didn't she want
your child?”
“Why do you think that?” He said with surprise.
She saw behind the surprise and whispered, “Because you
took her name. You wanted her to live inside you. Protected, safe
and whole.”
A moments hesitation. A nod. And then; “She said having
a baby would ruin her figure,” he confessed. “She would just
laugh. I said I wanted a family.., children. She said, maybe later.”
“So you raped her?”
“No, it was an accident...”
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“She became pregnant.”
“Yes... But then she said she was going to have an
abortion. It felt awful, as if she were cutting out a part of me, our
daughter.., my own child... It was a terribly, hurtful thing to say.”
“So, what did you do?” Mari asked, looking away as if
offering him some space in which to open.
“I did nothing. I had no time to react. She phoned up her
parents and they came and took her away. Within a few days she
was gone – and then she was dead.”
“An overdose?”
“No. It was a plane crash?”
Mari again shook her head in disbelief. Then, trying not to
show it. “You wanted to have children.., but you couldn’t.”
“What do you mean?”
“You wanted a child but you couldn’t make love. You were
insecure. You were hurting inside and couldn’t face another
woman; not more rejection, more shame. And you just wanted a
child, to hold, to love.., to love you back. And then you found a
way.”
“You think I made it..?”
Mari held a breath. Let it out so carefully, “You were
denied love. Abandoned as a child, yourself. You were denied a lot
of things.., you poor man,” she said, still offering him his space by
staring down at the rug.
“... Until I met you. Mari, I've never really experienced it.
Love! I'm in love with someone now, with you, and I can almost
laugh at my own stupidity. It was frightening, it is still, but it’s so
big, it has completely got to me. I’m amazed... You, you are
amazing, Mari.”
She blushed. “Look at the time, it's almost six. Are my
clothes dry yet?” she said, getting to her feet.
“Come here,” he gave her a tug and she fell back into his
lap. “Not so fast, I owe you for what you've done. You are putting
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me back together and I’m beginning to understand. I'm feeling
weird but wonderful and it's all because of you.” A hand slipped
inside the dressing gown and he lowered his lips to hers.
Mari stalled him.
“Now, just a minute,” she laughed up at him like a playful
kitten, “You can't pay me with sexual favours, you know. It was
all very well, like.., this afternoon. It was important to know if we
were compatible. But twice in the same day?”
“... And, were we compatible?”
"I'll say..! You were fantastic. So gentle, so caring."
“So what's the problem if I pay what's owed with lust?” he
snorted playfully in her face.
“Are you OK?” she said, hoping.
“What do you mean?” He asked curiously.
“How are you feeling about making love to me. It must be
very difficult for you. Does it hurt?” She asked awkwardly. “I
mean, do you think we should, like, perhaps take it a little slower?”
“No.” he smiled.
“... Oh alright then, if we must,” she chuckled, and that
huge, sensual grin spreading wide across her face, cutting into the
cheeks where lips could no longer reach.
Mari returned from her flight in heaven to find herself
lying, head propped up on Ray's chest, on a rug on the floor,
squeezed between the sofa and a coffee table. Her lips were dry;
she licked them and the flavour of his kiss drew her back into the
dream. She lay for a while, utterly satisfied – gorged on pleasure –
running each moment of their encounter back through her mind as
if to wring them dry. Ray stirred beneath her. She leaned back and
kissed him, her lips enclosing his, not wanting to spill a drop. She
wriggled free, stood up, could feel the prickle of dry sweat all over
her body; found her glasses on the coffee table. She stepped over
to the ingle-nook and felt her clothes hanging above the hearth.
They were dry.
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“Thirsty?” she said.
“Yup,” he managed. Bent himself up into a seated position.
“I'll have a shower, then we should get going. Look, it's almost
dark outside.”
“OK.” With excitement bubbling merrily in her tummy she
set off in search of a fridge, gown about her shoulders. Ray
pounded up the stairs and she heard his footsteps pass above her
across the landing. It had got dark quite suddenly, due to the tall
trees around the back of the cottage, and she had difficulty finding
her way about. Running her hands along the kitchen table, she
passed a chair and peered into the corners. There were two, white
objects, either could have been a fridge. She chose the first and
chose correctly. Immediately, light poured out across the kitchen
floor. Mari blinked, waited for her eyes to adjust. Reached in to
grab a carton of orange juice –
And froze.
A noise? The front door, she heard it opening... Someone
was there – Oh my God – they were coming in!
Mari's reaction was instantaneous. She closed the fridge
and shrouded herself in darkness. She had an urge to shout out, to
see if it was Ray, but it made no sense, she would have heard him
come down the stairs, she was sure. She glanced about, saw
through the window an outline of trees begin to form in her
dilating pupils, the blindness wearing off. And then the truth was
revealed; the fear of the known far greater now than of the
unknown:
A voice! It screeched out across the living room and
through the door to the kitchen; “Damn you, Nicky. Why the hell
did you leave without saying anything..? Nicky.., it's me. Where
are you?"
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
The sun had long since left the sky to emptiness and a filmy
mist. There was no sunset, just the hint of pale cream from a
horizon which poked through tall pines behind Ray's cottage.
Inside it was dark. Mari stood, swathed in a panic, listening to the
sound of heels clattering on a stone floor. Where were they going?
Which way was she headed?
“You know, I've just spent eight hours in buses, trains and
bloody waiting rooms, it's enough to drive you mad,” Laurie's
voice scratched shrill through the darkness. “Where are you? I'm
tired. I'm hungry. For God's sake, Nicky.., call out or something.
Don't play games.”
Mari heard the front door slam shut.
“Nicky, I'm not joking... I don't want to have to come
looking for you... NICKY!”
The clatter of heels was abruptly muffled, as if the owner
had progressed onto a wooden floor. She was in the living room..?
Oh, Christ, she has to be in the living room; and then she'll come
into the kitchen.., she'll find me! Mari's voice hammered inside her
head. She looked around. That other door, what was it? A larder..,
yes, must be a closet of some kind. Then from behind her a crash,
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sounds of cursing, a click and light shone through from the living
room. Mari was thankful of bare feet, she tiptoed to the white door
– stalled; Jesus, what if it squeaks? The clatter of heels went
silent, then grew again, louder now as they approached the kitchen.
She's coming.., she's coming.., I've got to.., I've got to try it!
And Mari's hand reaching for the old, iron latch, and she
squeezes the thumb down gently, slowly, and the latch is rising, she
is pulling the door open, slowly yet swiftly, heart pounding with
expectation. But there's no squeak, the door comes away from the
wall towards her and she is stepping in.., not knowing, not caring
now if she should step on something, the clatter of heels too close,
must hide, and she is pulling the door to.., until it is almost to the
frame. Made it..! She leaves a chink and peers, to the brink of
pain, through the gap she has made, at the light and a shadow
flowing into the kitchen on the far wall. A sudden stiffness in her
throat and she catches a gasp at the sight of that horrible woman.
She raises a shaking hand to her mouth to muffle a cry should it
come, tears beginning to well in her eyes. Oh, please, don't let her
find me.
Laurie looked around the kitchen. “Nicky, I'm fed up.
Don't do this or I'll get angry. I know you're here.” She took a step
towards the larder, stopped to examine his tackle bag on the
kitchen table, removed a left-over sandwich and then turned away.
She'd gone. Mari could breath again. What now? What would
Laurie do if she found Ray? What would he do? Jesus CHRIST..!
My clothes.., they're still hanging up on the mantle piece...
Her thoughts were then abruptly crushed by the sound of
heavy footsteps ascending the stairs. She dared not move.
Through the thin plaster above her head she could hear more
raving:
“Look. You're not fishing, you're not drinking.., so either
you're fast asleep or you're hiding from me.” There was a cessation
as the sandwich was swallowed.., “You don't have to hide from me,
I'm not going to be angry, I'm just a little hurt, that's all.”
A door was tried, it swung in. Footsteps passed over Mari's
head as Laurie entered the bedroom. Then over to the bathroom,
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more banging, the footsteps retreating, once again they were
overhead. A door thumps.
“OK.., so I was wrong... You haven't gone to the ruins at
this time in the evening? God, Nicky.., if you're having another
one of those stupid episodes I don't know what I'll do.” Another
swallow. Descent of the staircase. “And just look at this place,”
the voice became quieter, “It's such a mess. Dust on the banisters,
the kitchen's a disaster. It needs a spring clean.” A clatter of heels
on a stone floor... “Better you should sell this place while it's still
got a little charm and come and live with me...” A loud thump
which shook the cottage as the front door was pulled to.
Blissful stillness descended in the aftermath of that
reverberating chill. Mari's hand was still glued to the latch, she
couldn't move, her breathing short and weak as if in the final
throws of hyper-ventilation. But then her acute awareness detected
another sound. Had Laurie faked her exit..? Her breathing
stopped, her heart stopped, her thoughts congealed...
“Mari.., Mari?”
The larder door pulled away from her. And in that moment
of being discovered she fought to protect herself and clung
desperately to the door, the one thing which might protect her.
“Mari, it's me! Ray.” And he pulled the door wide to get to
her. She was crouching beneath him, huddled and scared, hand
still locked on the latch. He lifted her up as she was and cradled
her in his arms. She cried openly, too horrified to think, her body
limp and exhausted. “Oh Christ, I was so scared.”
“It's alright, now. She's gone.
clothes on and then we'll get going.”

You'd better get those

“She didn't see them. I can't believe she didn't see my
clothes?”
Ray said knowingly, “She wasn't looking for them, that's
why she didn't see them... Here you go, sit down in front of the
fire and get dressed.” He lowered her to the sofa in the same
position he'd retrieved her, she was still shaking, but she managed
a smile.
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“I'll just be a minute,” he said.
“Where are you going, Ray?” she asked nervously.
“A few things I'd best get rid of. I'll bring them down and
put them in the fire.”
She was left to herself. It felt awful, now the adrenalin was
wearing thin, it was as if she had suddenly caught a fever. She
shivered, autonomously looked around to assure herself that the
dread had passed. In a rush of necessity she then sprang to her feet
and began dressing. Fought with her skirt, plunged into her blouse,
then pushed her way forcefully into the tight, suede jacket. She
heard footsteps, her heart jumped, she turned... relief, it was only
Ray with a heap of papers under an arm.
“Not that note book..?” she began to say.
“Yes, it's best I put it to ashes. Are you ready?”
She nodded.
“Come on then, that'll burn all night.”
With a sense of urgency and anticipation they strode to the
front door. Ray grabbed a short coat and an umbrella. Odd, she
thought, it's not raining? She shook her head; she got the silliest
notions, sometimes. Then they were out of the door and across the
gravel driveway, Mari trying to keep up with his long stride.
Though quite dark outside, the mist was so thick as to make
everything appear white around her. Suddenly the garage came
into view. The door was still open. Ray groped his way across the
bonnet, then down the side, he was familiar with the small space;
Mari had to take her time. Once passed the entrance she was
careful not to trip on anything as she slid cautiously down the wall.
She was searching for a handle, hoping Ray would open his door
and an inside light would show her the way. She heard the key in
his door, a clunk as the lock gave, then his door was pulled away
and there was light.
Mari screamed..!
At the boot of the car, on her side, was Laurie, cloaked and
terrifying; face illuminated by the pale glow, a morose visor of
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intent. While Mari's scream was still echoing through the garage,
her hand was scratching frantically for the handle. She couldn't
look down, she was wide-staring at the unmoving figure. Why
didn't she come forwards..? Nails screamed against the shiny
surface, a rasping of claws. Then suddenly she had it. Wouldn't
budge.., wouldn't open – and then the figure lurched forwards, just
as Mari realized, a button, press the button. Before she had even
finished thinking, the door flew sideways, catching her thigh and
forcing a yelp from her frozen lips. But it was nothing compared
with the terror she saw and the numbness in her arm as the sleeve
of her jacket gaped from her bicep to reveal a bloody, six inch
gash.
Mari had not felt it, but she could see the swap rising for a
second go; the huge blade, shiny only along its cutting edge to the
tip; black to the wooden handle and the straining fingers varnished
with her blood. She threw her self at the opening and security
below in the seat. Heard a clang of metal as the swap bounced off
the window frame. Heard a rumbling... had no time for thought.
Then the roar of the engine. Could see the swaying of that
looming cloak; was seated, but with feet still on the garage floor;
saw her own thigh, bare and exposed to the descending blade.
Then abruptly, with no time to comprehend, her boots were
dragged across the concrete and out over gravel to safety. In the
distance she heard a howl of contempt, a ring of delight in the tone;
“I want that BITCH! Come back... She's MINE...”
Ray forced the Jaguar out into the lane with little concern.
He wanted to get away, leave that awful woman behind. A mile
down the road and nearing the village he was still pushing the car
to perform, third gear wining with each approaching bend, then
throttle from the dual carbs wide and pulling out to the next. He
was heading for the main road, would have to pass through the
village and then a left turn after the abbey hill to reach it.
“Ray, I'm bleeding,” Mari winced. “Christ it hurts.., it's
really starting to hurt so much, Ray, what should I do? It's, like
really painful.”
“The jacket, take it off.”
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She bore the pain and freed her arm.
“Now the sleeve, the blouse, tear it.., here!” He took it with
one hand and tore it from the shoulder.
“OW!” she gasped. Looked down. “Christ it's big.., it goes
right round,” she cried, could not look any more, it was so ugly.
She clenched her teeth in agony for a second, then said; “What am
I going to do?”
“Tie it, tight around the wound - as tight as you can.”
“I can't. It hurts,” she cried, again.
Ray slowed, he was entering the top of the village and
forced the car into the verge by an old barn. He took her arm,
examined it quickly, then before any more blood could be lost he
told her to shut her eyes and count to ten and not to stop for
anything. At three he laid the shirt sleeve over the wound, at five
he had a knot tied loosely around her biceps. At seven she
flinched, but he'd already begun to pull and with all his effort he
forced the material to constrict about her arm. She screamed out in
agony, “Nine.., TEN... NOW what..?”
“It's done. Just let me tie this bit off.”
Mari was breathing heavily, she was holding her arm out
limply for him and every slight pressure sent searing heat up and
around her neck. Then a violent stab of light from the rear-view
mirror caught Ray in the face.
"Only one headlight – It's HER,” he shouted, “That's my
bike.” And he hauled the Jaguar out into the road.
The Bonneville covered the few hundred, mist-strewn yards
in seconds and glared at them through the back window. A cape
billowed out behind the rider, a neck straining eagerly forwards
against the grip a wind had on its shoulders. Though the car had a
better hold on the corners, the bike had the advantage of greater
acceleration; they never parted by more than a few yards.
Suddenly thick fog lifted and into the village two vehicles were
thrown. In a second it seemed the Bonneville would try and take
the Jag. But the grass verge was damp and the bike lost control,
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slewed violently across the green heading for cottages on the other
side. Saturday night, and the tremendous roar of pursuit saw faces
peering out of the pub windows; too late to catch sight of a Jaguar,
just in time to see a bike skid sideways onto the cobble stones in
front of Mrs. Tibley's cottage and a dark, cloaked figure rise up out
of a thin film of mist lying peacefully on the green.
In the Jaguar: And Mari could see a huge monument away
in the distance on a hill top. It was a mysterious sight. She could
see it, but she couldn't see more than a few yards in front of the car.
The mist had abruptly become heavy, the building – if that's what it
was – seemed to peek through the blanket of fog and float above
them. The car thundered on, her arm still hurting terribly, but the
pain had got lost in the panic. Now she was reminded again, the
persistent throbbing, as if the blade had not been content just to
cut, it wanted to know it had served her pain and was striking her
again and again. She searched for something to occupy her mind,
watched the towers of the old ruin loom close over hedgerows.
Then suddenly she felt the car slowing. There was no approaching
corner. She turned to Ray, saw a look of horror on his face. He
was staring at the road ahead. She looked again. Could see
nothing.., then, perhaps she could. Was it a figure? Could it be..?
Breaking hard, the Jaguar skidded to a halt by an old stile.
From the whiteness of deep fog swirled the image of a
form: A woman. Could it be? It couldn’t. It could be no other..,
Charlotte! She was clad in mist, a smile on her face which pained
of recognition, one finger at the point of an out-stretched arm
showing them the way to the abbey. But as quickly as the image
had revealed itself it was snatched away by the fog – had she really
seen it? Had he..?
She heard Ray groan and then knew, at once, it was all
going to end in Hellismere. What ever the outcome, they'd have to
confront it here. And yet, even though she knew it was futile, she
still had to try. “What are you doing, Ray? She's gone, it was just
an illusion. We have to go, Laurie may still be behind us.”
“You saw her, too, didn't you?”
“Well, I.., I don't know. Listen, it doesn't matter. We've got
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to get moving.”
But his mind was elsewhere. “NO!” he howled, “No, she
mustn’t wake them, she can't do this. God! That’s what she’s
going to do. Charlotte was warning us. Laurie failed to
understand. Now we must save them, they mustn’t be disturbed;
those poor little thing must never be woken. And only you can
save them.”
He was out on the road before she could take it all in. He
passed in front of the car and was over the stile into darkness. All
she could do was follow.
“Wait,” she cried desperately. “Where are you going?”
Mari scrambled over the stile and dropped into the darkness
beyond. Half expecting to be scathed by a pile of sting nettles, she
was surprised to find the ground firm and the grass cut low.
Midway across the field and stumbling along a small path, she
began to feel the earth rising, as if she were climbing into the
clouds. The mist stuck to her clothes and to her face, her hands
were soaking. She cried out to Ray, she couldn't see him up ahead,
only the shadow of a ruin looming. Nearing the top, she slipped on
the wet earth, almost fell, regained her balance and felt her boots
for the first time, moist and uncomfortable. With each step she
took, monstrous, stone structures seemed to grow upward, above
her, until she was at last standing before a giant portal: Her
gateway to a truth. She looked about her, tense and frightened.
Noticed she had surfaced above the mist, she was, as it were,
standing on the clouds. They stretched endlessly in all directions,
the countryside invisible to her; just the occasional tree forcing its
way up for air and, in the distance, the four pinnacles of Hellismere
church rising to heaven and the stars.
Then came the sound of a motorbike, a low beat, it was
slowing down. She was coming for them! Mari peered into the
ruined chapel, thought she saw a figure disappearing into shadows.
She ran for it, she had no alternative. Ahead lay truth, whether real
or not, she had to face it.
The stone walls engulfed her. She ran, stumbling through
the increasing darkness, following the inside walls of a chapel, her
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hand pressed against clammy lichen and secretive cracks. The hem
of her frock clung to her calves, it was a ghoulish feeling, weighed
heavily by grime and damp. She had no idea where she was going,
where she had come from or where she was. The atmosphere was
thick with mystery, danger was present; she could feel it. It oozed
from the abbey walls and seeped from the foundations upon which
she trod.
Mari slowed her pace, was now creeping from one section
to another, following a labyrinth of chambers which seemed to be
guiding her. Where? She glimpsed a beam of moonlight against a
far wall, kept to the perimeter of a crumbling cloister, boots
sinking into wet grass, then turned to the right. She cut a course in
the vague direction of moonlight, why, she knew not; reached a
doorway, passed through and found herself in complete darkness.
Then, stumbling up what felt like a flight of steps, she emerged
into a room. She could just make out its dimensions, it was long
and narrow, was about to step forwards when something made her
look down. She gasped! There was nothing beneath her. Had she
taken a step it would have been her last. There was no floor; a
black hole beaming up at her. She retreated, fearful of the edge she
was standing on.
And then a cry from somewhere back in the distance.
Though the words seemed coherent, Mari could make no
sense of them, but she knew whose voice that was. It sent
crawling insects up her back, she shivered horribly and stepped
quickly back down the steps to ground level. In fear for her life,
clutching the remnants of that woman's fury in one hand, Mari
turned left down a narrow passage way to a window at the end.
She could see stars flickering at her through the arched remains;
they seemed to be calling her, asking her to reconsider, to leave..,
this place not hers to understand. Yet something kept her from
agreeing; the pain in her arm, for one thing, and there was a
stronger force which wouldn't have her abandon this ruined abbey,
not yet; he was out there, somewhere and she had to find him.
That voice again. Closer..? Seemed to be coming from
everywhere: Over there - down that passage - from that window -
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behind her! “Maarri, where aaarre you..?" And the recognition of
her own name made hairs that she did not have stand up and
scream. She sank to the ground in a dark corner, confused, lost
amidst the crumbling structures which played corruptly with her
mind. Eyes were on everything: the portals, the arches and the
shadows; any shape which dared be seen.
Then another voice. It was Ray. She heard his frantic cry
and was forced on her feet by that despair. Again she was
scurrying between buildings. On her right the wall slipped away in
a graceful curve, it seemed to be directing her, somewhere? She
came upon a door, though no lintel remained, masonry to the
window above having descended and its arched frame having
tilted, leaving a peculiar opening in the wall as of a giant doorway
only a few feet wide. Mari passed through it and was again
engulfed by the ruin. Then she noticed a brightness from the wall
on her left. She hurried to it. It was a massive lesion in the stone
face, a crack no bigger than her own, small body and, peering
through, she could see open ground. The moonlight descended
sparsely all around, there was little obstruction from walls. She
could hear Ray, yes, it was him. But this was no ordinary crack
before her, the structure it had disembodied was a wall at least six
feet thick. If she tried to go through she might get stuck. Worse, if
she dislodged something she might be crushed, buried in the wall
and lost forever.
Her mind was instantly made up by the awful sound of
Laurie's voice. Mari didn't turn around, she didn't want to see what
she knew to be a cloaked figure barely a few feet away.
“My, my.., little Mari. Are you lost?”
In desperation Mari squeezed herself through the wall, no
thought of care as she clawed her way to safety on the other side.
She emerged into dull moonlight cast from half a moon, but a
comfort of little favour. Still, it was something, perhaps a few
minutes grace and a chance to prepare her defence. There he was,
the man she had been searching for, the man who had abandoned
her to that witch who would kill her. What was he doing? How
could he forget their dream and wash all hope aside; to go
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scurrying about in such an awful place with some pitiful purpose
of consolation.
He was kneeling on the ground, hands in front of him and
stroking the wet grass. Then he was up and to another spot
between boulders, partially out of sight. He had not noticed her,
she was about to call out; was then throttled by the sight of
movement high up on a wall to one side. She had to look, though
she knew instantly what it was. Yes, Laurie, arms raised, the swap
still affixed to one hand, was staring down at Mari with furious
intent. Then she was gone, had leapt off the mount into the night
and had disappeared. Mari instinctively moved away from the
wall behind and out into the open, at least, she thought, she would
have some chance in the open.
“Nicky.., come to pay your respects? How quaint,” Laurie
cackled loud over the terrace.
“I have to protect them. You mustn’t touch them.” He
cried. “If you will just promise you won’t harm them, then I can
say goodbye.”
"Goodbye..? Where the bloody hell are you going?”
Laurie's foul mouth echoed around the ruin.
Mari saw her, she had come into view and was descending
an inclining wall as if an escalator were lowering her to a plinth.
She was a shadow as agile as a giant cat, the dim moonlight only
vaguely embodying her form.
“My darling boy, if you leave them then who's going to
look after them? Not me, they can all rot in hell as far as I'm
concerned.”
Ray sprang to his feet. “No, don't say that, how could you
be so cruel?”
“Watch me,” and Laurie floated out over the moon, to land
soundlessly on a perch above Mari. “That's who I want, that little
girl, there, unless you have plans for her to join the family, in
which case I'd love to watch.” She chuckled, leaned down, reaper’s
hook chattering on the stones above Mari's head. “Now then,
Nicky.., give her to me.”
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“No!” he shouted back. “Mari, get away from here.., go,
leave us, there's nothing you can do here, this is between her and
me.”
That throaty female voice again: “Incorrect, my little
monster, this is between us all. Look, even Charlotte is here to
cheer us on.” With a wave of the hand Laurie willed a vision and
Mari could only watch as a swirl of mist in an archway to her left
seemed ordered to obey.
A stone was suddenly displaced, came crashing to the
ground; startled Mari, who rushed into the arena of rocks and
boulders to be with Ray. She looked back, saw Laurie descending,
saw the cloak billow out and then jump a gap in the wall where a
window once had been. The cloak now crawling, a blackened
shape in the greyness all around, just a few feet from the ground.
“Ray,” Mari screamed. “We had a dream, we were going
somewhere. I don't want to leave you. Please, let's go now.”
Laurie dropped to the grass on all fours and called to Mari:
“Stay away from him, little girl, he's mad you know; could snap at
any time. You should see what he did to those children.”
“He's not,” Mari retaliated, “You're the mad one. Insane,
you're completely out of touch and you even enjoy it. I don't
believe anything you say any more. You're a liar and a witch.
You've always lied, nothing you ever said was the truth. Even that
night we shared was a lie. You are horrible, you're a.., a...” She
was shouting as she was looking around, couldn't see the object of
her anger, any more; then suddenly to reappear, leaping off an
embankment onto a boulder some fifteen feet away. Mari could
only imagine the expression on Laurie's face, it was too dark to see
that far, all she could see was an idea of that feline monster.
“A fly in a flowerpot sounds like a wasp, but my dear,
you’re still just a fly – and a nuisance, at that!” Laurie snapped.
Then approaching, hopping from one boulder to another, yelling at
them as she came. “Well, my Nicky.., who's the real monster?” she
laughed. “I'm just a copycat... Do you know how I killed
Charlotte? Just like you taught me... like all the others buried
under Mari's feet.”
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Mari jumped back, horrified at the thought. She ran behind
a boulder all by itself in the middle of the terrace, now midway
between the two in heated conversation.
Ray stepped towards Laurie as he responded. “I did nothing
of the sort. What you did to Charlotte was disgusting,” he cried in
defence. “I read the papers. How could you have done something
like that?”
“You should have seen my father's face after I tried to cut
his hair with the hedge trimmer,” Laurie howled with delight.
“Laurie, what are you saying? What are you trying to
achieve?”
“I did it for you and I'm going to do it again. Only, this
time you're going to help me.” Laurie rose into sight, the swap
pointing menacingly at Mari. “Get her, Nicky. Hold her for me,”
she ordered, jumping to the ground. “Charlotte had a good time,
you know,” her voice shaking in the air. “Of course, it wasn't
exactly like you do it, I added a bit of my own inspiration to the
job, but only after I realized she was actually enjoying it. Well,
couldn't have that, I thought. After all, there you were, suffering in
jail; it seemed only fair that she should suffer, too.”
Mari could hear the woman from the other side of her
boulder but couldn't see her, was craning around the side, this way
and that. Then Ray was shouting at her: “Step back, Mari. Come
this way.”
She obeyed. Ran quickly towards him, through gaps
between boulders, conscious of the patter of bare feet close behind.
A savage snarl... “No need to run, Mari, you can't get
away.” Laurie, agile to extreme, leapt up on a boulder beside her
prey and sailed out in front to alight between the two; Ray behind
her now, Mari slipping to a halt on the wet grass in front of her.
“Leave her alone, Laurie.” Ray cried. “This is senseless,
she doesn't need to die. Nobody need die any more.”
“Is that so? From one who slaughters the suckling before
they're fully weaned; from one who lives to kill, who saves to kill,
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who trumps death at his will. From one who denies us the right to
survival,” Laurie hissed. “Do I detect a hint of personal
intervention in your business? Easy, isn't it, to negate others the
right to life? But when it's someone you care for... Well!”
Ray saw Mari, frozen to the spot. He saw Laurie's back,
the cloak beginning to move forward.
“Laurie,” he shouted, “She's done nothing, she mustn’t be
harmed.”
Mari found some courage, “Please, Laurie,” She cried,
could now for the first time see the savage smile across Laurie's
face and it forced her into speech. “If you stop now this could all
be forgotten. We'll go away, Ray and I. Then you won't have to
worry and everything will be forgiven.”
“Oh, hear the angel speak – forgiveness – how thoughtful.”
Then utterly inverted: “You're a bad little bitch, Mari, don't listen
to Nicky, he's all confused. Just last month he was saying how
we're all bad inside. Even you.., yes and I'm not going to be
forgiven by a thieving brat like you.”
Laurie was now within striking distance, the curved blade
rising to the night. “You tried to take him from me, you... you're
worse than Charlotte, you actually planed all this. You're a whore
and whores, as the old law stands, will be drawn and quartered.”
“I didn't plan anything. You were the one with all the
plans,” Mari contested, stepping back.
Laurie was on her. “You are a liar. You lie to yourself all
the time, Mari. You're weak and indecisive, always asking
questions because you can't work a bloody thing out for yourself.
No wonder your plan didn't work, how could it with a pathetic,
little mind like that.” A glance behind her. “Come, Nicky, take her
life before she breaths another word.” She turned back. “And to
think, you were going to save my Nicky with all your grand, social
theories. My dear, you don't know the first thing about people,
you're too trusting, and you certainly wouldn't have a clue how to
help him even if you had.”
Her point was made. Mari took another step back and was
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pressed hard up against a boulder. Nowhere to run, the slightest
move and that frightful blade would be in her.
Mari cried out, “I know, Laurie, I know I'm as much to
blame as anyone. But don't make Ray do it, if you have to then do
it yourself.”
“Well, Nicky, you heard it from the whore's mouth. Here's
the final offer: Either you do it your way or I'll do it mine. And
mine will be a bloody site worse than yours.”
Laurie reached forwards so swiftly Mari had not even
begun to react as a hand passed her ear. She was gripped around
the back of the neck, the swap still poised above her and now ready
to descend. “I've no need of her any more,” Laurie cackled,
aroused by her victim's terrified expression. “I've had her and been
satisfied, now give me a goodbye kiss!”
A sudden tension behind the ears found Mari powerless to
avoid Laurie's descending face. It pressed viciously against Mari's
lips and gorged on her. Mari locked her jaw, could feel teeth
tearing at her lips, could not turn, would not let Laurie in, refusing
her victory. A taste of warm blood in Laurie's mouth induced a
rush of euphoria. She pushed harder, swung her head from side to
side as if a dog fighting for the bone.
Mari's body gave to the tremendous onslaught while she
was cruelly held aloft by the fearsome grip on her neck and could
only stare up hopelessly at the steel blade still suspended in the
night. She knew she could hold on, she had done it before, she
would see this through. This was nothing compared to that night,
those men.., that rape! She did, she held on, concentrating on the
blade and forcing it to withdraw into the sky. Smaller, smaller, it
was ascending, she could make it go away; she could withstand the
pain however intense... she had to concentrate.
Then Mari was flung back against the boulder. And Laurie
now screaming with pleasure. “What about you, my boy? Here's
your opportunity to do with her what you say you do to all those
buried children. Hurry, I want your answer now.”
“No. I...”
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“Fine. Then, I'll have to do –”
“No... I said. Wait!” Ray pleaded. Stepped up behind
Laurie, head low.
“Good boy.” Laurie sank sideways to let him by. “Now
show me what you can do.”
He looked through a sodden fringe at Laurie. But she only
thought she knew what he was thinking. She was inventing the
scene, as always believing she was in control, was satisfied by his
surrender. “God, Nicky, you're useless,” she spat at him, “Never
mind. Get on with it... You'll enjoy her, I know I did.”
Ray sank passed Laurie and leaned into the shadows
towards Mari and her bloody face. She was cowering as she had
been earlier in his larder and he was seeing her there again. He
focused on her eyes, put one arm around her waist and lifted her up
off the ground. “I'm sorry,” he whispered, “I know what I'm about
to do is wrong, but it's the only way – it has to be done.”
Abruptly Mari found herself sailing through the air. She
landed heavily on her wounded arm and cried out in pain. At that
same instant she heard another scream. Mari rolled over to see two
figures struggling, the writhing blade still clenched in Laurie’s
grip. Ray had pressed Laurie up against a boulder, one hand at the
wrist with the swap, the other entangled in the folds of her cloak.
But the struggle was brief. Laurie was elastic in his grip and,
throwing herself sideways, twisted herself free.
She came back in an instant, swap swinging low, the point
catching Ray sharply on the knee. Too far into the struggle to
notice pain, he was up and at her once again. Laurie backing away
towards a wall at the edge of the terrace, her cloak no longer with
her, it was beneath Ray's feet. With a sweep of the arm he
collected it up and ran after her shouting as he went:
“Wrong, Laurie. You've always been wrong! Mari and I
have already slept together so your little game didn't work.” He
came steadily towards her, cloak thrust out in front of him like a
goading matador.
“But... but you couldn't have,” Laurie stammered, “You're...
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you're impotent!”
“Laurie, I'm not the man I was, I'm not going to listen to
you any more. Mari is stronger than you, it's what's inside that
matters and you are an empty, hollow fool.” Then the chill of what
was to follow freezing her to the spot. “You want something, don’t
you – you want me! Well, there's just a little left of that monster
you nurtured all those years which is yours and you always
wanted, so here it is. Here, if someone must die then it'll have to
be you.”
Laurie could still not move, but she managed a reply.
“Bullshit! You... you can't kill me.” But she wasn’t even
convincing herself. She'd never been absolutely sure and now,
with the possibility firmly out in view, she was horribly aware.
He didn't answer, came forward swiftly, swirling the cloak
above his head. It confused Laurie further and she ducked away,
carelessly. Ray let it go, it fanned out over her, began falling,
surrounding her and he was dashing in. She tumbled back and he
was on top of her... And then they disappeared.
Mari was confused. She struggled to her feet. She moved
cautiously over and found the two of them rolling over and over,
arms and legs searching for a hold. He would kill Laurie, she was
sure... he had said it, 'the only way', not to kill her but to kill
Laurie. But could she let him? It seemed fair, didn’t it? fitting that
Laurie should be finished in this way. Then a shudder and a
dreadful retaliation, Mari – what have you become? Christ, she
was siding with murder, cheering it on. How had this happened so
innocuously, so wilfully?
The struggle lay close to an opening in the wall. Mari was
unsure what lay beyond. She could see a platform held up by
ropes and pulleys and some supporting rails. The two bodies were
still rolling, rolled out onto wooden boards, the desperate struggle
unending. Then Ray rose, she could see him, he was on his knees,
finally to conquer the body beneath. And Mari watching, had to,
as he ripped the red headed face from its cloak and laid his hands
about her trembling neck.
Laurie gasped, was choking, but still had something left.
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“You can't do it,” she spat in fury. “Go on, Nicky... try and kill
me... You can't... can you..!”
“I can. And I will!” He said with a shiver, as fingers sank
into her giving neck.
“No, don't,” Mari’s screamed. “Stop! Ray, don't do it.”
She steps out onto the platform in a bid to help while
Laurie feint, still gurgles:
“Go on... squeeze... sqee – you can... You...”
There is a shudder as the platform heaves sideways, the
weight of all three being too much for the weakening structure. It
tosses Ray to one side, but his hands are still firm around Laurie's
neck. She can see him, he is lying beside her facing her, and she
can see him staring, can feel something stirring deep within her,
can feel his grip – the hands, the legs – she is powerless, he has her
totally, she is his. From the corners of her taut expression comes
the whisper of a smile, and he can see her in front of him, and it
terrifies him... had never before faced it and now it was here, in his
hands – Recoils! She is abruptly released. She chokes and gasps
for breath, but she is somehow stronger for what he has done.
Rolls away from him, scuffling with the cloak. Throws it aside
and the swap emerges from beneath. On her knees now, Laurie
begins to rise between breaths, towards Mari, and the platform
gives, a second judder and Laurie loses balance. A horrifying
screech and she topples to the edge. A railing catches her in the
stomach but inertia wants her all the way and she doubles over the
top. The railing collapses at one end, swings out with ease, and
with but a brief pause, a cry, then Laurie tips twisting into the
night.
Mari grabs for support. Her hand finds a rope and she pulls
on it for balance. The platform shifts some more, is now on a
perilous slope and Ray begins to slip towards the edge. He cries
out for Mari to stay back, but the words are snatched from him as a
hand appears from somewhere below and is gripping tightly to a
board. It is Laurie, back, her weight, swinging, tugging at the
platform. And so it bends and the structure groans one final time
before folding out beneath them. It sinks away into the darkness
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followed by snapping sounds, grinding, and some loose rock, while
pieces of scaffolding still connected to the terrace wall, are buckled
inwards by the tremendous force.
Mari is left clinging to her rope below the pulley, feet
lashing out to secure a hold. But she is well out over the abyss,
cannot get back to the terrace now. She looks up, follows her rope
through the pulley and then down. Eight feet below, she sees that
the other end of her rope is tied to a length of scaffolding , at its
very tip. The metal tube is somehow held out from the wall in the
middle by two angled beams and swings perilously like a see-saw.
Where her rope ties to the scaffolding hangs Ray beneath her and
whose weight she is half countering. On the other side of the
fulcrum dangles, by one arm, the demented Laurie, her weight the
other half required to keep the balance alive. Laurie is flaying
wildly about and that loathsome, curved blade cutting the night
with furious precision.
If Ray can slide his hands across to the middle of the
teetering pipe and if Mari can hold on, his side will rise and
Laurie's side will fall. Then the two of them can climb back up to
safety and leave Laurie to merciless gravity and a tiring grip. But
Mari can barely keep from sliding down the rope as Ray tries to
free the cloak which is tangled about him and has become caught
on the end of the pipe. His desperate efforts only weaken an
already precarious structure, the pulley bar is bending, Mari’s rope
is slipping, she is slowly descending. Tears are forming in her
eyes, she wonders if forgiveness is ever enough, looks up at the
receding terrace and safety and watches as her life slips from her.
What of it? Nothing she could do in life would ever make a
difference, would it?
Mari is being lowered to him. All Ray can think of is that,
perhaps, he can grab her at the last minute.
Laurie is quick to see what is happening, begins to laugh
hysterically. “You can't do it, Nicky my darling. You can't kill
me!” She chatters horribly.
“But I can,” Mari says quietly; then a whisper, “I love you,
Ray.” And she has let go.
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The desperate Laurie has just enough time to swing her
body about so she can see Mari, when that one hope of remaining
on the scaffolding rushes silently by. “NOOooo..!”
The sudden releases of Mari's weight has Laurie hauled
upwards, her fingers no match for the extra force. She screams
loudly and scatters her limbs as she falls away to the void below.
Now Ray, who had desperately clung to the scaffolding as it
shuddered with relief, is swinging to vertical in free fall. And
when he reaches the bottom of his pendulous descent, he will no
longer be able to hold onto the damp piece of piping as it slips
sweetly through his grip:
And he plummets like a kite...
Forty odd feet below, amidst jagged rocks, there stirs a
body. It groans, cannot lift itself from the pinning crack in which it
lies, sees flashes in the eyes.., stars through the fog, must be stars..,
how lovely are the stars. The others are together, as if lying arm in
arm on their backs. But the arm beneath one is not in an embrace
of passion. For it grips the handle of a blade which has passed
through the body above, impaling its victim mercilessly, bloody
point emerging out of the chest like a wicked fang.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN
Detective Jarrbach had been in the One Eyed Knight when
a motorbike careered across the green and skidded to a halt. He
had been returning a photograph and a note to a plastic bag and his
pocket, a note which Hana had given him that morning, the note
Mari had left for her a week earlier. He had spent that morning
considering the note: At first he had thought the One Eyed Knight
had a 'Cyclops' ring to it, something to do with Greek mythology.
He had jostled with the idea but was eventually forced to return to
his original theory that the answer lay somewhere in the West
Country. King Arthur and his knights' quest lay at the heart of the
matter.
The Detective's first priority was the safety of Mari. He
had heard the recording Ray Moyde had left on the answering
machine for Mari that same morning and was getting the
impression that, though he had committed a crime, he was not a
danger to her. Of what crime, he was not sure. Of what danger, he
was only now slowly becoming aware. With him in the pub were
Chief inspector, Gant Pratshaw, from Birmingham's Serious Crime
Squad; and DC Springer from Devon and Cornwall Police Force,
one of three local boys who patrolled south out of Liskeard and
who knew the area well. They were interviewing the barman:
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“... Yes, we knew something was going on,” Toby said to
them. “It was obvious, what with that young woman being down
'ere twice and all.”
“We need to find her quickly,” Jarrbach said.
“Then your best bet would be up at Laurie Endecott's, the
manor in the copse. You follow that lane up by Mr. Peaswater's..,
back a ways, on the corner of the green,” Toby was pointing. He
was full of himself this evening, his pub now on the map – so to
speak – and he was proud as could be. “Funny thing..?”
“What's that?” DC Springer asked.
“Well, I saw Laurie in 'bout an hour ago, but she didn't stop
for a drink.”
“That's odd, is it, Toby?” Springer continued to dig.
“For Laurie, yes.
Anyway, I told her about that
psychologist woman, so she'll know what you lot are after when
you get there. Mind.., she's in a bit of a state.”
“A state?” It was the inspector's turn.
“Oh, yes!” Toby said, delighted. “Mad with fury, she was.
Never seen 'er like it; all started back a couple weeks.”
Detective Jarrbach turned to DC Springer. “Get all this
down, please. Full detail.” Then back to the barman. “Is this the
psychologist?” he asked, raising a small photograph above the bar.
“Yeh, that’s the one. She went fishin’ early on, didn’t she,
Rodney?” He beckoned the grizzly man over... “Here, you tell ‘em
where Nick Rachael likes fishing.”
“... WHO?” the Detective blurted out.
At that precise moment the jolly pub was silenced by the
roar of passing engines in full flight. Then a screech and a crunch,
only partially witnessed through the windows of the pub.
Jarrbach was not able to get out in time to apprehend the
person who had cascaded across Hellismere green on a motorbike,
but would follow as soon as he could. There was no guess work
involved, it wasn't even a hunch. Jarrbach knew he was on the
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right trail. He had been given a look of The Devil by that red
headed woman who had shot off the green as he had stepped out of
the pub, just in time to see the bike disappearing down the road.
Jarrbach would not forget that face, it had been a terrifying glare,
full of hatred. Even he, who had confronted many a lunatic in his
time, had never seen anything as malevolent as that face. It was
Laurie Endecott: Hana had described her well.
Their patrol car, parked on the road outside the pub, was
sandwiched between two other vehicles. He ordered DC Springer
to stay and collect as much gossip as possible, while Inspector
Pratshaw went in search of the owner of the vehicle in front of
theirs. Once the patrol car was freed, Jarrbach and Pratshaw took
off in pursuit of the motorcycle. From now on, they would simply
have to follow their noses.
A Jaguar parked by a stile, bonnet still warm; an old bike
thrown into the ditch beside, steam rising from its entrails;
footprints in the damp path which led up to those ruins on a hill.
And then the voices and the screaming.
Had Detective Jarrbach arrived too late?
Peering over an edge, where scaffolding had collapsed, he
called down to see if there was any sign of life. He heard
something. Unfortunately, the mist was so thick beneath the
terrace that his torch could not penetrate to the bottom. He would
have to find an alternative descent, this loose face was not fit even
for a mountaineer. He signalled to Inspector Pratshaw, who was
examining the ground around some boulders in the middle of the
terrace, with his torch. Told him he would take a look down
around the hillside.
Below him, life stirred once again.
This time, with greater effort, Mari was able to bring
herself up onto a flat rock and with the use of one arm haul herself
across the broken surface to where she thought the others lay. Her
legs were broken, she knew that. She had an open wound on her
forehead, a splitting headache, but she couldn't be bothered to look
for her glasses. “Ray,” she whispered, “Is that you?”
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There was no response. It was strange, she thought she had
heard someone call out to her. Perhaps it was the wind? Reaching
the two bodies after an agonizing crawl, she pulled her legs to one
side, pain intense, and managed to sit up facing Ray. “Wake up,
love.., it's me. It's all over. We can go now,” she whispered on, if
only to keep the dream alive for just a little longer. “Ireland..,
remember, Ray? Or maybe, Australia... I'd like to.., oh please,
Ray.” She was rocking back and forth as she spoke. “We can be
there by the morning.., please, love.., wake up, it's time to go.”
His eyes fluttered. She lifted herself forwards and tried to
smile. “That's it... it's me,” she whispered. Then saw the battered
face of that awful red head in between rocks beside him, her arm
extended beneath him. Looked to her side. Saw the glint of steel;
four inches of blooded blade protruding from his chest.
And in that instant her dream was mercilessly shattered.
She cried out in despair, and at once she was sobbing, tears
falling, pain welling, her heart breaking. She looked down at the
love taken so unkindly from her, the love she had received from
him but now knew she would never feel again. She moaned..,
screamed out his name as hard as she could. Then an awful howl
of disbelief filtered out into the mist of an October night.
It reached away to the detective's ears. He was close, he
knew she was just around the curve of the hillside. Eagerly he
scrambled on, treading awkwardly over the rutted slope, one leg
lower than the other as he traversed the side of the hill.
Expectation rising, he saw a huddled shape up ahead in the
creeping mist amongst rocks at the base of a giant, terrace wall.
There was movement; yes, he wasn't too late after all. Must be her,
has to be Mari. He sprang forwards, torch light bouncing along the
ground in front of him.
Shines it up at a bloody face..? Whose – Oh God –
Mari... her face. It stares, tortured, back at him. She is
lying crooked against the body of a man, her man. Then turns to
her lover's flickering eyes.
“My love,” she cries, tears streaming, “I will come with
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you.., so that I will never forget.”
“... My Angel.”
And with that she drops her chest to his and the blade.

THE END
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