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  PART ONE:

  THE BEGINNING


  1

  My breath comes in ragged bursts. My feet start to drag through the sand. I try to scream but the sound won’t come out of my mouth. All my energy is focused on putting one foot in front of the other and running. Keep running! Where to? What from? I don’t know. I just know I have to keep moving.

  It becomes harder and harder to move forward. I am reduced to a crawl. My hands claw at the sand trying in vain to find a place of safety. The sobs come next with the knowing that there is no safe place. This is it. The end. Death is haunting me. I know its scent, its very breath. It teases the skin on the back of my neck. I feel a sharp crack at the base of my skull and then the darkness comes. As I slip in to the darkness I feel the icy water begin to lap against my toes but the darkness is insistent and I can resist no longer. I slip under.

  I wake and sit up in bed, horrified at what I have just seen. The dreams are becoming more vivid and persistent in their intensity. The nightmares began when I was twelve. Always the same. The fear... running... a faceless man... water... my death. I thought then it wasn’t possible to dream of your death, I had read somewhere that you would wake yourself up before the nightmare got to that stage. This was no ordinary nightmare. It stalked me, waiting for a moment of weakness so that it could slip through my defenses and terrorise me once more. I try to steady my breath and roll over in the bed waiting for sleep to claim me once more.


  2

  I don’t want to wake up. I am in that moment where consciousness gradually slips from the world of dreams and back into the physical body. That small window between dream-addled slumber and wakeful awareness. Where the sounds outside the dream world begin to invade, ripping away the fantasy to leave the blackness of post-sleep before you force your eyes open and day begins again. I remain in the blackness trying to find my way back in to the world of dreams but eventually give it up as a lost cause as I hear the heavy footfalls of my upstairs neighbour thump down the stairs, slamming shut the tenement door for good measure. I roll over on to my back and open my eyes. My arm reaches over to the other side of the bed, it is empty. For a moment I had forgotten he was gone. The pain hits again followed by the anger. The phone in the hallway starts ringing and I sigh as I haul myself up and out of bed. No more sleep today. I side step through the mess on the floor; piles of unwashed clothing, half full cups of festering coffee and stacks of books lie scattered indiscriminately across the carpet. There were marks on the carpet alongside the wall where the wardrobe and chest of drawers had been. The room feels empty without them, despite the mess. I make a mental note to replace them as I stumble through to the hall and make a grab for the phone, the answer machine beats me to it.

  Joy’s voice fills the hall: ‘Hey kiddo, get out of bed! Just calling to remind you that we have our tour of the plaza tomorrow at 9.30 sharp. Don’t be late. Have also been scouting out other venues so want to run them past you, let’s do coffee after the walk round tomorrow? Let me know.’ The machine clicked off.

  The temptation for coffee was greater than my desire to speak to Joy and I continued onto the kitchen. The phone rang again as I was pouring the coffee in to the filter. I let the machine pick it up again.

  ‘Catherine... are you there? It’s Karla here. Just to remind you that you have 4 clients booked in today... 3 half hour readings and a 1 hour. Just wanted to check that you would be in... and that you were feeling up to it... Anyway, the first client is a Mrs. Reid at 10.30. Mediumship, don’t think you’ve seen her before. Then two half hour tarot and an hour combined tarot and Mediumship... all regulars... call me right away if you aren’t up to it... hope you are... bye then’.

  I’m definitely going to need coffee, I glanced at the clock on the cooker – 9.43am, the thought of cancelling and crawling in to bed again was sorely tempting but one week of self-indulgence was enough. I walked back out of the cluttered kitchen and across the remarkably bare hall carpet and in to the bathroom. This too was a mess, towels and dirty clothes were heaped on the floor in damp piles and it really didn’t smell very nice. I looked at my reflection in the mirror: ‘pull yourself together, Catherine.’ My eyes were sunken with dark shadows beneath them, I looked pale and drawn. My long dark hair only accentuated the whiteness of my skin. I looked like death warmed up. Slightly. I scowled at my reflection and then stepped in the shower in an attempt to wash it all away and start afresh.

  My flat is in the West end of the city of Glasgow, not the west end where the trendiest of west enders wanted to live but the west end where the students and other young and not so upwardly mobiles ended up. I normally enjoyed my walk through Kelvingrove Park to Karla’s shop in Partick, but today the dark sky matched my mood perfectly. I braced myself against the cold wind and walked as quickly as I could while the trees took the brunt of the breeze. I stopped near the Glasgow University buildings for a take away coffee and then continued down through the student Mecca that was Byres Road, turned right on to Dumbarton Road, where the shops became less boutique and more dishevelled looking. Karla’s shop, Aquarius Moon was in a little side street off Dumbarton road, nestled between betting shop and a hairdresser, an unholy trinity.

  She had been there for the last 25 years and had a loyal client base that came to her for help with all matters of a spiritual nature, and often, not quite so spiritual. She was now in her sixties and found the demands of performing psychic readings a little too much after a hip replacement last year. I had stepped in to help her out during her recovery and had ended up staying on. It was a tiny little shop that was jam packed full of every new age item imaginable; everything from tarot decks, to incense sticks, crystal skulls and DIY voodoo kits. There was a little space at the back, separated from the rest of the shop by a thick velvet curtain. The space was big enough for a small table and two folding chairs and this was where I saw clients. They shoehorned themselves in and waited anxiously for me to connect to their dearly departed, or to consult my tarot cards and share my insight with them. Mostly I enjoyed it. Today I didn’t want to be here, looking in to someone else’s soul to see what secrets it held, what desire and heartache lay within. I had enough of my own. I took a deep breath, plastered what I hoped was a cheery smile on my face and pushed open the door, bells tinkled announcing my arrival.

  ‘Oh hello, dear! Oh I am so pleased to see you!’ Karla squeezed her rather sizable frame out from behind the shop counter and pulled me in to a bone crushing hug. ‘Look at you... so skinny. Are you eating?’ She cups her hands around my face, ‘it’s his loss, dear... his loss!’ I could feel tears prick at my eyes as she tried to size me up and figure out what was going on.

  ‘I’m fine Karla... really...’

  ‘You don’t look fine. But you will be. There is another on the way already. I can see him. Handsome too... nice suit. Not like that other boy... this one is a man. Do you good, dear.’

  Karla’s psychic skill went hand in hand with her incredibly nosy nature. It was not a comfortable experience to be on the receiving end of an unsolicited reading. I tried to interrupt her train of thought before she could continue. ‘I am fine... I’d better get set up for Mrs em…’ I couldn’t remember the client’s name.

  ‘Mrs Reid,’ Karla finished for me, ‘she seems a cold fish but I’m sure you’ll work your magic on her, dear. On you go through. It should be all ready for you.’

  I pulled back the curtain and squeezed my way round to the other side of the table and sat down. The chair creaked ominously. The room was stuffed to capacity with all manner of knick-knacks. There were narrow pine shelves secured to the wall, filled with a dusty collection of fairies, dragons, angels, witches, crystals and other gifts that grateful clients had handed in over the years. A yellow candle, Karla’s secret communication weapon, was lit on the table and the ubiquitous crystal ball sat alongside it. It really was not my style but I didn’t have the heart to clear it all away and offend Karla. I hadn’t really meant to stay here so long... my thoughts drifted into possible escape plans for a new life, a fresh start but the bell tinkled as a customer entered and I heard Karla’s voice ‘Ah hello Mrs Reid. Looking forward to your reading? Catherine is just preparing to talk to the other side for you; she’ll just be one moment.’

  I sighed and rolled my eyes, I really should find somewhere else to work. As much as I loved Karla, we had very different approaches to talking with the dead. I closed my eyes and let my conscious mind drift into the blackness, I switched off my own emotions and began to pull on the threads of connection I could feel drifting around me. It was a relief to disconnect from my own thoughts and immerse myself in someone else’s. I opened my eyes again to find Karla’s head thrust round the curtain staring at me.

  ‘Are you ready?’ she stage whispered, before ushering Mrs Reid through the curtains and to the rickety folding chair that would be her seat for the next thirty minutes. The room was soon filled with the sounds of whale music and tinkling bells as Karla played one of the shop’s range of new age CDs to give the impression of privacy, in reality she was hovering beside the curtain listening to every word. Mrs Reid looked at me suspiciously, she was in her fifties, a small woman with slightly greying dark hair.

  ‘You’re younger than I thought you’d be.’ Her tone was slightly accusing. Here we go...

  ‘Yes a lot of people say that...’ I said, looking her straight in the eye.

  ‘How long have you been doing this?’

  I sighed. ‘Around 15 years, Mrs Reid... but if you’d rather cancel and make an appointment with someone…’

  She hurriedly interrupted me, ‘No, no, no! That’s fine, I was just... checking’.

  ‘Okay then...’

  Not the best start but it happened quite a lot. People had a certain stereotype of a psychic in their mind and I generally didn’t fit it. Karla on the other hand did, she ticked all the boxes of an older, rounder female draped in crushed velvet and costume jewellery whereas I was 29 and wearing a sixties style dress over a pair of old jeans and looked more dippy hippy than mystic meg.

  ‘Right, before we get started Mrs Reid, I would like you to take a moment and close your eyes...’ She looked at me quizzically before complying. ‘Then take a nice deep breath and think about the person or persons that you would like me to make a connection with for you today... when you are ready open your eyes again.’ I closed my eyes too and tuned in to the energy that had begun to swirl around the little room. I could feel the world of spirit pressing in on me, there were three different souls struggling for my attention. I let my breathing slow, relaxed my shoulders and let the strongest connection come through to me. It was a man. I opened my eyes again to find Mrs Reid looking at me curiously. ‘I have a gentleman here for you. He says his name is George.’ She gasped and her hand flew up to cover her mouth ‘He is a little older than you and when I connect with him my head really hurts here’ – my hand drifts up to my left temple – ‘and then it gets difficult to breathe... it feels as though he went quite suddenly... a stroke or something like that.’

  She nods at me, lost for words, as tears begin to flow down her cheeks. ‘He is making fun of you today... something that you are wearing isn’t right...’ Her right eyebrow rose as she looked at me, holding her breath. ‘Socks... you are wearing his socks! He says you are still stealing them even now that he is dead... buy your own!’ She laughs and sobs at the same time. The connection feels quite tangled, sometimes if someone dies suddenly a lot is left unresolved... I begin to feel more emotions rather than words. ‘It is getting a bit tangled now... there seem to be some things left unsaid... some tension in the family... something about his mother, I think.’

  Mrs Reid’s whole demeanour shifted. ‘I don’t want to talk about her!’ she was very firm.

  ‘Em... he is asking you to let it go... there is a female coming through now... she died in her sixties I think...’ I started to cough and there was a sudden strong smell of smoke. ‘Throat cancer... she was quite a smoker... I think the name is Lilly or Lillian?’

  ‘Lillian’ said Mrs Reid stiffly.

  ‘George has stepped back and she has moved forward, she wants to tell you she was wrong about you?’

  ‘I don’t want to hear any more from her!’ the tears had gone and Mrs Reid was becoming quite agitated. ‘I want George back!’

  I tried to pull him in again but he had gone. Lillian was there instead with another woman, Margot. ‘I’m sorry, I just have Lillian and a lady called Margot?’

  Mrs Reid huffed angrily, ‘I don’t want my own mother either – I want George back!’ ‘Mrs Reid, I’m sorry the connection with George has gone... I think he wanted to let Lillian make her peace.’

  She pushed back her chair and picked her handbag up off the floor, grabbing at her purse she flung some money at me and rushed out of the shop with Karla shouting behind her ‘Are you ok there dear...?’

  I closed my eyes and leaned back in my chair and resting my head against the wall. Lillian and Margot were still there, frantically trying to speak to Mrs Reid, or Miriam as Margot was calling her...

  ‘I’m sorry...’ I whispered to them as I tried to break the connection, ‘she’s gone’.
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  It was a relief to get to the end of the day. I was exhausted. Karla had continued to fuss round me in between clients and it had all become a little wearing. I was happy to be out in the fresh air, making my way home. No one to please, no one wanting a message, or to know if they were doing the right thing in leaving their husband, or if they should change their job. I felt my phone buzzing in my pocket as I walked home through the park. I checked the display. Mona calling.

  ‘Hi... how are you?’ I answered.

  ‘Finally you answer your phone! I was starting to worry you’d turned into a mad cat lady...’

  ‘Tempting... but no. I was at Karla’s place today, working. Back in the saddle and all that...’

  ‘Excellent, good to hear it, Catherine. ‘Mona sounded relieved. ‘Joy mentioned she’d left you a message already about tomorrow morning but I just wanted to check in too... you are still coming, aren’t you?’

  I paused, took a deep breath then said ‘Of course, wouldn’t miss it... I can’t think of anything I’d rather do than walk round a hotel looking for dead people with my best friend and Joy.’ I was smiling now.

  ‘Well that is a relief... I was worried I’d have to fend off Joy’s crazy publicity plans all on my own and that would be no fun at all.’

  ‘I’ll be there,’ I promised.

  ‘Have you heard from him?’ Mona asked quietly.

  ‘No – he came and cleared out his stuff at the weekend when I was at my Mum’s... he left a note.’ My voice wobbled and Mona quickly interrupted me.

  ‘It’ll get easier. You’ll be fine…’

  I cut across her. ‘I’ve got to go Mona... I’ll see you tomorrow at the hotel. 9.30. Okay?’

  ‘Why don’t we have coffee and cake afterwards? I’m sure we’ll have worked up an appetite.’

  ‘Ok... Bye...’ I reluctantly agreed and hung up the phone. I will be fine, it was getting easier... it would be good to catch up with Mona. My heart lifted a little as I walked through the watery late afternoon sunshine in the park.
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  There is blood when I close my eyes...

  The knife on the floor catches my eye. I see it glint with the light of the otherworld and then I see the drops of blood. I feel the pain in my back as the blade is plunged within flesh and my breath leaves me.

  It started simply enough. A tour round a hotel we were planning on using for a psychic event, the Crowne Plaza in Glasgow, a huge silver hulk of a building looming over the Clyde. It should have been simple. A walk through the venue room, a tour of the hotel‘s tunnels and underbelly looking for stories of ghosts and spooks to pass on to the press to publicise the mediumship night I was part of. It should have been simple. It wasn’t. On the walk round I became acquainted with ‘Pat Jones’ and life hasn’t been the same since.

  I feel the blade in my back and my ribs feel bruised as if they have been chipped and I gasp out loud.

  ‘Are you okay Catherine?’ Joy, in full on event publicist mode, hurries over, notebook and pencil poised.

  ‘I’ve been stabbed... I mean they’ve been stabbed... I can feel the knife blade.’ I rub at my back to make the pain go away; Joy is furiously scribbling in her notebook. The words start to flow in incoherent snippets; I try to tell her what is happening. ‘I can hear someone saying the name ‘Pat Jones’’ ‘He is talking about the Irish... the Irish potato famine... his real name is ‘O’Malley’?... he had to change to ‘Jones’ in order to get work... it is 1852.’ As he speaks, the room I am in changes from the Crowne Plaza’s conference suite to a dank, grey basement. There is water running down the walls and the air has a metallic taste. ‘I can see men fighting now. Blood. Bare knuckles. Money is changing hands. Oh it’s gone black... I’ve lost him.’ Sharply the image shifts and I am on a bridge – I can see suspension cables spanning out in front of me. ‘George’ is whispered in my ear. A harsh gasp. I feel the knife at my throat now. ‘SEE ME!’ he says.

  Snap. My attention is pulled back to the room as a uniformed waiter bustles past me. I feel disorientated and hold on to Joy’s arm as the room spins around me. ‘That was really odd, Joy. He took me off somewhere else. I was on a bridge. I think I recognised it, I think it is in Glasgow. I think the man who murdered him is called George...’ I pass the details of what I have seen on to Joy. She finishes taking her notes and tucks the pen behind her ear, pushing her black framed glasses up her nose and running her fingers through her bleached blond hair. She is the very image of a PR guru. Black dramatic clothing, arty glasses and the bleached purposely shaggy hair. She was terrified of ghosts and had taken a large gin before we started our tour which made her slightly wobbly as she tottered behind us in her high heeled boots. Her nose and cheeks were flushed red and there was a slightly alcoholic tinge to her aura as she wandered along beside us. I vaguely tuned in to her energy wondering if her drinking was something to be concerned about when Mona interrupted my thoughts.

  She looked at me with a worried expression. ‘I couldn’t see him, Cat. I could just see a shadow pass in front of you but he wouldn’t speak to me. Are you okay? That felt a little creepy.’

  I laughed. ‘Mona, what we do is creepy! I’m fine, I didn’t eat breakfast this morning... that’ll be why it shook me.’ Mona continued to look at me worriedly as we continue the tour of the hotel. Pat Jones stayed with me, I tried my best to brush him off but he refused to go away. I could see Mona frowning at the energy around me; she must be able to see the dark shadow. I tried harder to block him and concentrate on the other energies in the hotel.

  The receptionist had been very interested in what we were doing. ‘Oh there is a ghost in room 506! Go up there and see what you get!’

  It was quite peculiar wandering around the mostly empty hotel corridors trying to pick up on the scenes from the past. All the stories were jumbled up and Mona and I rolled our eyes as we saw the affairs, the secretive meetings and hidden relationships that took place within the walls.

  Joy was not impressed. ‘I don’t think Craig would like it if the press wrote a piece on how many affairs are conducted in his hotel. Come on you two... shall we go down to the basements?’As it turned out there weren’t any basements, we bumped in to a very helpful maintenance man called Jock, who took quite a shine to Mona. She was very striking with long red hair and fair skin; she was often oblivious to the men who followed her around like a puppy.

  Jock took us up to the very top floor, explaining that what would have been the basements are now the conference suites; this was where I had met Pat. ‘It is a bit odd up here at the top,’ Jock shuddered for dramatic effect, ‘I’ve seen some weird things here alright.’ We stepped out of the lift in to a grubby corridor, the thick carpeting and glossy paintwork from the public areas had been replaced by poured concrete floors and bare walls. Jock took us up a rickety set of wooden steps in to the boiler rooms. It was like being in the engine room of a ship, there was exposed machinery, heating pumps, boilers, air-conditioning units and the noise was incredible. I allowed myself to drift in to the space and the energy held within and saw Mona do the same. I closed my eyes over to concentrate and immediately felt a tugging around my neck, I felt myself spin softly as if I were hanging, and the weight of despair from the man I was connecting with felt like it would crush me. I opened my eyes and looked over at Mona who had tears running down her cheeks.

  ‘A man... Iain… in his fifties... he hung himself... not sure why yet.’ As she spoke, I saw an image of a young man, maybe sixteen years old, living rough on the streets. He looked like he was huddled up in a doorway in a quiet back street, there was old decaying rubbish and soggy newspapers strewn around him. I could see a discarded needle near to his arm; he lay next to it, dead to the world. ‘It is because of his son, he lost his son to drugs.’

  Jock got very excited. ‘My pal has seen him up here, you know! We sometimes come up here on a break and he was on his own and nearly jumped out of himsel’ when he saw a strange figure over there.’ He nodded with his head to a network of sturdy looking metal pipes that looped and ran up and across the ceiling. I could see a vague outline of a rope straining with the weight of a man.

  ‘I see him there,’ said Mona. ‘Oh dear... I don’t think they found him for a while...’ The whiff of decaying flesh spread through the room though only Mona and myself covered our faces. I closed my eyes in an attempt to block the connection and felt as though I was falling through a trap door.

  My legs buckled and I felt Pat Jones beside me again whispering ‘Listen to me’ in my ear. I opened my eyes and found myself staring up in to Mona’s worried face.

  ‘It was him again, wasn’t it? I saw his shadow following you earlier and he seemed to try and grab you just now. I tried to send him away. Are you okay, Cat?’

  Joy hurried over. ‘What happened? Tell me before you forget!’

  Mona cut across her ‘Leave it, Joy, I think we’ve had enough for today. Surely there is enough in there for a press release?’

  Joy reluctantly put her notepad away as Mona helped me stand up.

  Jock had backed into a corner mumbling ‘I’d better get back to work now’. He had gone slightly pale.

  It was easy to dismiss it all as Mona and I sat in the Tinderbox coffee shop on Byres Road later that day. Joy had grudgingly agreed to call it a day and we’d arranged to get together later in the week to discuss other venues for our psychic and mediumship floor show. Mona was looking at me quizzically as I nibbled the corner of my Danish pastry.

  ‘So what was all that about, Catherine? You are still really pale.’

  I put the cake down on the plate and poked at it with my knife. ‘I don’t know... I couldn’t seem to shake him. It was a really strong connection.’ I closed my eyes and rested my forehead on my hands. ‘It was so heavy and dark but what he was trying to show me was clear... it was like watching a movie. It reminded me of something, not sure what though...’ I trailed off and opened my eyes again to find Mona staring at me.

  ‘That isn’t all, is it? Have you had those dreams again? The drowning?’ I looked down and avoided her gaze. She reached over and grabbed my hand, shaking me until I looked at her ‘Cat! Why didn’t you say! You only get those when you are feeling weak, they drain you!’ She was angry as she spoke. ‘You shouldn’t have come... I knew it was too soon. God knows what has attached itself to you. I can still see the shadow flitting around, looking for a way in to your thoughts. You have to be careful! Remember what happened…’

  I cut her off. ‘I’m fine, Mona. Honestly. It was just one nightmare... This thing with Pat Jones isn’t related. You are being silly... and I’m glad I came. I didn’t think about... David... at all.’ I took a deep breath and saw her relax a little.

  ‘Okay... well you need to look after yourself. Ignore Joy for a bit, she is lovely but her main concern is the gig, not you and not me...’ She let go of my hand. ‘Eat your cake, you look like shit.’

  I smiled at her, if we were trading insults we must be back to normal.
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  I felt more energised when I got back to my flat. I surveyed the mess with my hands on my hips, then grabbed a roll of bin bags from the kitchen and worked my way from room to room, clearing up as I went. I settled down on the sofa a couple of hours later feeling tired but happier. I looked around the room. The walls looked a little bare where I had taken down photographs to dump unceremoniously in the bin. The TV was now on the floor and the books and magazines that would normally live on the coffee table were stacked neatly beside it. ‘I need some new furniture... at least it’ll be mine this time.’ I pulled my laptop towards me, intending to while away some time browsing for furniture online, and noticed an email from Joy in my inbox.

  Hey Catherine,

  I checked the 1851 census, and that produced two ‘Pat Jones’, one in Edinburgh, and the other living in the Barony district of Glasgow. It seems he lived in the Calton area (part of the Barony district) which was renowned for gangs and the red light district, but mostly popular with Irish Catholic immigrants.. Interestingly, he doesn’t appear in the 1861 Scottish census (10 years later).

  Do you know there were INNA signs up in Liverpool and Glasgow during the potato famine: ‘Irish need not apply’? I feel very sorry for Pat now.

  I think if I can read the writing from the print out of the census entry correctly that he was a porter, and in an earlier census, this was listed as a very popular occupation under ‘porter, messenger and errand boy’, which would fit with the murkier dealings you think he had. He was 21 in 1851. So he should have been born in 1830 in Ireland.

  Keep me posted on any new Pat Jones info, it’ll make good copy.

  Joy

  It is always good to be able to trace the people who come through and to verify their story but this time I felt just a little bit uneasy. Again I tried to shake it off and to block the connection but, as I reread the email from Joy, I was transported back to the River Clyde and the 1850s. I can taste the metallic air in my mouth and in my mind’s eye I see the dank and dirty walls of the bowels of a ship building yard. It must be underground because water drips down the walls or perhaps it is just the proximity of the river that makes it so. I feel heavy and tired as I look around me, my spirit feels broken and my physical body is battered and bruised. Blood is seeping from various wounds on my face, chest and hands. I realise that my vision is blurred and that I can only see clearly out of one eye, as if the other has already sealed itself shut. The dark room I am in is filled with people already engrossed in another fight. There is a makeshift ‘ring’ in the centre of the room and the crowd jeers and shouts as a small, dwarf like man takes on a man almost twice his size. To even up the odds the dwarf is given a blade. I turn my head to avoid the spectacle and feel a hand slap down on my back.

  ‘Well done, Pat,’ says a gruff voice and some notes are thrust in to my hand. ‘You made it look like you were trying to win. We have more work for the likes of you’. John Fraser, one of the Calton gang’s heavies. He slapped me on the back again then headed off to be replaced a few moments later by George, a friend. I turned towards him attempting a smile when I saw her. I saw her out of the corner of my eye and in that moment the world stood still. Nothing existed in that moment for me except her. For one heart stopping moment she turned my way, her eyes raked over me seeing the blood and the wounds and then she moved on.

  ‘Who is she?’ I managed to stammer to George.

  ‘Her?’ He jerked his head towards her and snorted derisively, ‘that’s just Ophelia. You can probably afford a few minutes of her time with that,’ he nodded towards the money clenched in my first and winked.

  It all goes blank in my mind and I am aware only of my breath. I expect to see the computer screen appear in front of me again but instead I feel myself being pulled backwards. I am lying down now on a bed. The sheets feel dirty beneath me and I do not want to look at the stains and marks upon them. I am not in bed alone. I can feel soft skin press against me and I know that it is her, Ophelia. I feel a peace within, I have found my place. I can survive in this strange place, this city of hard men and brutal life if she is here. The ache for home is not as strong. I know she feels the same. I look into her eyes, her beautiful eyes. She makes me feel as if nothing else exists outside of this room. I lean towards her, feeling as I do, that I may fall in to her eyes and never return.

  Suddenly it is black again and I am falling, falling through the air, looking up at faces filled with hate. My whole being stiffens with fear and loathing. Faces of people who watch me fall and do not hold out a hand to help. I know that no one will catch me. No one will make this better. I will die here and I want to die because all hope is gone. They have taken her away and I do not wish to live in a world where she does not exist. I curse those who took her from me with my final breath and as the air leaves my body my vision turns red.

  I gasp as I return to the present, I am as cold as ice and I can see the breath in front of my face. I sit and try to make sense of what I have just seen and felt. I cannot shake the feeling that there is more to come from Pat Jones. I close the lid of the laptop and drag myself through to bed, feeling suddenly exhausted. I hoped for dreamless sleep as I cocooned myself under the duvet in the darkness.


  6

  I could feel Pat around me over the next few days but I blocked him out and pushed his energy away. He didn’t give in easily, but I was too busy to listen to him. I had a considerable waiting list of clients to work through at Karla’s after my brief time out from society. I was feeling incredibly tired. My dreams were disturbing. I would wake up gasping for breath, convinced I was drowning. My body hurt as if I had been beaten and I felt a deep sense of despair that felt alien to me. I felt as though someone else was inhabiting my body. I woke up feeling so tired that I thought I’d catch the tube to Karla’s instead of the usual walk through the park. As I walked down the stairs into the underground platform at St George‘s Cross, I felt a chill pass through me. I quickly looked around to see who was there but I was alone. I walked uneasily along the platform and waited for the bright orange train to arrive and whisk me off to Partick. I could hear it rumbling in the distance through the tunnel. I caught something moving out of the corner of my eye but when I turned there was nothing there. I was relieved when the train finally screeched to a halt in front of me and slid open its doors in welcome. I sat down on the lurid orange velveteen bench seat and began thinking about the day ahead, but almost immediately Pat Jones begin to badger me again, forcing his way through my defenses. He was relentless.

  ‘‘HEAR ME!’’ he shouts in my head, ‘SEE HER!’

  I looked around at the other two passengers in the carriage to see if they had noticed anything untoward, but they were staring straight ahead oblivious; lost in their mobile phones and music. I had no choice but to listen. I closed my eyes and watched the story unfold.

  I am on a bridge now. Watching. I open my eyes and try to focus. My vision is blurred and I feel a primal terror unleash itself within me.

  I try to distract myself by focusing on the details. The suspension cables, twisted cords of metallic rope spinning out like a cobweb. The shadows cast as the clouds move and the moon is revealed. It is quiet, save for the sounds of feet scuffling and muffled sobbing. The sobs pierce my heart and I feel I will break with the pain of it. The emotion slips under my defences and I am drawn deeper in to the story, unable to resist. My breath is ragged. The cold blade of a knife pushes into the skin of my throat, every breath I take causes the tip to cut into my flesh. There is a woman. I see her. I see the two men beside her. The panic rises in my chest. The shaking of my body has caused the blade to cut further into my neck and I feel a hot rush as blood begins to flow from the cut. One man is speaking to me, I cannot hear the words, but I see the sneer on his face. He takes a knife and looks to me as he pulls it across her pale throat. Her hands behind her back, she has no chance. ‘No!’ I see the blood. A crimson wave. It is only when his hands push her over that I see she is not alone. The child. The child is bound to her. Still alive. I see them sink into the depths of the river as the blade is pulled across my own throat and the fists beat me into submission. I am falling. My last thoughts are of her. In my head I am screaming ‘Ophelia! Catherine!’

  I come to, clutching the edge of the seat. He has my attention now, this Pat Jones. Now I am listening. The story comes to me in waves. He’d got involved with ‘dirty money’, bare knuckle fighting, and one of Glasgow’s more notorious gangs of gangs. He hadn’t wanted to, but he had needed the money. He had strategically ‘lost’ fights, delivered ‘messages’ and packages for certain men. Men of power. Men of standing. Ophelia, his love, was a Prostitute ‘owned’ by the gang he worked for. ‘See her!’ he whispered in my ear before he left again. I am cold, my heart beating wildly. I looked around me and saw a fellow commuter openly staring at me with undisguised curiosity. The train pulled in to Partick Station and I stumbled on to the platform. I pulled my mobile phone from my bag and tried to call Joy but there was no reception in the depths of the subway. I took the escalator up to street level waiting for the signal bars to appear on the phone.

  ‘Joy... Pat came back to me.’ I heard her squeal of excitement.

  ‘Wait... I’ll get my pen... Okay, tell me everything!’

  I still felt a little shaken as I walked back after my day at Karla’s. I replayed what Pat had shown me and I wondered what life must have been like for him back then. I glanced over and noticed that I was beside the Partick Library; I stepped through the doors and wandered through the reference section looking for a book describing the city in the 1800s. I pulled a couple of books from the dusty shelves and found an empty desk.

  Glasgow is the largest city in Scotland, is situated on the River Clyde. It has a rich trading and shipbuilding heritage. A vast number of Irish Catholic immigrants poured into the city at the height of the shipbuilding boom in the mid to late 19th century. In the late 18th and early 19th centuries hundreds of jetties were built out from the banks of the river and the river itself was widened and deepened. The area around the current site of the Crowne Plaza hotel would have looked very different in the time of Pat Jones, I thought to myself, as I looked at the old black and white images. The hotel car park must be built upon one of those jetties where huge ships would come in to dock. According to the books, some were trader’s ships, others brought waves of immigrants from Ireland to escape the ravages of the potato famine, while others took immigrants from Glasgow over to America seeking a better life. Glasgow at that time was a dangerous city ruled by the gangs. There were books on razor gangs and the thug culture that seemed to permeate the city, but I wasn’t in the mood for reading anymore.
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