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FOREWORD


Jeremy Ashman and David Whoot a detective doctor are extraordinary people with special abilities. They are able to foretell of things to come conversing with creatures other than human beings by using their special abilities to tell of forthcoming dangers.
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JEREMY ASHMAN SAW A CREATURE


ON A TWIN MOONISLAND THAT LOOKED LIKE THIS





CHAPTER 1



ATTITUDE


Jeremy Ashman was lost for words when he looked through the window of his house seeing two young men; McCredie Dalton along with his friend Morris Winters each staggering up the road with bottles of drink in their hands. Three weeks after both failed their final exams meaning both getting declined places at their choice of University.


McCredie along with his friend Morris Winters were no strangers to Jeremy Ashman. All three born, raised by their parents in the same street.


The two students spent many years studying at school and college thus time came for their final exam results. Some made the grade to attend University and some did not.


A few months after the two students overcame their sorrow of not getting places at University both visited Jeremy Ashman with a deep sadness filling their eyes.


‘Hi, Jeremy,’ McCredie said, ‘we’ve come to let you know we’ve stopped studying our futures are ruined.’


Jeremy looked at them saw their deep disappointment. ‘Oh, I see,’ said Jeremy, ‘you’ve failed your exams your futures don’t have to be ruined.


There are many people who didn’t go to University yet have had a successful life and career don’t just throw the towel in!’


‘Can I ask a question,’ Jeremy asks McCredie? ‘


Go ahead,’ he replied with his head hung toward the ground.


‘Let’s just say for instance that you were walking home from college one day you suddenly slipped falling unable to get up on your own, would you ask someone to give you a helping hand or would you just lay there for the rest of your life?’.


As soon as Jeremy said this Morris looked at him saying, ‘what are you getting at?’


’Your attitude makes a difference help attain your goals or give up on it; attitude brings out both the best and worst within each person. You’ve failed your exams keep your chin up; you can try, keep trying again the ball is now in your Court,’ he paused.


A few days had passed and Jeremy was surprised to see the two students once again bright and early. This time he saw Morris Winters and McCredie on their way to the library.it started to rain as soon as they got to the door.


McCredie looked at his friend saying, ‘Morris see it is raining, we’ll just look around until the rain stops.’


‘Ok,’ agreed Morris going to the shelves choosing a selection of books sitting down for a quiet read. McCredie opened one of the books he saw Jeremy Ashman’s photograph in it.


‘Wait a minute,’ he uttered in astonishment, ‘this book belongs to Jeremy Ashman!’


Morris looked sharply at him saying, ‘Some people used to call him their guardian angel because he is a kind loving person.’ Nothing else was said as they sat down to study their books.


Jeremy used to be known as a ‘people protector’ who often experienced times when he felt confused by the voices he heard in his head which he couldn’t explain.


One special day the most extraordinary thing happened. Quite by accident he met a Detective called Dr David Whoot who was head of a large private detective agency.


At a time when the agency required people of various special abilities to join the organisation the Detective thought Jeremy Ashman could be just the person he was looking for.


Eleven o’clock on the day after their meeting Jeremy had a surprise telephone call from Dr Whoot asking him to visit his office regarding a job interview. Jeremy couldn’t believe his ears; Jeremy was filled with a mixture of anxiety and excitement at the prospect of being interviewed for a job.


The following morning darkness gave way to the day, Jeremy nervous jumped out of his bed to dress in preparation for his appointment. Standing outside the Detective’s office hours before it opened.


Dr Whoot arrived at his office greeting his colleagues he knelt down starting to pray asking for God’s help in making the right decision.


After praying he immediately asked Jeremy if he would like to join the group working with the underground force of detectives.


‘Err yes,’ uttered Jeremy, who staggered in amazement at what just took place, as he was expecting a long drawn out interview, bearing in mind he was standing in such a prestigious organisation.


A few months had passed since joining the Detective’s establishment when Jeremy was asked to take on a cold case assignment concerning a missing 13-year-old school girl presumed to have been abducted from her parents’ home in 1977.


After Jeremy read his assignment he looked directly at Dr Whoot.


Sir,’ he uttered, ‘we’re now in the nineties. That crime was committed over 13 years ago.’


‘Yes,’ Dr Whoot agreed. ‘Sergeant Ross believes there’s a small possibility that the kidnapped girl might still be alive her body had yet to be discovered.’


One extraordinary night in June 1990 time appeared to move as quickly as a flash. ‘Boom’ Jeremy and his family just vanished into the unknown. Led by his spiritual abilities they were taken on a journey travelling back in time to late December 1977.





CHAPTER 2



THE CRUEL FOUR


As Jeremy reappeared to his amazement he was stood outside the gate mid conversation with a stranger who was brushing the autumn leaves from the forecourt.


Sally His wife shouted to him. ‘Jeremy dear, I’m going to the supermarket with the children. Would you like to come along with us?’


‘Ok,’ he said, ‘why not?’


‘We’ll finish this chat later when I return,’ he said to the stranger.


This time of year most people had already done their Christmas shopping early to avoid the Christmas Eve crowds.


Without any further hesitation Jeremy his wife and children went off to the supermarket which wasn’t far from where the Ashman’s were living at the time.


The morning was very cold whilst the air was thin. While they were at the supermarket an old age pensioner came to shop next to them rubbing his hands together to keep them warm.


‘Isn’t it chilly today?’ mumbled the old fellow trying to start a conversation with the Ashman’s.


‘Of course,’ Jeremy answered, ‘it is very chilly indeed.


’ From one word to another Jeremy befriended the elderly gentleman. He gave his name as Joe Harris explained that he lived alone and had no visitors over the Christmas period.


Mrs Ashman sympathised with the old man and before they parted company they made a promise to Joe that one of them would pay him a visit during the Christmas holidays. Joe Harris was very glad to hear this, they shook hands and said goodbye.


The days passed very quickly it was now three days after Christmas. The Ashman’s extended family, who came to spend the festive season with them, had now returned to their own homes to celebrate the New Year in their own way.


Mrs Ashman was alone in the kitchen happily singing along to the radio. Then a knock came at the door. Mrs Ashman shouted out from the dining room, ‘Will someone please answer to the door?’


‘Ok, mum,’ replied Robert her eldest son, who rushed hurriedly to the door. It was Richard one of his young friends from the next street who had come to play with him. Robert popped his head through the doorway he instantly shouted, ‘Wow! Isn’t it cold out here? ’Yes,’


Richard said, ‘it’s misty but we can always play around here at your gate.’


The Ashman’s home was not far from the avenue just a few steps away from the road. Robert took a closer look around. ‘Wait a minute,’ he said to Richard, ‘I’ll ask mum if it’s alright for us to play out here.’


He stood at the door and shouted, ‘Mum, can me and Richard play outside our gate?’


Before Mrs Ashman replied she took a look through the kitchen window and saw how misty it was she knew quite well that it could be dangerous for children to play at the side of the road in the mist. She shouted, ‘No, Robert it’s too misty out there, but if you and Richard want to come inside you can play with your toys you got for Christmas.’


‘Ok’ he uttered gladly. His mother shouted again, ‘Before you come in to play tell him that he should go home and let his parents know where he is.’


As soon as Richard heard this he ran home to let his mother know that he was going to be playing at his friend’s house. Robert waited for him at the door until he returned and they went inside to play in the living room. Jeremy Robert’s father was already in his favourite chair keeping an eye on Alvin their youngest son. He was playing with the toys he had received for Christmas.


As soon as the boys entered into the living room Richard said ‘Hi, Mr Ashman.’


‘Hi, Richard, how was your Christmas?’ Jeremy replied.


‘It was ok,’ he smiled.


‘Well,’ said Jeremy, ‘now that you’re here, Robert, you and your friend can play with your younger brother.’


‘Ok, Dad,’ he agreed. He and his friend went to a corner of the room to play with their toys whilst his younger brother Alvin played with his pull back wind up cars.


While Jeremy was sat looking on affectionately at the children playing with their toys his wife Sally suddenly entered the room filled with the spirit of Christmas! She twirled around the room, laughing.


Then she stopped giving her husband a kiss on the chin whispered close to his ears. ‘My darling, you might not have remembered this, but we made a promise to pay old Harris a visit at Christmas. Now it’s three days after Christmas poor old Harris!’


Jeremy breathed out with a sigh as he realised that since the day they met Joe Harris at the supermarket time had passed so quickly. He couldn’t believe that it was the 28th of December already.


No sooner had Sally left the room; she took two steps backwards turned around. She went through the living room door into the small passageway, ‘Children!’ she shouted ‘go and wash your hands.’


Lunch was about to be served so the children washed their hands to take their seats at the table.


West Indian food was part of the menu! It was great fun for Jeremy to teach his English born children to eat West Indian food! The sweet potatoes were good but the yam they weren’t too sure of. There was roast beef, fried chicken, Brussels sprouts, Yorkshire pudding, gravy, roast potatoes and lots of other goodies on the table. Everybody had an excellent and enjoyable meal.


Had Sally known that after lunch her husband would be going to visit Mr Harris she might not have reminded him until the next day. She had wanted to visit Mr Harris with her husband but didn’t want to disturb the playing children.


However after they had eaten Jeremy got dressed and ready to visit Mr Harris; he didn’t want to disappoint the old fellow, especially as it was Christmas.


Just as he was about to go through the door he shouted to his wife, ‘Sally, I’m going now, as nobody else is going with me!’


Sally came walked with him to the door giving him a goodbye kiss, but was sad to see him go without her.


As Jeremy was on his way to Mr Harris’s place he began thinking about the Biblical words that his wife had rehearsed at Christmas. It was about Jesus’s birthday, from the Holy Bible, Saint Luke Chapter 2 verse 14 which said, ‘Glory to God in the highest, and on earth, peace, and good will towards men’; of course meaning women and children as well.


As the day wore on Jeremy found himself in the neighbourhood not far from the rural community in which old Harris lived.


He walked to the outskirts of the village stopping for a moment to look around the area, although he couldn’t see very far as the day was still cold and misty. It was the winter months a cold mist lingered making it seem later than it actually was.


Mr Harris was the owner of a large semi-detached house in the rural community and when Jeremy arrived he had a shock. The house had been recently modernised and looked brand new compared to the others. An old sign hung on the gate: ‘Beware of the dogs.’ Jeremy could have ignored the sign, as Harris hadn’t mentioned owning any dogs, but chose to stand outside, unsure if the old man still lived there.


He took a long look up and down the lane suspecting that he’d come to the wrong address he acted bravely and went through the gate to the door of the house.


He was about to ring the doorbell when he heard someone digging. He stood at the door continuing to listen. The digging sound was coming from the backyard.


‘Wait a minute,’ he said to himself. He knew that Mr Harris was old and fragile so it couldn’t be him that was digging. If it wasn’t Mr Harris digging then who could it be? It was understandable for Jeremy to be apprehensive in this situation as it was the Christmas period only certain people would be out digging during these times. It could have been the gas people or Mr Harris could have a burst water pipe. Could the Water Board be there to fix it? Then he had further thoughts; if it was the Water Board where were their vehicles parked? There weren’t any such vehicles parked in the lane.


With all these thoughts he left the doorway tiptoed towards the backyard for a closer look. All this suspicious activity had brought to light a crime that had been committed at that very place three days after Christmas in 1977. Was Jeremy there to find out how the crime happened and who was responsible? He sneaked a little nearer to see whom was digging, whilst being careful not to make the person aware that he was there.


As soon as he got close enough to see he caught sight of a man digging a hole that looked like a shallow grave. Jeremy began to panic. The man was of a dark complexion; he had a well-built body and a very mean looking face he was wearing a white vest and dark trousers. The man was hard at work. His face was sweaty his body steaming as if he had caught fire on this cold winter’s day.


’ Good gracious,’ Jeremy uttered in a frightened tone of voice. He thought the man might have murdered Mr Harris and was now digging a shallow grave to bury him in.


soon as he thought about it a strange feeling came over him his legs weakened in fear. He looked again and saw something hanging from the handle of his shovel. It was a glove a black leather glove to be precise; the other was lying on the ground beside him.


It was clear that something odd was going on as scared as he was Jeremy decided to keep his cool and wait. Hopefully he might witness who was to be buried in the shallow grave. He didn’t have to wait long as the man suddenly stopped digging and left his pickaxe lying on the frozen ground beside the hole he had made.


Jeremy stood still looking on in dread at what was to follow. The man didn’t know that somebody was watching him he returned to the shallow grave carrying a large roll of plastic material that he could barely manage. Finally he dragged it up close to the hole.


This was very alarming Jeremy knew quite well that if he wanted to see what the guy was going to do with the roll of plastic material he would have to keep himself composed. He put the roll of plastic material close to the hole then went away to fetch a young white female’s body to the shallow grave. The ice-cold ground her lifeless body laid upon.


When Jeremy saw this he hastily covered his mouth and shuddered at the sight of the dead girl’s lifeless body. Then he reminded himself of what Detective Ross had once told him. If he saw someone committing a crime in the field of his vision the victim might not necessarily have died in real life; this may only be to reveal what was about to happen.


Jeremy was terrified yet kept on telling himself not to be alarmed as he stared terrifyingly at the young girl’s frozen body. Had she just been killed or had she been left outside all night in the cold.


Her long dark hair had spread out across the ground over her shoulders. Her dress was made of a black and white spotted material. Suddenly Jeremy thought; ‘I wonder if she had been kidnapped then taken to Mr Harris’s home to be buried in his backyard?’ he said to himself.


Despite being a witness to murder Jeremy tried to hold his nerve and not panic. What he didn’t know at the time was the worst was yet to come. He still hadn’t seen Joe Harris and a dead girl’s body was lying on the ground, waiting to be buried. He began wondering if old Harris was a victim. Is he already dead buried somewhere in a shallow grave in his own backyard?


He then realised he was standing too close to the horrifying scene. He dare not move as the gravedigger was likely to see him. He thought of crying out for help but the neighbouring houses were in complete darkness.


The suspect would know that Jeremy had seen the dead girl and him digging the shallow grave and wouldn’t allow him to escape. In his mind he thought bad people are always the most aggressive people and if seen by the gravedigger he would be dealt with without mercy.


Poor Jeremy, he was scared half to death and now realised he could be harmed. Whilst the gravedigger was busy he tried to sneak away but the man spotted him moving. He was startled but not for long and soon regained his composure and shouted out in a nervy tone of voice, ‘We’ve got a visitor!’


Jeremy didn’t see anybody else at the time and wondered who this man was shouting to. He soon got a massive surprise as he saw three other men running out of Mr Harris’s house to stand with the gravedigger at the edge of the shallow grave.


The four people stared at Jeremy then glanced at the dead girl’s body lying on the ground. They looked at each other without saying a word. It seemed as though they could understand each other’s thoughts.


Jeremy was now face-to-face with these four men who were probably responsible for the death of the young girl.


Jeremy knew very well that he was a witness to a crime. He couldn’t hang around any longer or he would be the next to be murdered.


He began thinking that if they wanted to kill him they would have to catch him first which wasn’t going to be easy. He noticed the four men whispering to each other. He listened intently trying to make out what they were saying. He expected that they might be planning to trap him and accuse him of being the killer. He weighed up the situation and knew that he hadn’t much time to escape and couldn’t hesitate any longer. The gravedigger was the only black person in the bunch of men. He was very tall with a muscular physique and was like a giant in comparison to Jeremy.


Jeremy believed that one of the three men that came out of Mr Harris’s house might be the boss. He was of medium build and average height, clean-shaven and very smartly dressed. He looked at Jeremy with a devilish glint in his eyes,’ How can we help you?’ he asked in a deep crusty tone of voice.


He guessed that they had planned to keep him on the premises so he decided to make a quick exit through the garden. To his error he completely miscalculated the condition of the garden expecting the ground to be completely frozen solid. In fact parts of it had been recently ploughed up there were large muddy patches which were extremely sloppy. The four men began to advance and positioned themselves between him and the edge of the garden Jeremy immediately took a running leap but to his dismay he landed ankle deep in the soft muddy clay. He struggled and grabbed hold of a broken wooden fence pulling him out of the mud.


OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
THE UNKNOWN

AND THE TALKING

]
VA

[VAN GOLDING






OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
THE UNKNOWN

CREATURES

AND THE TALKING

SPARROW

BY
IVAN GOLDING

sssssssssss
Publishing Limited





OEBPS/image/animal.jpg





