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Dedication


For Flo, my dear friend and Mentor.





This is only farewell, not goodbye,


For to walk in your footsteps


Always I’ll try.


The memories are treasures


Forever and a day,


For an Angel came


And showed me the way.


So many hearts you touched on this plane,


Bringing Spiritual knowledge


And material gain.


But now you’re a star


Up in the sky,


I feel God’s pride


So how can I cry?


You shone on this earth


Now you shine up above,


Thank you Dear Flo


For all of your LOVE.




Quotation:


It’s not what you look at that matters


It’s what you see


Henry David Thoreau


Author & Poet


1817 – 1862




Foreword


ROB BARNES – HEALER AND TEACHER





I have known Cerris for a number of years and she is a great Ambassador to our friends in the world of Spirit. She always acts with dignity, compassion and love and not only is Cerris a wonderful medium but also a great teacher, mother and wife.


Like most of us who work for the Father, there are never enough hours in the day, yet Cerris will always find time for those who need comfort, advice or simply a chat. She has a wonderful connection with Mother Earth, which is evident to those who have seen her beautiful garden.


I feel privileged to call Cerris a friend.




Preface


As a teenager I would sit for hours with my grandmother, Laura, a medium and faith healer, arrested and imprisoned for practising her faith. My grandfather was a Master-at-Arms aboard a sailing vessel during World War One, and although a good man, he had no time for spiritualism, not even when stumbling upon one of grandma’s meetings at home, he showed his impatience by demanding that everyone leave and ply their witchcraft at somebody else’s house!


His agitation was rewarded by a heavy oak table sliding across the room and pinning him to the wall. Grandad’s choice of words, (bless him) are not suitable for inclusion in a book such as this, but translate as follows: ‘I demand you take this table from my person!’


When Cerris asked me to write her biography, I had mixed feelings. I wondered if I was competent enough to undertake such a task. She told me her guide required me to write it, so I agreed. After all, who was I to argue with Spirit? ‘Don’t worry, she said. ‘Even if the book is never published but helps your progression, I will be more than happy.’ Those words say more about this incredibly warm and talented lady than any I could write here. Cerris, bless her, always thinks of others before herself. She has taken on a colossal workload of clients with no thought for her own health or wellbeing. Time off, prolonged rest and holidays are not in her vocabulary because as she always says, ‘I’m only really happy when I’m working.’


I am proud to know Cerris and feel we should all be grateful for treasures like her.


Richard Haines – Biographer.




CHAPTER ONE



Beginnings


Her right foot stamped hard on the brake, which brought the car to a screeching and shuddering halt. The engine spluttered and died. No sound now except the thud…thud…thud of her heart. Crossing her arms on the steering wheel, Cerris breathed deeply, leaning forward to rest her forehead between the backs of her trembling hands. What in God’s name had she seen? A ghost, some evil apparition, back there in her kitchen. My God, what the hell was it? Something grotesque had started to form before her eyes and sheer panic had caused her to run terrified to her car. Jumping in and slamming the door, she had started the engine, which had roared like a wounded beast, the wheels spinning crazily, the smell of burning rubber filling her nostrils. Then what? She couldn’t remember. Was she losing her mind, having a breakdown? Dear God, please don’t let it harm me. Dear Jesus, what in hell’s name…?


Drawing a deep breath and exhaling loudly, she hugged herself, shivered and looked about her with frightened eyes. Her jaw was set rigid and she rigorously shook her head. It couldn’t happen. It wasn’t possible. She pressed the locking buttons on doors front and rear in a feeble attempt to shut out the world. She knew she’d been driving at one hell of a rate. What if she had killed someone? Did she kill someone? With trembling fingers she withdrew a cigarette from the half empty packet on the dashboard and placed it between her lips. Then she fumbled for her lighter, lit the cigarette and inhaled deeply.


She was in a narrow lane, the leafy trees on each side swaying gently in the warm June wind. Glancing at her watch, she saw it was nearly twenty minutes to three. Her children would soon be home from school and she needed to collect her five-year-old Kevin from the school gate. She thanked God for her beautiful children. How very much she loved and needed them.


Drawing hard on the cigarette, she picked a flake of tobacco from her tongue and shuddered. The smoke within the car became thick and she wound down the window in an attempt to clear the air. She thought of her husband, Malcolm, his violent tempers and the physical abuse she had endured for so long. The neighbours had called the police to the house on more than one occasion. She remembered two of them arriving, a man and a woman and recalled the policewoman’s horrified expression as she gazed at the two black eyes Cerris had sustained.


‘Did he do this to you?’ she had asked, as Malcolm had stood gloating, his arms akimbo.


Cerris had sat recoiled on the sofa and said nothing as the policewoman placed an arm on her shoulder. ‘You know you can press charges,’ she said, scowling at Malcolm.


‘No, I don’t want to do that. I’ll be fine,’ Cerris replied, but the following day they had returned and unbeknown to Malcolm, who was out at the time, had given her a slip of paper on which was written the telephone number of a Women’s Refuge. Cerris thanked them and put it in her purse.


She really had tried to please Malcolm and do everything she could to make their marriage happy. Yet in spite of her great efforts, his dark and dreadful moods were triggered by the least little thing and she tried to ignore the blows he regularly inflicted upon her, Yet his cruelty towards her was getting worse. She knew she needed to do something for the sake of her children, but she was frightened to leave him for fear of dreadful repercussions. There was something else, something that could not in any way justify the continuation of her present circumstances. Malcolm had started hitting and punching her twelve-year-old son, Timothy, and that really hurt far more than either of Malcolm’s fists. Timbo was just a child, for God‘s sake.


Stubbing out the cigarette, she thought about the events of a few weeks back, when she had allowed herself to be persuaded to attend one of those Sunday meetings at the community hall. Her Aunt Marilyn had been so enthusiastic when Cerris had agreed to accompany her and Cerris had not the heart to say no. Besides, she’d been intrigued about the goings on at such places and wanted to see for herself.


There were rows of wooden chairs in the hall and at the front, a table adorned with a green cloth on which was a small vase of freesias. Most of the people in attendance were well past middle age, and sat looking expectantly at the medium behind the flowers. Cerris listened to the weird messages, which the medium professed to come from dead relatives or friends. Her brow furrowed as she attempted to make sense of it, for she was certainly not convinced that anything out of the ordinary was happening. It seemed such an odd way to spend a Sunday evening, all those old folk wanting to contact the dead and talk with them! She could not help but wonder if there were not better ways to pass the time. How she hoped she wouldn’t feel the need to come to places like this in the autumn of her own life.


She lit another cigarette and blew a column of smoke at the windscreen. After that first encounter with spiritualism, her aunt had contacted her again some days later, not to ask her to attend another Sunday service, but to enquire if she would accompany her to a Circle meeting on the forthcoming Saturday; something like before but different, Aunt Marilyn had declared. Again, Cerris had agreed to go, but although she had consented to oblige her aunt, she was interested to discover what if anything, a circle meeting would have to offer that differed from the service she had already attended.


They had entered the same hall as before and Cerris recognised some of those who had been present at the Sunday service. She also saw a much younger element in attendance this time, some of whom were teenagers. On this occasion, everyone was seated in a large circle and Cerris and her aunt joined it. In the middle of the floor was a solitary crystal ball, which constantly changed colour, and as she stared at it, she had felt drawn and intrigued at its seeming ability to mesmerise. Suddenly its magnetism became impossible to resist. She felt out of control and at the mercy of some greater force. Struck with horror, she found she couldn’t move, sensing someone or something standing behind her, yet not being able to turn around to see who or what it was. A stunning rainbow appeared before her eyes and she screamed, trying frantically to brush it away, Trembling and sobbing, she struggled to stand as arms enfolded her. ‘It’s all right, Cerris,’ her aunt soothed, ‘nothing will hurt you. Everything’s fine.’


The cigarette had nearly burned away and felt hot between her thumb and forefinger. She did not want to go home but knew she must. What if something was waiting for her there, intending to harm her? She swallowed hard and turned the key in the ignition. ‘Dear God,’ she pleaded, ‘Take it away and please don’t let it come to me ever again.’




CHAPTER TWO



Building Bridges


As she sprayed the front of the walnut cabinet with furniture polish Cerris rubbed until it shone. She had not witnessed anything unusual since the awful figure began to build up some weeks before, yet she could not get the experience out of her mind. It had disturbed her and she had become anxious, anxiety compelling her to look into every room prior to entering. Each night before going to sleep, she was filled with foreboding and would pull the duvet over her head like a child scared of the dark. Yet the phantom did not appear. It was as if it were teasing her, prolonging the uncertainty of its intentions. The more she thought about it, the more stressed she became.


She had married Malcolm when she was seventeen and he was thirty-two. He had shown an interest in her when she was vulnerable and hardly more than a child. Although so much older than her, he still had his looks and was able to impress her simply by taking control of her life. She saw his dominance as protection, someone to take care of her. Sometimes he would take her to the coast in his car, which she appreciated, considering it gracious of him to want to please her. She was flattered when he had expressed a wish to be with her permanently and had suggested they marry as soon as possible. It was enough and she felt happy to have somebody to share her life and take responsibility. She accepted he wasn’t a romantic, but romance wasn’t everything. As for her, the fondness she had first felt for him had developed into infatuation and finally love.


A wave of melancholy swept over her as she thought back to the time early in their marriage when her aunt, walking by the house, had seen them through the open kitchen window. Cerris had been wrapped in a large bath towel and noticing auntie she had waved. Her aunt had waved back and said, ‘What are you both up to I wonder?’ Malcolm had replied, ‘Don’t be stupid, I wouldn’t touch her with a barge pole.’ How Cerris had been wounded by those words, uttered by the man she thought was in love with her.


Malcolm never seemed to be short of money, though Cerris saw very little of it. During the summer months, he collected moss from the woods and fields, selling it to anyone who would buy. She knew he also received a substantial amount in state benefits, though she had no idea how much and never dared to ask. Whatever he spent was usually on himself or maybe something for the house. He did give her money for food, but that was all she had from him. They didn’t go out together and virtually led separate lives, and he always kept a critical eye on the housekeeping expenses.


Malcolm didn’t work during the winter months but generally found things to do, which took him into town for several hours during the day. When he was at home he was argumentative and nasty, his violent tempers becoming worse, so she was pleased to have some respite from him when he went to town.


The house was pristine, more like a show house than a home and consequently was devoid of homely comforts. As the children grew, he expected them to take as much pride in the place as he did himself, and was intolerant of any disorder or mess that might result from their play. He showed little or no interest in their activities and regularly chastised them, finding fault with almost everything they said and did.


They were a two-car family and owned two beautiful ponies, Bobby, a brown and white bay gelding, and Bonnie, a New Forest Grey, much quieter and more docile than his companion. The ponies were stabled some two miles away at a farm and Kimberley their eldest child adored Bobby, having joined a pony club with the intention of entering him into gymkhanas, dressage and other equestrian competitions. A beautiful animal, his only fault was that he could be stubborn, there being times when he would refuse to take part in any of the events, which resulted in him trotting from the field with Kimberley astride his back! However, usually he did well and had acquired a considerable number of rosettes.


The day before an event, Bobby had to be prepared. Mother and daughter would spend hours washing, grooming and plaiting his mane and tail. It took a lot of effort, but Cerris enjoyed being with Kimberley and sharing these times, which had brought them closer together.


Kimberley was becoming quite an accomplished rider, which made Cerris particularly proud. They sometimes stayed at the shows all day, always a joy, especially when Bobby was accomplishing clear rounds and winning rosettes. It was thrilling to see them working as a team, jumping hurdles with confidence and agility. Though Bobby could be quite obstinate when the mood took him, it was worth risking his off days for the pride Cerris felt when Kimberley and Bobby were doing well.


Unfortunately, it was on an off day that Malcolm had decided to see how his daughter was progressing with her equestrian pursuits. Standing menacingly with Cerris at the fence, ready to criticise any mistakes his daughter might make, Malcolm watched as she turned Bobby towards the start. They began competently enough, but then Bobby hesitated and stopped, despite Kimberley’s efforts to encourage him.


Malcolm sneered and shook his head. ‘There y’are!’ He said loud enough to attract the attention of everyone watching. ‘Think she can ride? She hasn’t got a bloody clue. Look at her. She’s no good, and to think I’ve wasted my time coming here to see this!’


Cerris turned to face him. ‘My God, what the hell are you trying to do to her? She’s your daughter and you should be proud. The least you can do is to give her some encouragement. That wouldn’t be wasting your time, would it?’


He scowled at her with hate filled eyes and strutted away, those standing nearby watching him go before turning their attention back to the ponies.


Cerris stood back to inspect the cabinet and satisfied with her efforts, sat in one of the armchairs. Placing a magazine in her lap, she listened to the drone of the television in the next room, for Malcolm was watching yet another one of his football matches. Looking at football was all he seemed to be interested in these days.


Opening the magazine, she thumbed through its pages and for the very first time in her life began to think of friends and acquaintances, somehow knowing things about them like where they had been and what they had been doing. This frightened her since she was being informed by something outside her understanding, something quite foreign to her way of thinking. It was inside her head and making her aware of the private lives of everyone she knew.


Her eyes widened as she looked up, for something was happening in the centre of the room. Letting the periodical slip through her fingers, she saw a figure bathed in shimmering light slowly begin to form.


Scrambling from the chair she ran from the room through the kitchen and down the garden path. Then she stopped, closed her eyes and prayed.


CERRIS


As I stood there trembling, I clutched the metal pole, which held one end of the washing line, willing my unsteady legs to support me. My heart pounded and I struggled to gain control, my breaths coming hard and fast. I looked back at the house and prayed to God I would find the courage to go back inside.


‘My friend, do not be afraid for I would never do you any harm.’


Someone had spoken but nobody was about. My lips were tightly closed. No way was I going to have anything to do with it.


Retracing my steps, I approached the house cautiously and entered the kitchen. With trembling hands, I put a few used side plates into the washing-up bowl. Suddenly I sensed movement behind me and spinning round, saw a feint shadow, which became an exploding cascade of sparkling glitter. As I recoiled, my body hit the sink, knocking over a flower vase, which crashed to the floor in many pieces. ‘Go away!’ I screamed and suddenly it faded to nothing like a spent firework.


I had the feeling something was creeping up my neck which caused me to shudder and gasp, and hurrying through the hall and up the stairs, I jumped fully clothed into bed, pulled the duvet over me and prayed to God to keep me safe and make whatever it was go away.


As a child I had attended Sunday school and church believing in God and Jesus, so why was the devil chasing me? What wrong had I done? I was so frightened I began to recite the Lord’s Prayer, ‘Our Father, who art…’


‘In Kevin,’ a clear voice replied.


Throwing back the duvet, I scrambled from the bed terrified and ran back downstairs to the sitting room muttering and sobbing.


Some days passed in relative calm. Then came Wednesday morning when Malcolm was out collecting moss and the children were at school.


‘When next it begins to form, you must ask what it wants from you, Cerris.’


Aunt Marilyn finished her coffee and put down the cup.


‘I don’t want there to be a next time,’ Cerris replied. ‘I never want to see the thing ever again,’


Aunt Marilyn was undeterred. ‘Ask it to make clear its intentions. Make it known that you are frightened and need to assimilate this whole thing slowly and gradually, but in your own time and not in theirs.’


‘Theirs?’ Cerris looked baffled.


‘Yes. Something of significance must have happened at the Circle. You remember how it affected you.’


When she had seen her aunt off the premises, Cerris went back into the sitting room.


Aunt Marilyn had been right. Whatever it was must have followed her home from the meeting. What other explanation could there be?


She sat on the sofa and taking a deep breath, said somewhat shakily, ‘Okay, I’m ready for you, but please don’t hurt me.’


Immediately she saw the figure start to form but put up her hand defensively and the image faded, followed by another explosion of sparkling glitter, which continued to fall from out of the air.


‘My friend, please try not to be afraid. I have been watching over you for so long and I want you to feel safe. You are always so sad and it pains me so to see you miserable and hurting so.’


She stared spellbound at the falling glitter, which never seemed to touch the floor but could not bring herself to speak. As frightened as she was, she didn’t require his concern or his pity. Neither did she want him watching over her. To her it was an intrusion of the worst kind and she resented it and the image faded to nothing.


It was Malcolm’s birthday and she placed a full English breakfast before him as he sat waiting somewhat impatiently at the table. She had not bought him the identity bracelet he wanted for those she had seen in the jewellers shop windows were expensive and beyond her means, whilst the ones in the catalogues were just as pricey. She had rehearsed what she would say to him, yet knew only too well nothing she said would pacify his furious temper when he unwrapped the present she had placed beside his plate. If Malcolm failed to get what he wanted there were always repercussions. She had bought an expensive card and written a tender and loving message inside, though she knew a birthday card, no matter how costly would not placate her selfish husband.


‘Happy birthday, Malcolm,’ she said, placing the cooked breakfast before him.


He seemed not to hear as he speared a rasher of bacon with his fork and shoveled it into his mouth. Chewing silently, he took up her card, having torn open the envelope and read it. He smiled, nodded and dropped it down on to the table, pushing it away from the plate.


Eyeing the small package he set about ripping off the paper and held up the pen she had bought for him. His smile evaporated and he looked up at her questioningly. ‘What’s this?’


‘I’m sorry I couldn’t afford the bracelet so I decided to get you that instead.’


His lip curled as his eyes portrayed his anger. ‘But I’ve already got one,’ he rasped.


‘Yes I know that Malcolm but…’


Slamming the pen down on the table, he pushed back his chair and left the room. She felt relieved he hadn’t slapped or punched her but the pain in her heart was searing.


Malcolm wasn’t speaking and Cerris prepared herself for a prolonged period of silence. Often those silences would last for weeks and although he would come to the table to have his meals, he wouldn’t communicate either with her or with the children. It created a nasty atmosphere and the sheer hate in his eyes unnerved them all.


‘He doesn’t like your present,’ Kevin said sadly.’


Cerris took a deep breath. ‘Come on, Kev,’ she said forcing a smile. ‘How would you like to go to the park for an hour or so?’




CHAPTER THREE



Signs and Visions


It was almost a week since Malcolm’s birthday, but he was still not speaking and Cerris was glad when he retired to bed early, for she could bring the portable television set from the dining room into the lounge. Glancing through the channel listings and discovering there was nothing she wanted to watch, she allowed her eyes to close and immediately saw a floating garden with flowers in full bloom. She could smell their exquisite scent and as the fragrance grew stronger, she sat spellbound, never having experienced such a cornucopia of colour. The stunning garden was so close she could almost touch the blooms but then it began to withdraw, getting smaller as it retreated until finally it faded away.


She blinked and shook her head as she beheld a black cat sitting near her feet. It was staring up at her and purring, the tail arched over its back. There was something familiar about the animal and suddenly she remembered. It was Sooty, her beloved pet from the long ago days of her childhood. She felt such love for it, wanting to draw it into her arms. It was as if the years were falling away and she was a child again. Slowly she held out both her arms in an attempt to coax the creature to come near but it vanished and she was left staring at the carpet. She started to think of her sister, Shelley, standing before a mirror, combing and preening the long silky hair, which extended down her back. Those beautiful flowing tresses had taken so long to grow and had eventually become so magnificent that they were admired by all who saw her. Cerris watched the comb become a large pair of scissors and gasped as her sister began to cut through those golden locks, until all her lovely tresses had fallen to the floor, leaving her with nothing more than a crop.


Malcolm had not spoken since his birthday five days before, and after their meal on this particular evening, he left the table and went into the dining room, slamming the door behind him. The muffled sound of a football commentary permeated the walls and Cerris knew she would have to spend another sleepless night on the sofa.


She finished the washing up quickly with Kimberley’s help then went to the sitting room to listen to her hi-fi. Making herself comfortable in an armchair, she grabbed the remote and was about to turn it on when she saw a shimmer near the window.


She tensed immediately and was about to run from the room when she realised she was looking directly at a man, not a ghost, nor a phantom, but an ordinary human being with long hair reaching to his shoulders. Dressed in a mustard coloured shirt and brown trousers, he wore spectacles with thick black frames. His smile was beguiling but she raised her arm defensively. ‘Stay away from me! Don’t come near.’


‘My friend,’ he began, ‘How long I have waited for this moment now we are one together at last. I have been watching over you for longer than you know and your happiness is mine too, so there is no need to be afraid.’ His blue eyes revealed such warmth and gentleness she didn’t understand because to her he was a stranger.


‘Who are you?’ she demanded. ‘I don’t know you and anyway, I…I’m okay. I’m fine. You don’t have to worry about me.’ Her voice was tremulous and she tried to smile but all she could manage was a grimace. ‘You’re not very handsome, are you? At least, I don’t think you are.’ She was digging her fingers into the sofa, her knuckles aching with the pressure she was applying.


He made no comment but his beautiful smile remained unchanged.


‘I…I’m sorry I said you’re not handsome,’ she stammered. That was cruel, but I’m scared and don’t know what to say.’


‘If you want to know who I am look at your son,’ he said softly. ‘I am in your son.’


As frightened of him as she was, she wanted to know more, but all she could send out were negative thoughts. How could a complete stranger, especially one who was dead and not really here be speaking to her?


For the first time his smile melted and he looked sad. “My friend, why do you live the life you do?’


She felt a wave of annoyance. What the hell was he getting at? ‘What do you mean? My life is okay thank you. I have everything I need. We own two cars and two ponies. Have you seen my ponies? We’ve got plenty of money and…’


‘Why do you live the life you do?’ he repeated, his expression portraying such pity for her.


She was damned if she was going to account to him for the way she lived her life. ‘Please go now. I will…I may ask you to come again, but for now, I’ve had enough.’


And he faded and was gone.


She remained staring at the carpet where the ghost had been standing. The muffled football commentary in the other room had ceased and she heard the door open and Malcolm’s footsteps on the stairs. Standing up, she sighed heavily. ‘Whatever is happening to me?’ she asked aloud.


The clock struck ten and she absent-mindedly counted the strokes. She had been sitting by herself for well over an hour, contemplating the unhappiness that had so far been her life. Realising how tired she was and envisioning yet another restless night on the sofa, she stood up and decided to check the children to see if they were asleep. Leaving the room, she climbed the stairs and pushed open one of the bedroom doors. She entered quietly, crossed to Timothy’s bed and looked fondly down on him. He was sleeping the fathomless slumber that only children can, his breath light, shallow and regular. His hand rested lightly against his cheek, that which had recently taken the full force of his father’s open palm. Reaching out slowly, gently, she allowed her fingers to caress his hair and her love went out to him.


Her Timbo was an adventurer and often went off by himself, sometimes for the whole day. Cerris didn’t mind. He was quite able to take care of himself being extremely independent. It was that independence which seemed to annoy Malcolm, who somehow interpreted it as defiance. Malcolm had no time for children anyway, especially those who in his opinion were ‘too bloody cock-sure of themselves.’


She crossed to Kevin’s bed, bent over him and kissed his forehead. This was her ‘little man’ five years old and so small and vulnerable. She adjusted the covers around him and thought back to when he was born. Confined to the hospital with toxaemia for a whole month prior to his birth and feeling so ill, she often wondered if she would ever come out again. Every day she had waited for Malcolm to visit, but not once did he show up, although she had tried many times to ring him. Kevin was his son, his own flesh and blood. How he must have hated this child. Yet how could he? Her Kevin was a gift and a treasure.


A smile creased her lips as she remembered how earlier he had come rushing home from school, excited to be going on the trip to Lake Vyrnwy the following day. He was so eager to help get his things ready, though it was just a day’s coach trip to see the dam and have a look around the museum. ‘There’s a shop, Mum,’ he had said with enthusiasm, ‘so I’ll be able to buy you something nice.’


It was after Kevin’s birth when her marriage had really started to deteriorate. Malcolm’s pugnacious attitude towards her increased, and the abuse became more regular. She had tried everything she could think of to placate him, attempting in vain to express her love by composing beautiful verses, which she wrote inside expensive greetings cards. He would read the cards and smile, but few days would pass before he was ranting at her again. The abuse she suffered was painful, but it was nothing compared to the mental anguish Malcolm put her through.


She gazed fondly again at her youngest boy. Kevin was her baby and her love flowed out to him. He was so affectionate and yet so vulnerable with such an attractive personality and he needed all her protection.


She smiled again when she thought of a particular conversation they had enjoyed a week before. She had asked him if he was going to get married and leave home. His tiny hand had slipped into hers as he looked up at her and replied, ‘No, Mum, coz I’m staying here forever with you.’


Cerris had already decided she did not want to love anyone but her children, for the one man she had grown to adore not only rejected her but hated her too. This hurt so deeply she had subconsciously switched off her feelings for him. She had given him her best love, put food on his table, kept his house, given him beautiful children and tried to satisfy his every whim both day and night, but still it wasn’t enough. Nothing she did was ever enough. Malcolm had grown to loathe her in spite of it all and he had made her feel worthless, something to be detested and despised. She was even beginning to loathe herself for forcing upon her children a father who made their lives so utterly miserable. At best he ignored them and at worst he despised their very presence in the house. Never did he miss an opportunity to hit or punch poor Timothy, yet she was powerless to do anything about it. To him she was odious, a worthless piece of dirt. How could he abhor her to such an extent? At times like these, she wished she were dead.


She left the room as quietly as she had entered, taking a duvet and blanket from the airing cupboard before descending the stairs again to make up a bed on the sofa.


The following evening Cerris had met a tired but happy Kevin from the coach depot in the town. He had been so animated about his outing and all he had seen that he had not stopped chattering since getting off the coach. When they were inside the car he fumbled in his pocket and withdrew a crumpled brown paper bag. ‘Look what I bought, Mum,’ he enthused. Opening the bag, he took out a key ring, which he gave to her. On one side of the plastic label was the word, “KEVIN,” and when she turned it over, she saw printed in italics, the meaning of that name. It was “HANDSOME.”


CERRIS


I was beginning to realise that if the ghost had wanted to hurt me he would surely have done so by now. Yet I couldn’t understand why he was so nice to me. I wondered how he could possibly have a connection with Kevin. It made no sense at all. He wanted to organise my life and there was no way he was going to do any of that. I resented his visits and I would tell him so the next time he barged into my life. Yet what scared me more than anything was what all this was leading up to? What did a ghost who was dead require of me? It just wasn’t normal.


After his visit I was filled with a sense of absolute peace and It felt as though my head was empty of worry and stress. I was floating on a wave of calm and tranquility and when it wore off after about twenty minutes, it left me wanting more of the same.


Some weeks after Malcolm’s birthday and round about the time when he was beginning to speak to me again, I told him I wanted to have a new kitchen fitted. He shrugged his shoulders and said it was all right as long as I was paying for it.


I contacted a carpenter who visited the house and quoted one thousand and fifty pounds. When the work was finished I counted out the notes and found I was fifty pounds short, so I gave him the thousand and asked if I could pay him the rest on Friday, which was in a couple of days.


‘That’ll be fine’ the carpenter said, ‘What time will you be in?’


‘Come about seven. I should be home by then.’


On Friday at seven o’clock I returned home to find the front door locked. I tapped on the glass and waited. Suddenly the door flew open and I glimpsed Malcolm before his clenched fist smashed into my face rendering me unconscious.


‘When I opened my eyes, I felt blinding pains at both the front and back of my head and it occurred to me that the force of Malcolm’s fist must have sent me reeling backwards into the garden shed.
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