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I am not an Authority on Climate Change and will never claim to be in anything I write or say. As a layperson, I understand the importance of changing my actions and behaviours. Most people do, whether they understand the reason as much as I do or more. Like many humans, we live for today and not for a future we can't see, feel, or even imagine.

It's that unimaginable that hinders humans from doing the right thing. This inability to comprehend a future of destruction and pain may end all life on this Planet. The further away a thing is in time, humans consciously or unconsciously assess how exactly an event such as Climate Change will impact the individual. The measurement is not of mankind but of person-kind in my view. For example, will something affect me in my lifetime?

1850: Amateur Scientist Eunice Newton Foote, never recognised when alive, foreshadowed the findings of Irish scientist John Tyndall.

1860s: John Tyndall showed that coal gas (containing CO2, Methane and Volatile Hydrocarbons) effectively absorbs energy. Tyndall demonstrated that CO2 acted like a sponge and could absorb multiple wavelengths of sunlight.

By 1895, Swedish Chemist Suante Arrhenius, in an attempt to understand and explain the Ice Ages, found that decreased CO2 may cool the Earth. A decrease in Volcanic Activity could also lower the CO2 by half. Global Temperatures would decrease by five Degrees (or 9 Fahrenheit). To find out if the reverse was true, CO2 doubled into the atmosphere, equalled an increase in Global Temperature by the same amount. Later decades would show with Climate Modelling that Arrhenius was not far off. 

By the 1890s, the concept of a warmer Planet was remote and yet welcomed by most. Was this the moment when humans started to ignore science, or was it that the weather on the Planet was so bad that everyone wanted a warmer place to live? Or was it a case of the self-kind measurement of the risk?

The 1930s: Born in Canada, British Engineer Guy Stewart Callendar (the name would suggest the man was Scottish, records declaring him English) noted that the USA and North Atlantic Region had warmed significantly from the Industrial Revolution of the 1800s.

Callendar believed that Earth's Atmosphere had warmed up by two Celsius (or 3.6 Fahrenheit). He continually claimed to his death on the 3rd of October 1964 that the Greenhouse Effect was real and that warming had started.

1958 The Keeling Curve: The establishment of a Monitoring Station in 1958 by the Scripps Institution of Oceanography on top of Howaii's Mauna Loa Observatory was one of the first (US) government-funded projects to closely monitor CO2 levels. Charles Keeling, a Scripps geochemist, was instrumental in outlining how to measure CO2 levels. What became known as the Keeling Curve showed a steady rise in CO2 levels with short, jagged, up-and-down levels of gas from repeated Wintering and Greening of the Northern Hemisphere.

The 1960s: With the dawn of Advanced Computer Modelling, the information demonstrated in the Keeling Curve was predicted. The Modelling consistently revealed that if CO2 were to double, it would produce a two-Celsius (or 3.6 Fahrenheit) Global Temperature within the next Century.

Still, people were putting their heads in the sands of avoidance. The Modelling was still seen as preliminary, and a century seemed a long way into the future!

Now, the 1970s are upon us, and the headlines have changed! 'A Cooling Earth.' This decade seemed more interested and worried about Global Cooling than Warming! Moreover, people were concerned about the pollutants we emit into the atmosphere. The main enemy was the explosion in aerosol use from 1940 to the 1970s. The layperson's atmospheric pollutants could block the sunlight, cooling Earth. Eventually, the science at the time was listened to partly, and everyone in this decade should remember the campaigning and banning of certain aerosols for allegedly newer, safer ones! And wouldn't you know it, after a 'brief cooling period,' temperatures started to rise again! 

The concern of Global Cooling predictably dropped as the main concern of governments and some scientists. 

In 1988, as if out of the blue, Global Warming gets real! The early 1980s saw a sharp increase in Global Temperatures. Summer eighty-eight saw the hottest ever at that time. The United States saw increased droughts and wildfires. What the hell was happening in the other Continents of the Planet if that was happening? Did anyone really care? Was the general public given the true information to make an informed decision? More of that soon enough.

The scientist James Hansen presented models of the threat of | Global Warming to the US Congress in June of that year. The striking be-all and end all were that James Hansen's presentation demonstrated that 99 per cent of Global Warming had arrived.

1989: Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change (IPCC), established within the United Nations (UN). Its purpose was to take a scientific view of Climate Change and its 'Political and Economic' impact! Finally, so it seemed, researchers started to look further into the possible ramifications of Global Warming. The predictions of this further look, listed a. Severe Heatwaves, b, Increased Droughts and c, Severe and Stronger Hurricanes, fueled by the rising sea surface temperatures.

Other studies predicted that the massive Glaciers at both Poles would start to melt. This happened, and then sea levels would increase by 11 and 38 inches by 2100. Offering a more visual understanding of this event, the impact was demonstrated by showing that these increases in sea levels would mean cities along the East Coast of the US would be swamped. 

In 1997, the creation of the Kyoto Protocol. The US, headed by Bill Clinton, called for reducing emissions of six Greenhouse gases in forty-one countries, plus the EU, to 5.2% below 1990 levels. The target period was 2008-2012.

March 2001: Under the presidential leadership of G. W. Bush, the US took the US out of the protocol. In doing so, Bush was reported to have justified his actions: ' The protocol was fatally flawed in fundamental ways, and the deal would hurt the US Economy.

This same year, the IPCC released its third report on Climate Change, which showed that Global Warming was unprecedented at the end of the last Ice Age.

2006: Former US President and Presidential Candidate Al Gore released a must-see work called An Inconvenient Truth. 

2007: Al Gore was awarded the 2007 Nobel Peace Prize for his work on, but not limited to, An Inconvenient Truth.

Even in 2007, Climate Change continued to be politicised, and sceptics galore saw the threat of it and its impact as being overblown.

Sixth November 2012: The would-be future president Donald Trump tweeted, 'The concept of Global Warming was created by and for the Chinese to make US Manufacturing non-competitive.

2015: The Paris Climate Agreement, the Kyoto Protocol's successor, saw the US back into the fold, led this time by President Barack Obama. The new agreement saw 197 countries set targets to reduce their Greenhouse Gas to prevent a Global Temperature rise of two Degrees. Experts suggested that these two degrees were a critical limit never to be reached.

2016: Guess what! The US is back out. Donald Trump, elected US President, took the US out of the agreement, allegedly stating that ‘onerous restrictions on the US, that in good conscience couldn’t support a deal that punishes the US.’ 

In the same year, NASA, the National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration (NOAA), discovered that the Earth’s surface temperatures in 2016 were the warmest since modern record-keeping began in 1880.

October 2018: The IPCC report concluded that the two Celsius redlines should be lowered to 1.5 Celsius (2.7 Fahrenheit) to avert the direst irreversible consequences for the Planet.

The 20th of January 2021: US is...back in with most of the world. Joe Biden as the new US President, signed an executive order on his first day of taking up office. The US formally returns on the ninetieth of February 2021.

At the time of writing this book 2023 it and been suggested by people more qualified than myself, that 2023 would be the tenth successive year for being one degree above the average.

‘1.5 Celsius is the Socially, Economically, and Politically safe limit to Global Warming by the end of the century.

Deadline to reach Net Zero Emissions

2050

UN Climate Action Summit, 2019.

“You have stooln my dreams and my childhood with your empty words...We are in the beginning of a mass extinction, and all you can talk about is money and fairy tales of eternal economic growth. How dare you!”

Greta Thunberg, 2019.
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The story follows Sophie Mason, a news reporter who covers the project’s launch, but who has a personal grudge against everything Scottish. The story also follows Ian Stanger, Sophie’s grandfather, who is a former soldier and a conspiracy theorist. The story reveals that Ian was estranged from his daughter, Sophie’s mother, who died in a train crash along with Sophie’s father. The story shows the different perspectives and motivations of the people involved in or affected by the project, such as the engineers, the locals, and the politicians. The story is about conflict, deception, and resources.

The Overground Water Pipeline project. It is a proposed project that would transport water from Inverness, Scotland, to London, England, through a network of underground and mainly above-ground pipes. The project is controversial because it would use water from Scotland, which could become a scarce and valuable resource in the future, to supply London, which will soon face widespread water shortages due to population growth and climate change. The project is also opposed by some locals who fear environmental and social impacts. 



SOPHIE MASON
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14th July (Friday), 18:00hrs

‘...The old cathedrals are good, but the great blue dome that hangs over everything is better...’

Thomas Carlyle

‘Good evening, I'm Sophie Mason, reporting live from Inverness, Scotland, where a transformative journey has just begun. Today marks the initiation of a monumental project that will connect the Highlands of Inverness to the bustling heart of London through an Overground Water Pipeline,’ the twenty-something News Presenter introduced herself first, then the bigger headline.  

Like the dated cookery programs of not so long ago, the camera pans to the rain-sodden project site. The construction site shows engineers and workers in action, setting the scene for the reporter's coverage. All are staged for the camera and the benefit of the report.

‘As the sun rises over these picturesque landscapes, it illuminates not just a construction site but a vision that has been years in the making. The ambitious Overground Water Pipeline will traverse challenging terrains, urban landscapes, and rural stretches, spanning hundreds of miles to deliver a precious resource to millions. Once thought Oil and Gas the most valuable resource available to the UK government, who could have guessed that water superseded black gold?’

The smile on Sophie Mason’s face doesn’t tell the true story that she doesn’t want to be there, reporting from a country she blames for the death of her biological parents and hellbent on independence. As far as Sophie Mason is concerned, the quicker that happens, the better. 

She is a professional, and for the first live on-site News report, Sophie Mason identifies and engages with the project's lead engineer on-site. In her left ear, the side facing away from the camera, the producer back in the studio in London speaks reassuringly to their newest newsroom member. 

‘This pioneering effort has and will require the delicate balance of innovation and environmental responsibility. Everyone who is part of this project is excited to embark on this journey to secure a sustainable water supply for generations to come. The only other such project I am aware of to have been attempted and completed is The Great Man-Made River in Libya.

‘The journey to this point has been filled with meticulous planning, collaboration, and commitment, but not without challenges from locals North and South of the border. In an attempt to minimise discontent in some communities, the project's route has been carefully selected to minimise ecological disruption, and local communities have been engaged to address their concerns and incorporate their insights.’

While Sophie Mason, a News reporter for the Beeb, gives a wafer thing history of the coming about of the project, the gullible soak up the pictures of community meetings and politicians in Westminster all agreeing with the Pipeline construction, with the odd objection. Humanitarianism is given as the reason for the construction. South of the border, not so fortunate in the years yet to come. Others claim it's another raid on the nation’s most valuable resources like the Oil and Gas were in the 1970s.

‘It's heartening to see that our voices were heard and considered in this massive project. We've been assured that every effort will be made to preserve our environment and way of life,’ one middle-aged woman declares as if having been elected to talk for both countries.

‘The inception of this project not only signals a significant step in the realm of engineering but also holds promise for job creation and economic growth along the Pipeline's route,’ continues Sophie Mason’s promotion of the Beebs perspective, with barely a nod to the truth. ‘a multitude of specialised skills will be harnessed, benefiting communities that this Pipeline touches.’

To emphasise her statement, the camera pans around and captures the strategically choreographed construction workers collaborating on various tasks. Some take advantage of the brief moment to smile at the camera after being instructed beforehand to ignore the camera.

‘Being part of this historic endeavour gives me a sense of pride. We're not just building infrastructure; we're building a lifeline for the future,’ one construction worker says, standing chest out, proud to be part of the lie.

‘As we stand here today, witnessing the first steps in this extraordinary journey, we're reminded that every great achievement begins with a single step. The Inverness to London Overground Water Pipeline will stand in the years ahead as a symbol of human determination and innovation in the face of challenges,’ dramatically paused before Sophie Mason continues. ‘From the Highlands of Inverness to the heart of London, this Pipeline will weave stories of dedication, collaboration, and progress. We'll be here every step of the way to bring you the latest on this inspiring endeavour. Reporting from Inverness, I'm Sophie Mason for the Beeb. Back to you in the studio.’

Smiling into the camera, waiting for the thumbs up from the cameraman to indicate the live feed has ended, in her left ear, the producer praises the young reporter on a job well done. Thumbs up arrive moments later, and just like that, Sophie Mason stops smiling as she pulls out the earpiece, leaving it dangling from her shoulder.

‘That was great, Sophie,’ an older woman comments as she fusses from behind Sophie, getting the hidden tech off the bottom of her back and the earpiece on her shoulders.

‘Thanks,’ she replies with that professional smile back on her face. 

Sophie Mason surveyed the scenery all around her. Men and women with hard hats wondering about getting on with whatever they were supposed to be getting on with that wasn’t choreographed. A slight breeze had picked up since the end of her broadcast, which had a bight to it as it pierced through her thin, cream-coloured silk-like blouse. As if by telepathy, the same woman who had taken the earpiece from Sophie returned with Sophie’s blue puffer jacket.

‘Thought you’d like this,’ the woman handed the Beeb logo blue puffer jacket to the appreciative reporter.

‘Oh, thank you, Julie,’ said Sophie, taking the offer and putting the jacket on immediately. 

‘We shouldn’t be too long packing up here,’ said Julie, who knew how much Sophie disliked being in Scotland.

‘When are we due to be at Inverness Airport?’ 

‘We got plenty of time, Sophie,’ replied Julie in her best comforting voice. ‘twenty minutes to pack up, another twenty, maybe fewer minutes to get to the airport. 

Okay, great.’

Julie walked towards the two men packing their equipment in a white van. Unlike Sophie and Julie, the cameraman and his assistant would have a long drive ahead. 
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Left alone as her crew packed the equipment into the van, Sophie returned to observing her surroundings again. This time, she noticed an older gentleman standing looking directly at her. He had no hard hat, overalls, or florescent safety bodywarmer as everyone else adorned themselves with. This man stood dressed in a fairly well-kempt dark blue suit that looked slightly too big for him. Either that, he was more than slightly undernourished. Life was showing in his face, a life Sophie thought had been far from easy. She had noticed similar faces in London of the unfortunate souls that society deemed surplus to requirements. The man must be in his seventies if he was a day, Sophie surmised, and at least six feet tall. 

Sophie tried to ignore the man, but she could feel his eyes on her. Was it because he had never seen someone of mixed race? Did he see her as a black woman? Whatever it was that was causing him to stare so intently made Sophie feel uneasy. She was more uneasy than she already was, being in a country she had never intended to visit.

The more Sophie tried to ignore him, the more she felt she had to look in the direction of the man. She was some twenty, maybe thirty yards from the man, yet she could see scarring at the top of his shirt collar. That observation made Sophie notice that the man’s left ear was all but missing definition because of the scarring that joined up with the ear.

He held a folded supermarket plastic bag in his right hand. The bag's rectangular shape formed below the clenched fist, indicating the bag was not empty. As if following Sophie’s stare, the man looked down at the bag in his right hand before returning his attention to the young reporter in the blue puffer jacket.

‘Miss,’ the man called out to Sophie. ‘may I speak to you about something that may interest you?’

‘I’m sorry sir,’ replied Sophie, surprised herself that she understood the dialect the old man spoke. ‘we are about to head off.’ The smiling Sophie turned around and started to walk towards Julie, who was talking to the cameraman.

‘Please, Sophie,’ the man managed to say before a gust of wind almost blew him off balance. 

How did he know her name, Sophie thought to herself? She could have sworn that the man was nowhere to be seen when she was reporting on the breaking soil for the Pipeline. The man had heard her name or somehow managed to see or hear some of her Beeb might report. People could get the Beeb regional News across the border, which Sophie had only reported before this live report. 

For whatever reason for the years ahead, Sophie wouldn’t be able to offer a clear explanation for stopping when she did, and about turned and walked back towards the man. The closer she got to the man, the more she felt something was familiar about the man, which she knew was impossible. 

‘How do you know my name?’ 

‘Most people ken yer name, hen,’ the rougher-than-expected voice of the man replied. ‘That wit happens when yer on the box.’

Sophie and the man stood only a couple of yards away from each other. Sophie in her puffer jacket, the man in a well-kept suit and shirt that surely didn’t offer anywhere near enough protection from the worsening elements. The breeze had taken a noticeable turn for the worst, more like a gusty affair.

‘You not cold, sir?’ asked Sophie. 

‘Naw hen, I’m fine, made of sturdier stuff up here,’ he said smiling, showing his full set of yellowing teeth.

‘How can I help you, sir?’ she asked.

‘It’s more what I can do for you hen. My name is Ian Stanger. Is this your first time in our country?’ Ian asked, pausing, watching and waiting for a reaction.

‘Yes, it is,’

‘I see, so wit da you think?’ he asked.

‘What do you mean?’ replied Sophie, giving herself a little more time to think of an appropriate answer.

‘It’s very different from what I am used to?’ 

‘Aye, I can imagine,’ nodded Ian as he replied. ‘London is a bit of a place all of its own, very different from everywhere else.

This time, Sophie refrained from asking the obvious question of how he knew where she was from. 

‘Its yir accent gives it away.’ He smiled, noticing the puzzled look on Sophie’s face.

Of course it was, Sophie thought to herself. No one hears or knows they have an accent until someone tells them, and then they become aware of it.

‘So, what can I do for your sir?’ said Sophie once more, this realising she was taking a step closer to the man.. ‘it won't be long until I get a shout to be going.’ 

Sophie took a brief look over her left shoulder and noticed Julia standing at the side of the white van, mobile phone to her ear, talking to someone on the other end. She assumed the cameraman and his assistant were in the van, all ready to drive off, leaving her and Julia the short taxi drive to the airport.

There was a noticeable thinning of hard hats around the place. The single-story blue and green-roofed porta-cabins, three of which must have been new, as the fourth one had seen better days. Besides that one, the taxi for taking Sophie and Julia to the airport was waiting. 

‘I have something for you,’ he held out the supermarket plastic bag towards Sophie, who, just as she found herself taking a step forward, took a slight step backwards.’ in this bag, hen, are the answers to your questions that I am sure you have thought about, but not spoken. There again, I suppose, you may not hae a clue what I am talking about, and you think I am some ole 3` stupid man going a bit round the bend.’ 

He wasn't too far from being right about what Sophie thought then. An old man was talking to her, almost pleading with her. She was having a time following the man's sentences, hearing words that Sophie didn’t realise existed. 

‘What’s in the bag, sir?’ she hesitantly asked, looking at it suspiciously.

‘Firstly,’ he said before a shout came from behind Sophie.

‘Sophie,’ shouted Julia. ‘you coming? The taxi is waiting.’

‘I’ve got to go, sir,’  

‘In this bag is evidence of lies and deception.’

‘Sir, I really do have to go.’

‘On the 14th of July 1982, you were the only survivor of a train crash returning to London. You and yir parents had been in Scotland on a brief holiday. Your parents visited family.’

‘’Sir, I am sorry, but I have never been here in Scotland before today,’ the bemused Sophie Mason interrupted the old man. ‘I really do need to go. Maybe you have got me mixed up with someone else.’

‘Naw, Sophie,’ the old man raised his voice, halting Sophie from walking off toward the waiting Julia. ‘naw, you are who I know you are, young lady. 

‘Sophie come on, or we will be late for the plane,’ shouted Julia as she started to walk towards Sophie, who must have looked pressured since Julia cocked her head to the right, concern in her eyes.

‘Five minutes, please?’ she called back to Julia, who stopped and shook her head, looking at the watch on her left wrist.

‘Five.’

Sophie turned her attention to the old man who hadn’t moved. ‘Okay, sir, you have about three minutes before I go and catch my plane back home. So whatever you think I need to know, please spit it out.’

‘Aye, jist like yir mither,’ 

‘I wouldn’t know, sir. Please, what is it you want?’

‘I didn’t know you existed until maybe a couple of years ago,’ the old man declared. The thing about a Scottish man, especially an older gentleman, describing finding out something only a couple of years ago doesn’t necessarily mean twenty-four months ago. The time scale should be taken with a pinch of salt, not literally. ‘had I known,’

For the first time in such a long time, the old man felt well-hidden emotions coming to the fore, which seemed to take not just Sophie by surprise but him especially. Here was a man she had never met before, obviously trying to tell her something and struggling to do so. What he had said to date surprised her somewhat, especially the train crash stuff.

‘Right, Sophie,’ Julia shouted with such ferocity; Sophie winced at the tone not heard since her foster mother had chastised her for finishing all the milk one morning, leaving the other kids without any that morning.

‘In 1988,’ the man now in more control of himself began again. ‘the outcome of the alleged independent investigation into the train crash was published.’

‘I know that, sir. What is your point?’

‘The point, Sophie, is that they lied to you, to everyone. It was all a fucking cover-up.’ The truth is in this plastic bag for you. It has taken me all these years to get the truth or as near dame it as possible.’

Sophie had heard the denials for years. The Scottish Government had robustly challenged the independent investigation outcome. Conspiracy after conspiracy theory, peddled by whoever for whatever reason, gained traction. Through radio interviews with so-called experts and tabloid newspaper headline grabbers, they were only interested in making money at the expense of the victims. She had heard it all before and didn’t want to hear it anymore.

‘Listen,’ she said, stepping closer to the old man. I have heard all this before, the constant denials about who did what and who didn’t do this and that. I am sick and tired of hearing denial after denial. It makes me sick to be here, here in this Godforsaken country. So if you don’t mind, sir, for the love of what's right, just go.’

With that last comment, Sophie Mason about turned, leaving the old man alone, arm stretched out,  hand holding the plastic supermarket bag and its contents. He watched his Granddaughter walk away from him, unable to or unwilling to call her back.
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IAN STANGER
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“...Good lies need a leavening of truth to make them palatable...”

William McIIlvanney

14TH (Sunday), JULY 2002, 16:15

Every now and again, Ian stared at the supermarket plastic shopping bag he kept as if it were the crown jewels. Nothing was special about it besides the last shopping bag his wife brought home before she died. The strangest of things people keep when someone leaves. 

The Beeb logo flashes on the television's screen, alerting him to increase the volume. The wait is almost over. 

Estranged Father of Sophie Mason's mother. Following an argument with his daughter about how difficult life would be for her if she married and had a child with an English Black Man. This was why Sophie's parents never told her or anyone that the family resided in Scotland, out of fear of racism. Ian knew what he had said to his daughter was wrong and probably racist in those days. His army days were full of racism and bigotry and misogynistic comments by officers on the wet, behind-the-ear army corporals before they even got to hold a riffle. You become what you are around if you are around it long enough. Most hoped to come out the other end the same as they went in. Most did not, nothing would ever be the same for them and their families.

The day Sophie Mason's parents died, and she survived, was when the family was returning home to London after being on holiday in Scotland. This was no normal holiday. It was more of a  building bridges between a father and daughter, father-in-law and son-in-law. The outcome was that both parents would return the following month. Then Sophie would be introduced to her Scottish Grandfather. It never happened, and being so young then, Sophie had no memory of her own, only what she would be told in the months and years ahead.

Ian had befriended a newspaper journalist who, over the years, could access information about the so-called independent investigation into the train crash that changed his life. Some would say that the tragic event made Ian focus on life and gave him purpose since his wife died. Those closest to Ian and those who were few and far between believed that something inside Ian died way before his wife died. That the war changed the Ian they knew. War kind of does that to people. 

The journalist wasn’t doing things for Ian out of the goodness of their heart. They wanted a story that would set them up for life. Ian knew, that without the journalist and their easier access to information, Ian would never be able to prove the conspiracy theories to be more right than wrong.

It was this very same journalist who obtained information as to who Sophie Mason was to Ian. The spark of life ignited in Ian when he was told that his Granddaughter was alive, and just as soon as it had, it was put out him thinking to himself, why had he been cut off from knowing this? 

The simple answer to that burning question could be traced back to the fallout with his daughter and husband-to-be and what he had said that day to his daughter. On returning home, they cut off any links with her father and the name Stanger. She never used that name once she became Mason. Over time, their thoughts changed towards Ian, leading to the journey South, back to her birthplace, back to her father. Had it not been for what Ian had said to his daughter, she, her husband, would most likely still be alive. Ian would have known about his Granddaughter when she was born, not when she was twenty-two. 

Sophie’s parents had done such a good job of denouncing the Stanger family name that the only time there had been any cause to contemplate using it was when her mother had to renew her Passport. It was this fact that persuaded Sophie's mother and father to return to Scotland and to Inverness. Until they were sure that Ian had changed for the better, he would not know anything of Sophie's existence. He never would do until a nosy journalist happened to come upon Sophie Mason’s story, which had not been mentioned in the reporting of the accident.

#
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Dressing in a suit he last dawned at his late wife's funeral, he put on for only the second time. He hoped. This occasion would be less mournful and more of a celebratory one. Ian knew the chances of being believed about who he was could wait. It was more about the truth behind the investigation that deemed everything Scottish was to blame for the death of Sophie’s mother and father. 

The River Ness was a thirty-minute bus ride from the village Muir of Ord, where Ian lived. The information he had been given over the phone that morning was that Sophie Mason had been selected to present the breaking of ground where the overground part of the water Pipeline would start and would be reporting for the six-o'clock evening London News for the Beeb. 

Ian had checked and re-checked the bus timetable. He even arrived at the sheltered bus stop during the day at specific times according to the timetable to see how early or late the bus running would be. Much to his surprise, the buses were never late or early. They seemed to be on time and left on time. Even with this knowledge, he didn’t want to leave it to chance that a bus would be late or early and make him miss the short window. 

At four-fifteen in the afternoon, he left his flat and slowly and carefully walked to the same sheltered bus stop he had visited thrice that day. This time, he would get on the bus. And get on he did when the bus arrived on time at four-thirty. 

The forty-person seater bus was empty. If they did, he would be the only one bar the driver to be on the bus, at least until someone else got on. The woman driver nodded at Ian from behind a clear Perspex screen as he placed his travel card on the sensor. 

‘Inverness hen,’ said Ian with a smile.

‘Night out on the toon the night, Mr Stanger?’ the smiling driver asked with surprise.

‘Something like that, hen,’ he joked back. ‘Didnae crash on the way there.’

The driver shook her head at Ian, still smiling at him, and watched him in the mirror, making his way to one of many empty seats. Once sat down, the driver indicated to pull out from the bus stop and started the journey to Inverness.

Every minute the journey took felt like two, maybe three times as long for Ian. He constantly reminded himself that he had everything he needed in the plastic bag. The bus had picked up three other passengers, who seemed more interested in burying their faces into their less than-pretty mobile phones than looking out the windows at the scenery. 

In the not-too-far distance, the bright lights of the city centre haloed above in the sky. The rush hour traffic had abated somewhat, making entry to the city easier than it would be and getting through the city. Plenty of time, Ian thought now that he was closer to his destination than he had been half an hour ago. 

Pressing the red button to alert the driver someone wanted off the bus, Ian slowly got to his feet, using one of the passenger poles to aid him in rising from his seat. In the mirror above the windscreen at the front of the bus, the driver glanced up to see the approaching Ian. 

‘Mr Stanger,’ the driver called out, still looking in the mirror, not the road ahead. ‘take your seat. I will pull over in a second.’

Ian just shook his head before falsely attempting to take a seat again as instructed by the driver. A few seconds later, the driver indicated and pulled over at another sheltered bus stop, opening the bus door and letting the cold air into the hot bus. 

‘Bit bloody bump that rides,’ he said with a fake frown.

‘You didn’t say anything about wanting a smooth trip,’ she replied. ‘you wanted me not to crash and make you late for your date, Mr Stanger. Ta-da.’

‘Cheeky bitch,’ he laughed, shaking his head as he exited the bus. ‘Thank you for the enjoyable, safe journey, Margo.’

‘Keep safe, Ian,’ the bus driver replied, smiling and watching her friend make it safely onto the pavement outside.

Once on the pavement, Ian nodded at Margo, who quickly closed the bus door, sealing those inside the bus in warmth, the cold outside with Ian. Indicating to pull out from the side of the road, Margo waved at her friend still with a smile. Ian nodded his reply. He had a grin in the corner of his mouth, happy to have been driven here by his friend.   
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In front of him, only twenty yards away from where he stood, the person he had been told was his Granddaughter was talking into a hand-held microphone. What she was saying, he couldn’t quite hear from that distance. Her back was towards him, which made hearing her impossible.

The woman, who went by the name of Sophie Mason, stood at most, five feet and a half if that. Her black hair straightened, making it come down to behind her shoulder blades. Ian found it a bit odd that someone of mixed race would have straight hair. Slim build like her mother had been the last time he had seen his daughter, he noticed she was making too much effort to keep her left arm out of shot. Ian soon saw why Sophie felt she had to hide her left arm. It was minus its hand. Ian thought for a moment. Was this the result of losing it in the train crash, or had his Granddaughter been born without it. From that thought, he then realised that his Granddaughter’s hair was forced straight, probably in an attempt to fit in, something like hiding her left arm.

Standing in front of her was a man with a television camera, one of the ones that somehow was carried on the person's shoulder without breaking the shoulder. Beside the man, someone else holding a bright light, shining it onto Sophie. Another person, a woman, was behind the cameraman. Still, Ian couldn’t see them clearly due to the brightness of the light. 
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