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This novel was developed from the short film: 


The Postcard.
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The Departure.
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There is a concept in physics where two particles once linked together will forever be connected with one another despite distance. I ask myself does this Entanglement apply to us? Can one human be destined to be connected to another despite distance and circumstances? 

––––––––
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THE PROBLEM WITH MEMORIES is they are usually mentally and emotionally edited from the extremities of our on rolling existence.

As I stand here with baited breath I look back to questioning how I came to arriving at this point of sheer happiness. I can only admit it never began this way.

One of my earliest recollections as a boy was somewhat traumatic.

I believe I was around 4 or 5 years of age when my father walked out. And I remember feeling a sense of despair with no figure to guide and protect me.

We lived in a Council Flat in a poorer area of Sheffield. I don't remember life being very easy as Mum and Dad always seemed to argue leaving me sat in my bedroom with my duvet covering my head praying for it all to stop.

It must have been very early in the morning as all was unusually quite on the estate. I got out of bed to use the toilet. And there was Dad, bag packed and leaving. He turned and handed me a small box wrapped up. Smiled, then he gave me a cuddle before closing the front door disappearing into the darkness. And that was that. I can't remember whether this was some sort of belated birthday present or simply some sort of consolidation prize? Remaining confused as to what had just occurred I opened it to discover a toy bi-plane. It might have just been a gift but to me it meant so much more. In my mind it was a calling. A calling to my potential and to escape this life of restraint. It was then I cried out, 'Daddy!!' 

All seems like a distant memory. A distant cry when I recall such traumas. Here, I would often spend my evenings sat here in my caravan polishing the metal tubing attempting to avoid such recollections. It provides a much needed distraction, I believed. Each part I took time to carefully clean, polish and lubricate before reassembling it ready for action. Some might envisage this as a huntsman preparing his weapon.
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WHEN AUTUMN WAS SETTING in I would take time to admire the wild geese in their 'V' formation flying south for warmer climates. Was nature showing me something? Maybe an ideology as to what I should become or where I need to be? I would think to myself are they escaping to more fortunate pastures and how lucky they are to do so. Counting my graces, I was lucky to be here observing them. So with my recently polished instrument I would climb onto the roof of my old faithful Landrover and I hail them with Beethoven's symphony No.5 Allegro in brass. A true hero's theme upon my trumpet! Sadly some might believe I can't really play but I'm sure with practice, one day I might improve.

I could imagine the workers in the cabbage fields below looking up to see my silhouetted figure as a person to both be feared and yet admired. 

And that is where she was. Isabella, a lady with long dark hair and deep green eyes, slim and unassuming in the early 20's I imagine like the rest, from Eastern Europe. Despite being Autumn and the days still had a glow about them, her work was long and hard. I watched as she gathered the produce into her tray. She would wipe off the sweat from her brow and cleavage onto her muddy sleeve before standing tall to stretch her back. And with an almighty yawn she looked around seeing her co-workers gathering their belongings as their day was reaching a close. Joining the queue for her tray to be weighed by the Supervisor something caught her attention. My dog's bark being carried upon the light breeze. Shading her eyes from the low sun Isabella looked up to see the figure of a man carrying a shotgun and a bag over his shoulder followed by two dogs. A Border Collie and a Jack Russel. It was I! And I could imagine what the others were saying about me.

'Him up there, richest man in Yorkshire.' The Supervisor said with a degree of sarcastic envy. 'He just don’t know it! And if you listen carefully you might hear the lesser spotted tosser tryin’ to play brass. I’ll tell thee, sounds like heffas humping.'

I doubt if she was heeding his words as I would like to believe something more was attracting her to my presence. 

––––––––
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IT WAS A TYPICAL BUSTLING day at The Farmers Market. Old ladies pulling their trolleys looking for a bargain whilst traders hustled to make it worth their while. The occasional delinquent hoodies loitered whilst the public went about their everyday concerns. Neither predator or prey presenting any interest in one another. Unassumingly, she walked through the crowds like a ghost in the mist occasionally paying interest to the goods on offer. I arrived that morning and parked close to the butchers. 'Every penny becomes a pound and every pound becomes a tenner.' I said to myself unloading the poultry from the back of my truck. My were dogs salivated from the pheasants as if being denied their winnings. 

'Wait, stay. Look after truck.' I advised them.

I couldn't help but to observe her as she stopped at a charity shop sponsoring 'Help the Children.' Apart from the old dresses and idyllic framed faded prints of Greek Sunsets, she spotted an I-pod. But examining her meagre earnings from the day and summing up what was necessary and feasible she turned away walking into the neighbouring Furniture Restorers. I could imagine their conversation like the pages from a book.

'Hi Rose. Is my violin ready yet?' 

Rose, a middle aged large lady stopped sanding a rocking chair. 

'Alright ducky, just waiting on parts. Next week. Maybe? No point looking disappointed love its out of my hands. Anyway some say, no-one every remembers a late delivery but everyone remembers a bad un.'  

'Tell me something? Do you know of a man who has two dogs near here?

'Just throw a stone and you’ll hit one? You’ll have to be a bit more specific?'

'Richest man in Yorkshire?' 

'Ah! I once asked him why is he the richest man in Yorkshire. You know what he told me? He told me he invented the cardboard box, then he told me he trains gnomes and then he told me to piss off and mind my own business. You want to stay clear of that one. Not all there if you know what I mean!'

'You said about week?'

'About that, if you want quality work then patience is the key. Listen, plenty of things to do round ‘ere in meantime. Seen much of the Dales?'

'It reminds me of home.'

'Well there you go then. I'll let you know when its ready. OK Lovely?'

And with the ding of the trader's bell, she left Rose the Restorer. For some reason only known to fate, through the marketeers her eyes caught me sat on the bench. She too inquisitively observed me from afar.

As I wait for Terry the Butcher to return I find myself sat 'ere on this bench amongst the mindless plebs, my patience grows thinner. Ten minutes his son said and that was half an hour past. Where is he? And more to the point, where's my money? I bet in the bookies? I do him a favour with all that meat and this is what I get? Even my boys are becoming restless, my Jack and Collie that is. As they start to bark, I thought my patience yielded less than a pauper's pocket. I look up at the horde playing out the rules of the game without out more to question them. I was not destined to be part of their world and neither was I accepted as one of them. Initially I felt a sense of disenchantment but now I simply don't care.

'Mutton without a master. Shit without a shepherd.' I say to them.

Finally, Terry the Butcher sporting his bloodied apron turned up and gave me the envelope containing the dosh. I didn't trust this gambling addict so I checked it. 

'All seems right. Same next week?' I asked this shifty git.  

With my reluctant nod of insincere approval I gathered the boys. Like obedient servants they too were eager to leave.

'Com on fella's. Get in.' As they jumped in the cab I felt unwanted attention.

'Get us a pack of fags and a bottle of vodka mate.' Came from a coarse fat spotty teenage girl. I didn't hold her physical nature against her only the terms of her wish of wantem intelligence. Holding a £20 note she stood with her two likewise hench-girls behind. 

'You can keep the change...' She followed up with.

'Change of a twenty?' I responded bearing a scowl.

They searched though their pockets and scavenged a further £10. Snatching it from their talons I walked into the nearby newsagents. Over my shoulder I could feel their stares through the window with baited anticipation. Smirking to myself I donated their cash into a charity collection box for 'Save the Children.' Very apt I thought as not only for those who needed it more but the prevention of these girls from posing any harm to theirselves or those around them. My care for the community has performed well today. Call it my good deed for the day! Without a word I walked through them and back to my truck.

'Where do you think you are going? What about our vodka?' Shouts Tracey.

'And fags!' Followed Steph.

With this I started the truck and leant out the window, 'You know it's true what they said about the vikings. They took all our best women and left us with the shit!'

As I drove off I saw her observing me with a mild laugh.

With the usual justice comes the usual critics.

'Gay!' Shouts Tracy.

'Peudo!!' Shouted Stephanie.

How wilfully creative our future youth has become.
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Isabella.
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'From all my years escaping, I never thought I'd end up where I began. As a farm worker bringing in the harvest.' Thought Isabella as she spend another long day toiling away. 'My only solace was a few familiar faces I'd like to believe were my friends.'

'I’ll tell thee, it might keep the wolf from the door but you’ll never get rich ‘ere. How long have you got on your visa love?' Asked Ange, a co-worker in her early forties. 

I could only respond with a smile.

'You’re a pretty girl, intelligent, you got talent on that violin, so why this? Why come all that way to do this?'

'No money in my country.' I told her whilst acting coy to blend in with the proletariat whilst masking my true identity.

'Sending home money for your family?'

'Something like that...' I couldn't tell her I was attempting to escape my pain from a previous life and simply trying to fit in amongst them. Probably most like the majority of the migrant workers here.
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