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BROUGHTY FERRY IS A small Scottish town nestled between Monifieth and her larger neighbour Dundee. The town is situated on the banks of the River Tay. As an important coastal town, Broughty has always been involved with the fishing industry and more recently has acted as a harbour for oil rigs brought in for maintenance from the North Sea. These are an interesting sight just a short way offshore. Both industries have provided many jobs and have played a huge part in boosting the local economy. There is a ‘RNLI’ lifeboat station strategically situated on the Broughty beach. For decades brave crews have been involved in many rescues. Sadly, there have been numerous failed attempts due to the unforgiving nature of both the North Sea and the treacherous currents out in the Tay. Many local men and women have lost their lives attempting to rescue stricken vessels of all types.

The lifeboat house is positioned so that it can head off out to sea, or in the opposite direction to the River Tay, winding inland past the City of Dundee. In recent years, archaeologists have made discoveries that suggest there was a settlement on this land in the prehistoric period. The small hamlet as it originally was, grew in size to a large town due to a growing success in fishing and whaling. Broughty was involved in all the Anglo-Scottish wars due to the strategic location of the town on the banks of the river, with Broughty Castle being founded in 1490 by King James IV. This was an attempt by the Scots to fend off an ever-increasing threat from the English Navy. 

During the 19th century, a great deal of money and wealth was made by Jute Barons who traded with the cloth. These entrepreneurs of the time built wonderful mansions in the traditional Scottish Baroque style. Today, many of these impressive buildings still exist and have been converted into plush apartments and posh hotels. Broughty is very popular with holiday makers and people in search of adventure, with many venturing out to the surrounding hills and mountains. These can be especially unpredictable in the winter and sadly to this day, the unpredictable nature of the weather claims many lives.

For all the reasons mentioned, Broughty is not without its tragedy. Due to the towns involvement in war and the constant need for fishing out at sea, many lives have been lost. One such local tragedy was when the Tay Rail Bridge collapsed. This infamous disaster took the lives of some seventy-nine souls. On that fateful December night back in 1879, the region had suffered the worst weather for years. A fierce storm caused part of the bridge to collapse, causing a crossing train to plunge into the murky depths below. 

There are many local tales about hauntings. These range from spectres seen in ruins, to Roman soldiers who disappear through walls. There are tales of ‘The Green Lady’ who walks the battlements at Claypotts Castle. Others involve sightings of ghostly boats seen lit up in the river that suddenly vanish without a trace. Others say that on the anniversary of the rail disaster screams can be heard amongst the howling winds out in the Tay, often accompanied by strange lights.
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IT WAS SPRING OF 2008. Bruce, a middle-aged man just a few weeks away from forty-eight, had recently taken on an office-based role as a Staff Sergeant in the army. After joining from school at sixteen, he had served twenty-eight years; a long career. He never married or had children, concentrating on his military career. He chose The Royal Dragoon Guard’s, or RDG’s as they are more commonly known. His father Alec was in the same regiment during the late 1960s but sadly got injured by a roadside bomb in 76, whilst on patrol in Northern Ireland. He survived but lost his right hand and lower left leg, just below the knee. 

Things at home in Cove Bay Aberdeen were tough enough at this time, but after his father was medically discharged life got very difficult. Wounded soldiers were lucky to receive a couple of thousand pounds compensation back then, and for a man in his 20s unemployable due to the severity of his injuries, the money lasted a matter of months. Alec drank a great deal in a bid to drown out his past misfortune. This led to arguments with Sheila his wife and on many occasions the police were called due to the noise from arguing and the crashing of objects being thrown. In Autumn of 81, just five years after Alec was so brutally wounded, he took his own life. His body was discovered hanging in the garden shed by a neighbour’s gardener, who saw and heard suspicious movements. Alec was just thirty-three years old.

Bruce himself was a carbon copy of his father, six feet tall athletic with dark blonde hair. He was good looking for 48, apart from a burn scar on his right cheek- a few inches long. This was caused by a ricochet when a sniper fired at him fortunately missing. The bullet clipped the corner of a wall during a patrol in Bosnia in the mid 90s.

In 2006 he was deployed to Helmand Province in Afghanistan. Shortly after he was promoted to the rank of Staff Sergeant. His unit was armoured and took delivery of modified vehicles. These were upgraded with the latest ‘anti RPG’ (Rocket Propelled Grenade) bars, that greatly reduced the number of ever-increasing casualties. However, the underbelly of such vehicles were still vulnerable. 

The troops were better protected from their recent exchanges with the Taliban. Bruce had been involved in some of the heaviest fighting. After many enemy ‘contacts’ he came close to following in his father’s footsteps whilst out on patrol one chilly winters morning. The route they were on a few miles out of a forward operating base in Helmand had seen numerous ambushes and IED attacks; (Improvised Explosive Devises). 

On that fateful morning, his vehicle triggered an IED causing their newly delivered Mastiff vehicle to lift into the air a few feet almost breaking in half. His driver Corporal Nathan Hill died instantly. Bruce and three others were miraculously thrown clear suffering minor injuries. 

The death of his good friend Nathan, ‘Nuts’ as he was known had a profound impact on Bruce. They had joined the army at the same time and went through basic training together. He would find himself waking up in the night with the sweats, as his dead pal would be stood a few feet away from him. Moments later he would disappear. This happened on tour and at home, but each time it never failed to frighten him. This wasn’t his first paranormal encounter and certainly wouldn’t be his last.

Eventually, after his last tour of Afghanistan in late 2007 as rank of Staff Sergeant, he undertook office-based duties at the age of forty-seven. After numerous deployments, he found the change boring but all the same pleasant. He was based at Leuchars Station near Fife Scotland, where he had bought a small apartment that required significant updating with some of his deployment bonuses. The small two-bed property was on the west end of town, not far from Claypotts Castle. 

He purchased the apartment intending on living there after the work was done. However, he decided to let it out to bring in enough money to pay the mortgage. It had been converted from a handsome four-bedroom 1920s era house. He also had a small two bed house just outside of camp. This was a military home that he rented through his salary. This was his main home conveniently situated just a five-minute cycle to his office on a good day.

A few months after his father's untimely death, his mother hit the bottle hard. She struggled with new relationships, never able to move on from her loss of Alec. Bruce would often lay awake at night listening to his mother’s sobs, as she reminisced about good times with him. She bumped along in and out of part-time jobs trying to make ends meet.

Sheila always had a brave face and was known for her beaming smile, but inside she never recovered from the loss of Alec. Sadly, in December of 97 while Bruce was deployed in Sarajevo Bosnia, he received the grim news that his mother had been killed in a car crash. The post-mortem revealed she had been four times over the legal limit. She had taken the car out after an evening of drinking. She spun the car off the road, down a ravine and into a freezing river; Brig O’ Dee. The official reason for death: ‘by drowning.’ 

Bruce was granted compassionate leave that December. He flew home to her funeral and stayed at the family home for a few weeks. There was no inheritance at all. Most people at that time rented from the council as did his parents and their parents before them. He had a decent living quarter on camp at Leuchars base, so usually he would only visit his mother briefly while on leave. Once the funeral was over and friends and family had gone, he was left alone. After a couple of weeks sifting through her possessions and sorting out the usual household items, it was time to leave the property. The council were booked in to do a deep clean. Then he would leave his family home behind for good.

On the penultimate night in the house, he was exhausted. He had hired a van to take all manner of things to the local tip. Back then the tip was a quick affair. The older people amongst us will remember backing up to a waste height concrete wall, before chucking over everything from garden, household, food, pet waste, sofas, drawer units the lot. This melee of unwanted waste would crash down to an enormous stinking heap below, exploding and scattering around three or four poor sods as they attempted to sift through the detritus. 

There was a certain ‘final’ feeling attached to throwing recognisable items over that wall. He had filled black bags full of his late mother’s clothes. Back in the day as they say, the advent of charity donations at such shops wasn’t a thing. People would quite frankly not care one bit. The common consensus wasn’t to worry about saving the world. Recycling was for the rag-n-bone man who turned up with a megaphone twice yearly.

Bruce got to finally rest on the one item he had left to get rid of; a three-seater cream leather settee. He had thought about trying to stuff it into his roomy Peugeot 406 estate but decided it was too good to dump. His mother had paid a small fortune for it. She took out one of many high interest loans paying it off weekly at the front door. At that time, ‘gone-legit’ loan- shark companies certainly were a God send for her.

The following morning, an old family friend was due to pick it up for £60; not great but a decent amount for a well-worn- in settee. The magnolia paint on the walls in the lounge were covered in stained square shapes. These were the shadows caused by years of smoking where pictures were once mounted. The room seemed to echoe once emptied despite having a decent light blue carpet with underlay.

He seemed to slide about on the huge settee, recalling how his mother used to polish it with pledge. There was an old military sleeping bag stuffed in his car boot, used mainly for fishing trips. Sprawled out on the settee in his toasty bag, he had a ‘What Car’ magazine for his entertainment. He did have a mobile back then, but they didn’t offer all the features you can readily access today. Back then reading was very much the entertainment of an evening. Lying in bed swiping through endless amounts of pointless but entertaining reels hadn’t yet become a way of life. There was a small table lamp plugged in at a corner of the room. This offered enough light for him to read. The TV had gone in for repair just a week or so before his mother passed away, and knowing there was going to be a bill to pay, he didn’t bother contacting the repair company. 

It was that evening that things took a creepy turn. He was nodding off in and out of sleep, occasionally waking to wipe off another stream of dribble from his chin. He could hear a movement upstairs. The sound seemed like a cat jumping off a bed. They had kept a cat ten years earlier but Fluffy came to an awful end, after falling asleep in an engine compartment. She lost her tail when it got caught up in the fan belt. That morning when the unsuspecting neighbour started the engine, Fluffy was drawn into the fan belt leading to her gruesome end. 

The noise happened again, the exact same. Startled this time he sat up staring at the ceiling. At first, he wasn’t bothered until the sound repeated itself. This time he heard a startling clunk from a door latch closing upstairs.

He slipped his legs out of his toasty bag and sat up on the edge of the settee. He looked up daring not to breathe and then ‘THUMP! THUMP!’ This time he stood up and froze to the spot. “HELLO!” he shouted out, staring at the gloomy hallway door. The sudden realisation that he was calling out to a sound in an empty house at silly o-clock at night, caused his heart to race. However, he was no stranger to terrifying situations in the army and was an expert at keeping his cool.

This was different. The sounds stopped. Nothing but deathly quiet.

‘What shall I do now?’ he thought. He decided to investigate upstairs. Sliding his old tatty part-fluffy slippers on, he pushed the hallway door open and headed to the bottom of the stairs. He reached in for a switch in the hall and flicked the upstairs landing light on.

Once again: “HELLO! IS SOMEONE THERE?” he called out.... nothing.

He grabbed a handrail and slowly climbed the stairs. As he got to the middle, he peered around through a couple of spindles. He focused on the main front bedroom door. He could see that it was slightly ajar. The other three, a bathroom and two other bedroom doors were closed. ‘Did I close them all?’ he thought. Pretty certain he had done so; it worried him further that the door was open. He reached the top of the stairs and stood at the door. Gripping the cool brass knob, he pushed it open. It swung right around thudding the inner wall. 

He flicked the light switch and looked around. The room was decorated in a garish pink and blue Roses. To match his late mother's awful taste was a threadbare jade green carpet. He stepped inside. Over in the far-right hand corner, at the bottom of a wide front window was an object. It was a broken picture frame. He turned it over making sure he didn't cut himself on the cracked glass. He was immediately greeted by two happy smiles. They were both holding a cigarette. He mused at the picture that reminded him of his childhood. It was his mother and her sister Aunty Alice. 

They were in the bar at the hotel Alice had bought back in the late 80s, The Dunella Hotel in Broughty Ferry. Bruce had not seen his aunty for a few years. Sheila and Alice did keep in touch, but his mother was far too keen on the booze and Alice was very busy running the hotel. Alice and Uncle Stanley had bought the hotel cheaply in the late 80s. They had poured their life savings into Dunella, as the dilapidated building required a refurbishment. The project went very well, and they re-opened to the public in 91. Just seven years later Uncle Stanley died suddenly, succumbing to a massive heart attack. He had been a relatively fit man in his seventies. Stanley had never smoked and only tended to drink on special occasions.

Alice fought on at the hotel. To help her along she hired a great General Manager. As far as Bruce knew at this point, her business was still doing well.

He left the room taking another final look around. Clutching the picture, he carefully went back downstairs and settled in his sleeping bag. The noises he had heard were unusual, but he assumed they were made by the picture frame falling off the windowsill. He was exhausted from sorting out the house and doing the trips to the dump. As he dosed in and out of sleep, he wondered about the noises. There wasn’t a window open to cause any draft. And the cat jumping sound causing a definite thud? He thought about that too but eventually succumbed to tiredness and fell asleep.

It came as a bit of a relief when morning came. He was lying in his toasty sleeping bag watching the early morning light fill the room.

Suddenly there was a loud knock at the front door.

He jumped, startled and rubbed his weary eyes. The knocking repeated as he quickly pulled up his jeans. 

“BE THERE IN A SEC!” he called out. 

He went to the front door and opened it up. There stood a tall man, wearing a black woolly beanie, a dark bomber jacket and jeans covered in holes and splodges of paint. His beard was a wiry mix of black and grey. The pointed nature of the beard reminded him of a wizard from a fantasy novel. The man replied in a deep voice which was a very broad Aberdonian accent. “Morning Bruce, I'm a little earlier than planned, is now a good time for collection?” he asked.

“Yes, of course Jack, good... I mean come in. I just woke up sorry I'm half asleep come in,” he said. He turned and waved his hand at someone by the gate. He was a friend who came along to help load up the settee.

“I appreciate this I really do. Your mother used to love this settee, the colour especially,” said Jack.

“Oh, um yes, she did. You knew her well?”

Jack moved to one end of the settee and was about to lift it up, his buddy already had his end off the floor. He hesitated and stopped for a moment. “I was acquainted with your mother; we met at the spiritualist church doon the road.”

“Spiritualist church?” asked Bruce.

“Aye, The Bon-Accord spiritualist and healing centre; you didna ken your mother was a member?”

Bruce stroked his stubble, nodding slightly. He had no idea that his mother was into that sort of thing.

Jack and his buddy lifted the settee up and took it out, loading it onto a small van. He returned to the house and stood at the door. “Great all done. HELLO BRUCE?” he called out. 

Bruce appeared, still thinking about his mother’s secret association with the Bon-Accord.

“Come in a moment. How long was she attending your Church?”

“Well now, let me think a minute. She had drink issues I ken that much. I'd say aboot end of 92, yes that’s right. I'd say a good few years.”

“Oh, ok that’s news to me. I was away a lot. I knew mum was a bit lonely and I didn't make the effort to see her nearly enough.”

“If it's any comfort Bruce your mother used to come in twice weekly with her sister,” he said.

“Ah sister, that would be my Aunty Alice. I thought they were too busy for each other.”

“On the contrary Bruce, your aunty was a big believer, and your mother started to get into it big time.”  A loud double honk from the vans horn blared from outside; his buddy was getting impatient.

“BE THERE IN A MIN,” called Jack. He took out a small wad of fivers and placed them into Bruce’s hand. He closed his hand up tightly and locked eyes with Bruce. 

“Your aunty used to do séances up at Dunella. Your mother, she wanted to speak one more time with your father.” Bruce let go of his hand, startled at that news. His heart starting to race thanks to that revelation. Jack headed off up the path. At the garden gate he turned to face him and said: “Your aunty she had a gift, as did your mother, you might too it’s usually in the blood,” he said.

Alone again, he carried on securing the house, locking windows and turned off the electric. He couldn’t shake off what Jack had told him. His mother and aunty had dabbled in contacting the dead at Dunella.  Did they contact Alec his dad or not? Only Alice would have that answer, and he didn’t want anything to do with it. 

He eventually returned to Barracks carrying out his now office based soldiering duties. He had no reason to contact his aunty and wanted nothing to do with the secret he learned from Jack. That revelation had had spooked him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter two


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


IT WAS 2008. BRUCE was back in camp at Leuchars. He was settling down into his daily routine as a ‘staffy,’ (army slang for Staff Sergeant). The pay was good and having no dependents as such had enabled him to shove a few quid in the bank. This money and the extra earned from deployment bonuses are what he used to buy his Broughty apartment.

The humdrum of the office didn’t always bode well with him. Most of his day was taken up triaging admin duties and sorting out warrants for arrest, usually due to soldiers going AWOL, (absent without leave). The war in Afghanistan had demanded a great deal from young soldiers. They were witnessing horrendous situations almost daily and by the latter end of 2008 the war had escalated. By that point in the conflict fifty-one British soldiers had been killed in 2008 alone. Many were returning home on leave and not reporting back to unit. 

One Friday afternoon, with his paperwork squared away, there was a knock on the office door.

“HELLO, COME IN!” he called.

The door swung open, and a very smartly dressed officer walked in, sporting number two dress with peaked cap in one hand, clutching a brown envelope in the other.

“Staff Sergeant Gordon?” he asked.

“Yes erm... sir that’s me. How may I help?”

He entered the office, heading for the seat opposite Bruce. He was a tall man, fairly portly about six feet tall, and looked about forty years old. He had dark hair slightly balding on top. He also bore a scar under his left eye, another common indication of an experienced soldier. This one though was an officer wearing four medals on his top left pocket.

He took out a cigarette and without asking lit it up, taking a long drag on it. 

Bruce took out a glass ashtray from his top drawer and placed it on the desktop. He had given up smoking a year earlier but kept his ashtray as a memento of his achievement. He sat back in his chair intrigued, not quite knowing what to say. 

“How can I be of service? Captain...Major?”

“I'm Major Philby, I work for the Adjutants General Corps. I'm here on business for the Padre Office.”

“Padre, are you a Vicar?”

“Not quite, I deliver all sorts of news for the army, usually the bad kind these days. I spend a lot of time delivering news of a death to a family typically.”

“So why are you here? I don’t know of any one close serving, and I don’t have a wife or kids either,” he asked. Major Philby placed the envelope on the desk. It had a large white sticker on it. Stamped with: 

DELIVER BY HAND. 

Bruce took hold of it and hesitated.

“I am sorry to announce this, but your Aunt Alice has passed,” he said, as calm as a daisy.

The major stood up and placed his hat on, stepping back one pace and saluted. He turned to the door and stopped for a moment. 

“Sorry about the news old boy. I know that she had no other immediate family. Everything you need to know and do, it's in the letter. Good day Staff Sergeant.”

Alone again, Bruce felt a little numb. He wanted to open it and find out everything. At the same time, he knew that if he was the only immediate close family member, then what he was about to find out could have significant life-changing consequences.

He reached into the drawer once again, pulling out a long silver envelope opener. He slotted it in the end and tore it across. Taking out the letter, he opened it slowly and respectfully.

Spire Solicitors Dundee

Probate Specialists

26/04/2008

––––––––
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DEAR MR BRUCE GORDON,  

––––––––
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WITH THE UTMOST CONDOLENCE for your loss and respect at this very sensitive time, I have been appointed to deal with and complete the delivery of the estate, concerning the late:

Mrs Alice Dogherty. We understand that this time is very sensitive. 

Please do contact me when the time is right for you,

––––––––
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YOURS SINCERELY,

Kenneth Campbell

“Am I taking on a hotel?” he said to himself. He put the letter away and considered what had just happened. He knew he only had a couple of years left to work in the army, with most long serving soldiers retiring aged 50. This would be a great opportunity. 

The Dunella Hotel, established in 1828, was originally a grand Georgian building. It was originally built as many were, with the wealth amassed from the Jute trade, (a kind of hessian) fisheries and textiles. These were all huge industries at the time. Dundee prospered in the early 19th century and Broughty Ferry was chosen as a haven for the wealthy. Many thousands would flock to the town and stay for a vacation and business trips. Consequently, many of the larger private dwellings became guest rooms offering an overnight stay with breakfast, the forerunners for BnB’s. 

Dunella spent her early years in and out of fortune. If the local economy was struggling, the guest rooms were empty, making little to no money. In prosperous times, the rooms were packed and Dunella always made her owners wealthy. 

By the late 1970s the hotel had fallen into disrepair. Owners came, invested little and consequently the business would fail. That was until 1987. Alice and Stanley had been looking to invest. They had prospered from running a medium sized building company. Parts of Dundee had been run down for decades and Stanley’s maintenance firm expanded into the building industry.

Many pre-war tenements were demolished, leaving in their wake a great opportunity for companies engaged in the building boom of the eighties. Small companies expanded and grew into successful businesses. It was summer of 87. Stanley had been winding down his company, selling off assets and several successful contracts. One of them was a maintenance contract that covered hotels. Dunella had often been visited by Stanley, under the name: D.M.S. (Dundee Maintenance Services).

He had always admired the old building with its grand entrance, leading to several fine rooms that had been converted and improved over the years. In the early eighties, investment companies came and went. DMS would carry out basic maintenance at Dunella. That typically involved repairs to leaking pipes, particularly numerous, nipping up gas pipe leaks in the out-dated kitchen, and re-wiring most of the bed. This was designed to improve the advance in technology, such as early cable TV.

Stanley was now in his early 60s. He had wanted to retire for a while, but the opportunity became serious when one sunny day in August 87, a letter arrived at the office. It turned out that the accountancy firm they hired to do the books, were under investigation for fraud. D.M.S. were facing an unpaid debt to The Inland Revenue amounting to £32,000. This was a shock and the company although cash rich, could not meet the demand. Stanley had one concrete option. He had to sell up. The company was one of three that monopolised the sector.

It turned out that a local entrepreneur from Dusseldorf in Germany had shown an interest in such firms. In the early eighties, Germany had undergone a huge rebuilding and modernisation programme. Much of the destruction caused from World War Two, had created a tsunami of investment. In fact, the popular TV show ‘Alf Wiedersehen Pet’ was based on that period. Tens of thousands from the U.K with skills such as carpentry, plumbing and electrical flocked to Germany. The benefit of such a huge economic migration meant that firms operating at home had huge opportunity due to the lack of skilled manpower left behind.  

It was a miracle in waiting. The offer from the German company, a generous £95,000 was enough to sell, pay off debts and have a good amount left over to either run off into the sunset, or invest in a new venture. Just a few months after they had first been contacted by the German, the deal was sealed. The company was sold, and the debts were paid off in full.

It was now a cold January in 88, when Dunella was up for sale, once again. The local paper ‘The Evening Telegraph’ had a decent four-page property spread at the back. 

Stanley and Alice had been enjoying a trip to a little cabin he had built out at Blair Gowrey, when one morning whilst sat eating breakfast he noticed the hotel for sale. They decided to put an offer in to purchase it. With a little luck and plenty of negotiating on the price, due to the poor state of the building, the offer was accepted. Four months later the deal was completed. Dunella was purchased for an under-market value of £42,950, around £350,000 in today's money. This left plenty in the kitty for a refurbishment. 

They were now the proud new owners of The Dunella Hotel.

Bruce tucked the letter into a top pocket and sat back. He looked around the office, momentarily staring out across an empty parade square. On every wall hung a picture of his stages during his career. Mostly the typical type, with up to 50 soldiers stood on benches, the front rank reserved for command ranks with hands outstretched onto their knees. He glanced across his desk at a couple of picture frames. One had a picture of him with his best pal that was killed in Afghanistan. They were stood in front of a desert cam coloured Mastif. Just three weeks after the picture was taken, his best mate in that picture was killed. killed. 

Bruce carried a great deal of guilt with him, due to him surviving the same explosion. The other picture was just one of his mum and dad, taken back in the late 70s at a bar in the Wirral near Liverpool. 

They used to go camping that way, with dad visiting old army friends usually. Not satisfied with his desk job, he pondered the thought of running Dunella. Was it time to go? Was it finally time to say a goodbye to all he’d known in his adult life. The career that he carved out over almost thirty years. He thought about it, a great deal, knowing that ideally, he should serve another two years to max out his pension entitlement. He would see what comes of the telephone call with Kenneth Campbell.

The next morning was a typical rainy Friday. He woke a little later than usual. He was always a punctual man with work a priority. This time, it was different. He felt a strong urge to pull a sick day. He sat at his kitchen table staring out at the rain. He scraped the last spoon or two out of his bowl of porridge, reading mail as he licked the spoon. 

‘That’s it, I'll go in a bit late. Bugger it,’ he thought. Glancing up at his wall clock, he realised he was going to be late as it was. The office on base was just a five-minute cycle away from his army home. He would normally leave at 8.30am, rolling in at about 8.20am...it was now 8.20am. He texted the secretary at the office reception.: 

‘MORNING CHLOE, NOT LIKE ME, ALARM WASN’T SET,    BE IN ASAP, BRUCE.’ 

He knew he would call the solicitor at 9am. He sat watching the clock tick by. 

Swigging the last of his coffee, eventually the clock turned nine. 

“Good morning, Spire, how may I help you?” a female voice answered.

“Um, hi, yes...morning, my name is Bruce...err, Bruce Gordon, can I speak to Kenneth Campbell please?”

“Yes of course, hold one moment please.”

The music was awful, he had heard some ‘hold’ jingles that were soul destroying, but this one, a crackly version of ‘Eye of the tiger,’ by Survivor really didn’t seem right for a solicitor's company. It seemed to take forever......finally: 

“Putting you through now Mr Gordon.”

He hesitated for a few moments as he was not sure what to say. The annoying jingle music stopped, followed by a brief silence.

“Mr Gordon, thank you very much for getting in touch so soon,” said the voice, in a perfectly spoken broad Scottish accent.

“Yes, I thought I would see what the letter is all about you sent me?” replied Bruce.

“Ahh, yes, intriguing I assume, and out of the blue?”

“Yes, it was indeed Mr Campbell, the content suggested my late aunt may have put me in her will?”

“Yes, you are bang on Mr Gordon, there is a matter we need to discuss. Are you able to pop into the office at some point?” 

He looked at the clock, it was now just after nine, he wanted to say any day is good, but he had a strong urge to find out about the will sooner.

“Actually, I have a slot today if you are able to fit me in, I know it's a little short notice.”

The line fell silent, a few moments passed and then: “Great, the sooner the better, I have a cancellation for 2.30pm this afternoon if that suits you, Mr Gordon?”

“Super, I’ll be there. Do I need to bring anything in particular?”

“Yes, just yourself and some I.d  such as passport or driving licence will do, and a recent bill.”

Bruce hung up and let out a long sigh of relief. He glanced at the clock and realised he had to contact work a second time: 

‘HEY CHLOE, ME AGAIN, UNBELIEVABLE LUCK THIS MORNING, GOT AN UPSET STOMACH, PROBS BEST BE OFF TODAY.’

He felt so awkward, especially telling a work colleague a blatant lie, a feeble one at that. 

However, there was something far more pressing on the horizon, so it had to be done. 

This was the first time in years that he had put something else before the army. The only time he had come away on leave was ‘compassionate’ for a wedding or a funeral. This time, it was very different. The way the morning had gone, it almost felt like fate was in control.

He decided to get on with a few chores around the house. There were a good few hours to burn before he set off to the solicitor’s office. He wondered what to wear. For so long, weekdays meant perfectly pressed military combat trousers and top, today it would be something less obvious, perhaps a pair of black jeans and a pale blue shirt would do. One thing was for sure; he had taken a day off sick with stomach-ache, a lie that bothered him. That meant that he had to try his best not to be seen by certain people.

The accommodation on camp wasn’t actually within the wire. (army slang for on base). Most of the housing was made up of flats and housing, nestling on the outskirts. However, his house was on the main rat run to the main camp gates. As the hours passed by, he found himself doing a few menial tasks. For a man that was usually based in an office all day, it seemed a nice change to be pushing a vacuum around and giving the kitchen and bathroom a once over. It was now after 12pm and he decided to make a small lunch. Nothing special, just a cheese and pickle sandwich, and a KitKat from the cupboard. He boiled the kettle and noted that he had at least a couple extra cups of coffee that morning. His nerves about the meeting starting to manifest.

Soon it was time to get ready. He did in fact choose a formal pair of trousers, dark blue but smart. He favoured a white shirt, open necked and his favourite dark brown leather shoes that you could see your face in the polished reflection. The office for Spire was about a 20-minute drive, so he had to head off shortly. The time had come; he left the front door and closed it gently, trying not to make a sound. He double checked the path at the end of his drive was clear and made a dash for his car. “So far so good,” he said out loud. 
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