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About the Book


For over three years Jacqueline Doherty has been watching her rock star son’s messy descent into drug addiction. Every step of the way has been charted by a hungry media. And every step of the way has been agony for a loving mum. Pete Doherty’s celebrity means that his addiction has become public property. But Jacqueline is a private person and her painful account is that of any mum – or any parent – trying to help a child in trouble. This is the compelling story of Pete’s childhood, his burgeoning talent, his success as a musician and his drug addiction, set against the backdrop of his loving relationship with his mother and his family. It is a moving memoir of how a happy, middle-class family is coping with a family member opting to love drugs more than he loves them, or himself. It is a memoir that will offer hope to other mothers and families in a similar situation.




About the Author


Jacqueline Doherty was born in Liverpool and has worked as a Registered Nurse for 34 years. She is the wife of an army major, a mother of three, and has lived in Germany, Holland, Cyprus, Northern Ireland and throughout England for the past 30 years. She is a tireless fundraiser and events volunteer for charitable organisations, receiving a commendation in 2003 for her valuable contribution to the community.




Praise


 


‘Emotional and compelling.’ The Times


‘A great book.’ Sun


‘A heartbreaking tale.’ Heat


‘A heart-rending, loving and sometimes amusing book.’ Scotland on Sunday


‘[a] heartbreaking memoir.’ Daily Record




Oh! there is an enduring tenderness in the love of a mother to her son that transcends all other affections of the heart. It is neither to be chilled by selfishness, nor daunted by danger, nor weakened by worthlessness, nor stifled by ingratitude. She will sacrifice every comfort to his convenience; she will surrender every pleasure to his enjoyment; she will glory in his fame, and exult in his prosperity: – and, if misfortune overtake him, he will be the dearer to her from misfortune; and if disgrace settle upon his name, she will still love and cherish him in spite of his disgrace; and if all the world beside cast him off, she will be all the world to him.


Washington Irving



To Peter, love Mum
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Author’s Note


The unlikely story … of a likely lad
Peter the drug addict
Peter the prisoner
Peter the errant father
Peter the poet
Peter the prolific writer
Peter the singer
Peter my son, my prodigal son.


How does one begin to express or define another human being? Even when that other human being has been born of one’s own blood, born of one’s own flesh? Even writing about one’s self is such a difficult task, and can depend upon so many factors: one’s mood, one’s perception of life, and the desire to bare one’s soul with a given audience. Removing the façade that has been so carefully built to portray to the world what you want them to perceive is a formidable task.


So this is my story. My story has no ending as yet. With the best will in the world, I have attempted to recount my story as the mother of Peter Doherty Junior. This is the truth as I see it.


When we require peace we must prepare for war, and I know there will be more tears and unending prayers to come.


During the last three years, I have witnessed the media interest in my son turn into media frenzy. This book is about how I have coped and how I am still coping – and, if it should help just one other person, then my efforts will not have been in vain.




Chapter 1


The Prodigal Son


Nosce telpsum – Know thyself


MY SON IS Peter Doherty. You may know him as Pete. You may know him as Britain’s most notorious drug addict. You may not have heard of him. He was in a band called The Libertines and is currently in a band called Babyshambles.


History is strewn with stories of fallen pop idols, fragile film stars and troubled talents of all kinds. Someone once told me a story about a famous singer-songwriter in the Seventies who was carried onto the stage, placed on a stool and, after a superb performance, carried off again. I remember laughing about it at the time, never giving a thought to his poor mother and how she must be feeling. Never in my wildest nightmares imagining that someone, someday, would be doing the same thing to my son.


Let me begin this story with when the ‘Peter Problem’ began.


It was December 2002 and we were to spend a family Christmas in Germany, where my husband, Peter, and I were living at the time. Peter and his elder sister, AmyJo, had come over from London, where they both lived, although in different areas. Emily, their younger sister, had already broken up from her boarding school in the south of England for the holidays. Peter senior, who is in the Army, was, at the time, Second-in-Command of a Signals Regiment based near a border town called Elmpt. From there it was just a short journey to the beautiful city of Roermond in Holland. We lived twenty minutes away from the Army Camp in a very pretty German town called Wildenrath. The nearest city was Moenchengladbach.


Even then, AmyJo had arrived alone as Peter had missed his flight home. But he had phoned to say he would be arriving the following day. This caused me little concern because we knew his life was very busy and were grateful that he was just coming home at all.


Peter was to be with us for five days. I clearly remember thanking him for making time in his busy schedule to come home and sleep with us! The band he was in, The Libertines, had just recently been enjoying a small success. They were overjoyed to have been signed to the Rough Trade record label.


Normally we’d spend the entire five days out and about, joking around, having fun, but when Peter arrived home this time he was exhausted and hadn’t slept for several days – I didn’t know why. I put it down to burning the candle at both ends and wasn’t overly worried, just glad to have the family together. Of his five days at home, he probably slept for four of them, just waking long enough to eat and visit the bathroom.


The only other unusual behaviour was that he was uncharacteristically belligerent. Normally, over the Christmas period, it would be open house at many of the military families’ homes and my children knew a lot of the children on the camp. I remember that the son of a family friend came in and the ever-friendly, ever-sociable Peter was quite rude – so I pulled him up on it. He’d usually tell a joke, go out of his way to be friendly, to make any guest in our home feel more than welcome; but, today, his body language showed disinterest. You would have thought he’d have been happier than ever, but he wasn’t interested in conversation and this was completely out of character. I put it down to tiredness.


The next serious alarm bell was that he came to the Christmas dinner table wearing a vest and jeans. His hair was long and messy and his skin was pale. I have a photograph of him pulling a Christmas cracker with a snarl on his face, taken actually as a joke – but there it was. He usually liked to dress up for the family Christmas dinner, making a grand entrance. Not for him a t-shirt. He would normally enter the room wearing a cravat, a waistcoat and trousers and crisp white shirt with an air of Oscar Wilde about him. I did actually ask him to go and get dressed and he complied. His tiredness, his rudeness, his appearance were small things in themselves, but the pointers were there … and I missed them. All of them.


It had begun. The Peter Problem.


Since Peter had first left home in September 1997, to study English at Queen Mary and Westfield University in East London, whenever I caught sight of him with his sleeves rolled up, I would search his arms and eyes for telltale signs of drug use. It was just something that I did. But every search brought about the reassurance that he was okay. There had been no needle marks. No pupil irregularities. Not a word would be spoken because, as far as I could tell, there was nothing for me to worry about. As far as I could tell, he was safe.


I already was aware, at this stage, that Peter had tried cannabis a few years earlier. Since then, rather than keep asking questions which I felt would alienate him, I thought it wiser to just use my eyes and ears.


During his first few weeks at university, we had met for lunch at the home of Nanny London. The kids had always called my mother Nanny Liverpool and my husband’s mother Nanny London. He couldn’t wait to tell us all about his experimentation – we’d always had an open rapport; an honesty. So he and I went for a walk and a two-hour chat ensued.


I went mad.


‘Everyone smokes it,’ he told me.


‘And that makes it right?’ I argued. He hadn’t a leg to stand on.


Hadn’t I always told him it was a ‘gateway drug’? Not every cannabis user goes on to take hard drugs, but statistics show that most hard-drug users began by smoking cannabis. ‘Mum!’ he scoffed. ‘I’d never take heroin!’


Famous last words.


Peter had left home not smoking. Nanny Liverpool had smoked and he’d detested it. He didn’t like even to sit in the same room if she was having a cigarette. He’d won a local poetry award with a poem about smoking. ‘Cough cough cough,’ he’d written. ‘Coughing up what shouldn’t have been there in the first place’. He’d won a cash prize, too – and now here he was, keen to share his rebellion with me.


I was grateful for our long talk and honestly really felt I’d made an impact. How foolish mothers can be. He was nineteen and away from home.


My son was now a smoker. Happily, in front of me, it was only cigars or cigarettes from a packet (I noticed, suitably relieved). Nowadays, I hardly ever see him without a cigarette in his hand, whether he’s performing or on a television interview.


To think I used to be concerned about cigarettes.


‘Smoking’




cough cough cough


coughing up what shouldn’t have been there in the first place.


a cloud lifts my eyes, then drags them down,


then does what it pleases.


my mum would like to know why I bother.


so would I.


even it was only one.


taken from a packet swept off a glass and bottle topped table as


the previous owner staggered to his home. Or to the toilet.


his manner suggested one and the same.


a famous brand. A week before I’d


managed another half full half empty


packet. On the floor. Shining at me.


so, in total, a full pack.


fagging marvellous.


that’s all well and clever,


but sat on a cold window white ledge


at not quite nearly midnight,


coughing it up, wetness in vision,


wondering if I’m quite all there after all,


it’s not all well and clever. Don’t like it.


but then, much as I don’t like the actual, it,


I like it, as an idea.


I’d like to like it.


mates all smoke,


grandparents, dad will soon, he says.


used to.


little orange and white pipe of puff.


worth its weight in tar


or something.


cough it up, and never will again.


it gives me no pleasure.


and has nothing to do with


 [as none of it does, none of us do],


campaigns.


of any kind.


Peter Doherty, July 1996





By January, my mother had become quite unwell. In the spring Peter flew to Japan to tour with the band The Libertines but, towards the end of the tour, his nan’s condition deteriorated rapidly and, in April 2003, she died. Despite being a military family, all the children were very close to all their grandparents and Peter flew in from Japan to attend the funeral in Liverpool. He had been very busy since we had last met for the family Christmas some four months before and, although we had spoken on the phone, I hadn’t seen him. After the funeral, he was scheduled to join the rest of the band in New York.


I had driven from Germany to England, stopping off to collect Emily from school. AmyJo met us in London at my mother-in-law’s house, where we all stayed overnight, awaiting Peter’s arrival early next morning. Of course, he was late. This is a usual feature of his behaviour beginning with when he was born, when he’d kept us all waiting for two whole long weeks. But I do have to add that, much of the time when he is late, it isn’t his fault! I’ve often remarked to him that – given the absolute and never-ending demands that create chaos in his day-to-day life – Shakespeare himself could write no more complex a plot: there are always extenuating circumstances involved (and plenty of irony). But, this time, the poor chap had crossed continents to be with the family and so a few hours weren’t a problem.


Eventually, he arrived and, immediately, I sensed the unease within him but put it down to jet lag and the fact he had not seen his nanny to say goodbye. He was a sensitive soul and had enjoyed a special relationship with Nanny Liverpool. Since we were all grieving anyway, we weren’t too perturbed by Peter’s reactions and made allowances for his obviously fragile state of mind.


I drove the family to Liverpool for the funeral. In the car, we laughed and cried as we remembered all the moments we had shared with my mother. Everyone giggled as we recalled the time when a young Peter, on an overnight visit to Liverpool, had risen early, spotted his nan’s false teeth in the bathroom and had tried them out for size. (One of the many innocent family sensations Peter has caused over the years.) It was a sight we’ll never forget. ‘Perhaps nanny has left you her teeth in her will,’ I joked.


By the time we reached Liverpool, his behaviour was noticeably strange. He was tearful, melancholic, not the Peter we knew – but, to be honest, there was too much to do to pay him a lot of attention. Although he was well dressed, he was tired and fidgety but, I kept telling myself, he had just flown in from Japan, so it was to be expected. It was a very painful time for everyone.


All the way up to Liverpool, Peter had been bemoaning the fact that he only had a pair of brown shoes with him. ‘I don’t think nanny minds what colour shoes you wear,’ I told him; but, being fastidious about his appearance, it was a constant source of worry for him. To be absolutely truthful, there was nothing in his manner that rang alarm bells at this time. I suspected nothing at this point. It is only in retrospect that these details have become important. I remember that I kept looking at him in the car on the drive up as he slept in the front passenger seat beside me. My mother had just died. I was trying hard to keep it all together. I wanted just to cry and cry but felt that I had to keep it all together for the children. We were all hurting very much. I wasn’t too concerned over Peter but made a mental note to ensure that we had some time to talk when the opportunity arose over the next day or so. There was nothing that I could put my finger on … it was just a feeling. One of those nagging ‘mother’ feelings.


When we arrived in Liverpool, we went as a family to pay our respects to my mother in the chapel of rest. Even this solemn occasion was filled with love and laughter and memories of how we had gathered in the very same place, just four years earlier, at my dad’s coffin-side to pay our last respects. Then, my mother had almost fainted as she looked inside the coffin. She had been married to my dad for fifty-seven years but didn’t recognise him at all. ‘It’s not your dad, it’s not Percy!’ The reason for this was that dad’s moustache had been shaved! In fifty-seven years she had only ever seen him with a moustache. How we had all laughed, it was so funny. Now, back in the same place, there was a twist to the tale; as we gathered all around we were aghast to see that my mum, indeed, had hair around her mouth! All we could say was that she had my dad’s moustache!


There was so much to prepare for the following day. Eventually, AmyJo, Emily and I went to get our hair done in town but Peter wanted to sleep, so we left him. On our return, he was still sleeping but, shortly before 7 p.m., he woke and began worrying about his footwear again – and the fact he didn’t have a black tie. Somebody said there was an Asda store nearby so Peter and I headed off to see if we could buy what he needed.


Once inside the store, he picked up two white shirts, a black tie, a black suit, and a beautiful pair of black leather shoes that was only £16 – so cheap that I asked the assistant, ‘How much for two?’ Peter nudged me and said, ‘By George it’s good at Asda.’ As we passed through the checkout, I asked if he’d like a coffee. It seemed a perfect time to have a chat. It would have been nice to just have a one-to-one with him; to spend some time with my grown son. All mothers feel this I think. But the café had just closed so we made our way back to the car park. En route, we passed two young men who said: ‘’Ey, that’s one of the lead singers out of The Libertines isn’t it?’ Peter asked if I’d heard them. I said ‘Yes, were they talking about me?’


As we sat in the car outside his uncle’s house, Peter told me he had a problem. He told me he was fragile and began to unfold his innermost feelings. He began to skirt around the fact that the words of his songs were about drugs, I was shocked. I felt he was about to tell me something momentous. I asked whether he was unhappy – but suddenly we were interrupted by a family member who had seen us pull up outside.


All sorts of things were rushing around my heart and my head. I wanted to tell the person who’d interrupted us to go away, that we were busy. The moment was lost. There was no chance now to pin him down. We all headed to a local hostelry and Peter’s normal, charismatic self seemed to have come back, if only for a short while. I knew, now, that something serious was unfolding but was still unaware of the extent of his problems, his fears and his demons.


I couldn’t settle, torn between grief for my dead mother and utter panic for my troubled son.


The following morning, a beautiful wreath arrived, expressing condolences from Rough Trade records and the rest of the band, which really touched my heart. It was a lovely gesture and Peter was touched by it as well.


Peter senior was due to be arriving from Germany, so I went to collect him from the airport after leaving Peter with family and friends. He seemed to have pulled himself together well. He was back on form and entertaining everyone without any sign of his previous concerns. Following a moving funeral service, in which Peter was a pall-bearer, all seemed as well as could be expected; and, whilst I was busy greeting extended family, Peter and his father slipped away for a walk and a chat along the estuary at Hale, outside Liverpool. I never asked what had passed between them.


Quite unbeknown to me, then, were my husband’s worries about Peter’s behaviour. Initially Peter senior used the web to keep up with the band’s progress. It was a source of pride to read the band’s own website. He had followed with excitement as the band had developed and as it received more airplay, bigger write-ups and even small mentions in the national press. But he quickly became concerned about what he was reading. He scrutinised other web sites constantly, and read all the stories online about Peter’s emerging troubles, but he didn’t disclose any of his concerns to me at that time. He tried to shield me from the reality of the situation, hoping that it was all just hype and that it would sort itself out soon enough. He believed that Peter’s strong sense of family would prevent him from being too wild.


This was rock’n’roll. This was what youngsters did. But his Peter, he felt, would never follow in the well-trodden steps of the many that had gone before. Now, his world was slowly falling apart as he watched his potentially gifted son spiral out of control.


Of course, there were the odd articles in the media that I saw, too; but, at the time, we had thought there was no such thing as bad publicity. We knew that most of what Peter was reported as saying in interviews was completely untrue – he loved making things up for journalists – so it just seemed natural to assume that these reports were not true, either. We were living in a different country, in a different culture and, compared to Peter, in a different world.


It seems a silly thing to say, but it had been a lovely day at the funeral: the family together, wonderful memories flooding back – and catching up with long-lost neighbours. We’d planned to stay late and take Peter to Heathrow to catch his flight to New York. Life goes on.


AmyJo, a teacher in south London, had to be at work the following day, and Emily had to be back at her boarding school because exams were looming. But, as the day passed, Peter became increasingly anxious to return to London that night and was prepared to make his own way to Heathrow. AmyJo was concerned because he’d told her he didn’t really want to go to America. By late afternoon/early evening, therefore, we were all packed and on our way to London. She was worried that he might miss his flight unless we took him to Heathrow direct.


It was obvious that Peter was not at ease. He was irritable, saying strange things and asking repeatedly how long it would be before we arrived in London. He kept asking and asking. It seemed so important to him. He specifically wanted to be dropped off in Whitechapel. He refused to go to his sister’s flat. It had to be Whitechapel – he had to meet someone, but he didn’t say whom. I can’t remember if we asked whom it was he was so eager to meet, it was really none of our business. He was an adult and didn’t have to keep us informed of whom he wanted to meet.


We stopped off at a motorway service station for coffee and refreshments. This upset him; such was his desire to reach London. He did eat and have a drink but I can remember feeling uncomfortable in his company for probably the first time in my life. We’d never experienced any ‘Kevin the teenager’ years with Peter; he had been a wonderful child growing up, so happy, so funny, so much a part of the family. We missed him when he left home. I miss him now.


This young man was not a person I was familiar with. There were glimpses of the Peter I knew but they were only fleeting. Of course, he’d grown up – it happens – he had a mind of his own now. But there were no jokes. Peter and his dad usually had a repartee – they could quote anything from Hancock to Only Fools and Horses and talk for hours about football, especially their beloved QPR. But this banter was conspicuous by its absence. He had no interest in holding a conversation with anyone.


And so it was that we drove to Whitechapel – myself, my husband, Emily and AmyJo – lost in our own concerns for Peter. Silently, grappling with the truth that we were wanting so much to deny … the rumours we’d read in the NME regarding missed performances, band disputes, the lyrics to his songs and the innuendoes they contained. On The Libertines’ first album, the refrain for the song ‘Horror Show’ was about the ‘horse’ being ‘brown’. ‘Horse’ was slang for heroin – as was ‘brown’. Although it is hard to expand on clues that we’d seen, there was nothing concrete at this point. However, the truth that Peter was dabbling – and more – with drugs was beginning to dawn on us.


Back in the sixties, with my school friends, I used to listen to lyrics of songs like ‘Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds’. In the playground we would say, ‘That’s about LSD.’ And I remember much later singing the LA’s song ‘There She Goes’, not realising it was about drugs. I felt confused: why would Peter be writing songs about heroin?


He needed to see someone in Whitechapel that night, all right – someone who could get what he needed most at this time. Not the comfort or the love of his family, not the tour that lay ahead, but someone who could supply his need for drugs. I can’t describe the pain, mainly because I was numb. I reminded myself that he had NO needle marks. ‘It was probably cannabis,’ I told myself.


We were a family that coped. We were problem solvers. But I knew this one was going to be a toughie.


Drugs and illegal activity are an anathema to me. I’m a God, Queen and Country person. Never smoked, never tried drugs, always liked to be in control of my own mind but, now, I felt that I was losing my mind. The grieving process that should have been beginning for the loss of my mother had been usurped by growing panic for my son.


As we dropped him off in Whitechapel, well dressed, fedora in situ, we cried silently to ourselves, unable to face that dark, innermost realisation that Peter was, in fact, taking drugs. Hard drugs. Life-destroying drugs. We remained silent. We had a sixteen-year-old girl in the car who, we hoped, was oblivious to everything, so we couldn’t ask Peter any questions. Plus we were in shock. It was unbelievable. Peter disappeared into the night.


Once Peter had left us, the atmosphere in the car was estranged. We tried to chat, but couldn’t find the words to encourage each other. Very quickly, it seemed, we arrived at AmyJo’s place. As her bags were being unloaded AmyJo threw her arms around me and cried and cried. Not for her nanny, but for her brother. As we held each other she told me that he was in trouble. But Emily was still around and she didn’t elaborate. We were all too scared, too shocked, too worried to speak openly, although it wasn’t the Doherty norm to be quiet when some comment was required.


That he managed to make his flight to New York brought enormous relief when I found out the following day. Perhaps, just perhaps, my fears were an over-reaction. He had said he didn’t want to go to America but the band was out there waiting for him. So, whatever it was that he wanted to stay for in London obviously wasn’t that important any more. Oh! the things we can convince ourselves of.


*


Looking back at that night, I don’t know how I coped – but probably the same way as I do today. I pray a lot. Incessantly, in fact. But we must be careful what we pray for because we may just get it. My initial prayers for Peter were: ‘If only I could just get him to rehab.’ But it turned out rehab wasn’t the answer. Six rehabs later, it is fair to say that my prayers have changed.


A friend I’ve known for many years, Barbara, sent me a book that was to sustain me daily, and still does. It’s called Prodigals – and Those Who Love Them. The author is Ruth Bell Graham who is the wife of American evangelist Billy Graham.


The dictionary definition of prodigal is ‘somebody who is recklessly wasteful or extravagant’. A prodigal son or daughter is a child who has left the family home to lead their own life in a reckless way. The parable of the Prodigal Son is about such a son, but one who returns repentant. The author is a mother of five children, two of whom were prodigals.


If you have a child away from the family fold, or know of anyone worrying or fretting over their child – or even if you’re simply concerned about another human being – then I fully commend this book to you. I have bought several copies, now, and have given them to other grieving mothers. It doesn’t really matter if you believe in God or not when you read this hope-giving book. It will strengthen you when you have no strength, it will give you hope where there may be none, it will empower you to put one foot in front of the other when all you want to do is lay down and die.


The author reminds the reader of the hurt and disappointment of the one wandering and understands only too well the confusion and fear of the one who waits for the wanderer’s return.


It’s balm to a hurting heart. I hope this book does the same for aching hearts everywhere.




Chapter 2


Fear Knocks at the Door


Terra incognita – Unknown ground


FROM THE DAY of Nanny Liverpool’s funeral to Peter’s first rehab was eight weeks. Eight weeks of madness in Peter’s life. In those eight weeks Peter, my husband, had received a new posting and we had moved from Germany to Holland. This would be our first experience of living in the Netherlands and we were looking forward to it. Once again, we were living in a border town, a beautiful place called Sittard, which bordered Germany. However, my husband would be working some twenty minutes away in the magnificent city of Maastricht. This was going to be an exciting adventure for us and we had such plans to make the very best of the new posting.


We have been married almost thirty years and have moved many times. Before I married, I, too, had served in the Army as a nurse for six years and had experienced several moves. Since our marriage, though, we have moved from our first home together in Aldershot on to Ouston, Catterick, Krefeld (West Germany as it was then) Northern Ireland, Cyprus, Krefeld (Germany, since the Berlin wall came down), Blandford, Bramcote (near Nuneaton), Krefeld (third time!), Wildenrath, Sittard and Blandford (again). That’s a lot of packing and unpacking! That’s a lot of fun. That’s a lot of friends. A wonderful life.


Obviously, Peter had been given our new address – numerous times – and, because he was always losing his phone, I had ensured that all those around him were able to contact me, day or night.


One week after moving, almost eight weeks since the funeral, the inevitable call came whilst I was on night duty: it was someone very close to Peter and the band calling to tell me that he was way out of control; that someone now needed to take control, someone needed to be taking responsibility for him and his ever-increasing, drug-induced frenzies. Parental intervention was now required and they told me of the many problems that the band and all those around them had to endure due to Peter’s drug taking. The relationship, they said, was now untenable. Untenable? Drug-induced frenzies? What the hell were they talking about? Late for rehearsals … Mood swings … Bizarre behaviour … Why hadn’t I heard this before? Why had they left it until now to say parental intervention was required?


What did I know? Peter had left home years before! What could I do? Where would I begin? I didn’t even know where he lived. According to the papers he had lived in, and just been evicted from, the ‘Albion’ rooms! He and a few others had set sail (not literally) on an Albion adventure into Arcadia. Albion is an archaic Celtic word for ‘England’ or Britain. Arcadia, I had learnt, was a place of simple rustic contentment. Apart from the boys in the band – with whom, I was now being told, he had strained relationships – I didn’t know who else was around him.


How was he going to react to his mother turning up to spoil his fun?


I wanted to faint; to stop them talking; to shout: ‘Why has it got so far without anyone calling me?’ But instead … perhaps I said that I was sorry, but I can’t remember. I assured them I’d be on the first possible plane to London. I just packed a small bag. I was trying to maintain calmness so I could establish all the facts. Everything was beginning to add up – his bizarre behaviour back in Liverpool … but, even though the jigsaw was coming together, I still found it completely impossible to believe.
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