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I don’t solve crimes
That’s too easy
I settle souls

Pixie Tate


Prologue

New York

I will find a way …

Pixie was in turmoil. She leaned back against the gnarled trunk of the tree and pressed a hand to her chest, but nothing could ease the pain beneath it where her heart ached with a searing longing and a terrible emptiness. Nothing could bring back a moment that had been snatched from her one-hundered-and-two years ago. With all the will in the world she, a proficient timeslider, could not slip back to a precise instant. Metaphysics was not an exact science, it was capricious. That moment was gone forever, like a pearl lost in the ocean.

Pixie, as Constance, had been due to meet Cavill here, on Bethesda Terrace in Central Park, but Constance had been murdered and Pixie had returned to her own time. She would never know what he had wanted to tell her, and he would never know what she had planned to tell him.

How could she possibly go on living in a world without Cavill?

She pictured his gravestone in the long grasses outside the church at St Sidwell Manor, and the sight of it, so cold and still, brought her up short. Those dates, branded on her memory, were so final. So dead. 1857–1943. It was now September 2014. He had been gone one hundred and seventy-one years. But Pixie had seen him yesterday, in 1912. He had held her hand. He had unbuttoned her glove and brought it to his lips where he had kissed the naked skin on her wrist. And she was sure he had recognised her, Pixie, behind Constance’s eyes, even though he didn’t know it. Even though he couldn’t possibly know it. But he had, on a subliminal level. She knew he had. The realisation that he loved her had dawned on his face like a beautiful sunrise and revealed itself in his unfettered smile. In his unrestrained joy. After all he had been through – the disappearance of his nephew Felix, the deaths of his sister-in-law Cordelia and his wife Hermione – did he not deserve to be happy?

Yes, he deserved to be happy, but his happiness had once again been snatched from him with Constance’s death.

Pixie shuddered as she realised how close she had come to telling him the truth. She was going to meet him on those steps and explain everything. She was going to break the cardinal rule of timesliding by telling him who she really was. But for what purpose? For whose benefit? Certainly not for his. Why would he believe such a thing? How could that knowledge possibly make him happy? She grew uncomfortably hot as the memory sharpened. What had she been thinking? But it had felt so right at the time. She realised now that she had been blinkered by her own selfish longing. Blinded by a burning need to be loved for herself. Not as Hermione, not as Constance, but as her, Pixie Tate. She had needed him to recognise her behind the eyes, but how was that even feasible?

She closed her eyes and let the tears squeeze between her lashes and trickle down her cheeks. What was the point of loving Cavill, she thought miserably, if she could never stay long enough to be with him? Was there a point, or was it simply the fact that her heart, like a magnet, had pulled him to it – would it continue to pull him to it slide after slide? A force greater than the two of them with an unrelenting attraction. Would she ever be free of him? Or were they connected now, doomed to meet for fleeting moments in the past; a love that could never be fulfilled? Was she fated to endure this agony over and over again? In which case she had to put a stop to it, for her sake as well as his. If she had somehow tied her destiny to his, she had to work out a way to untie it.

The sun found a gap in the leaves and shone a golden beam onto her face. It was warm and gentle, and she was immediately reminded of that final carriage ride around Manhattan with Cavill. She pictured him and the knife twisted deeper into her heart. She was seated beside him, and he was gazing at her, his cornflower eyes full of tenderness and recognition. She could almost feel him next to her. She could almost reach out and touch him. She didn’t want to open her eyes and lose this blissful feeling. Then a thought slithered into her consciousness like a serpent with the whispering voice of temptation. Couldn’t she hold on to that feeling and slide through the veil?

Would her love for Cavill take her back to him?

She could try …

Her heart began to accelerate with anticipation. There was no harm in giving it a go. She had no object to link her to Cavill – his sketchbook that she had stolen from St Sidwell Manor was in the hotel – and she had nothing tangible to link her to 1912, but she did have the park. She was right here where she wanted to be, a short distance from the Bethesda terrace – surely, she could project herself back to April 21st 1912. If she focused on the park and the meeting they’d arranged for midday, wouldn’t the Law of Attraction see to it that her desire was fulfilled? She wouldn’t be Constance, of course, for she was dead. She’d be someone else. But maybe she wouldn’t need to possess a body at all. She could slip out of her own body and transport herself back, as she had spontaneously done on many occasions as a child when her parents’ fighting in the kitchen below had got too much. Back then, she had consistently arrived in a meadow, believing it to be heaven. It was years later that she realised it wasn’t heaven at all, that she had actually slipped through time and was in the very same place, only long before her house had been built. Could she not, in the same way, transport herself back to 1912 and simply observe, as herself. She wouldn’t be able to stay for long, admittedly – that was the drawback of timesliding without acquiring a body, but it wouldn’t matter. She’d see him again, and that would be enough – even though he wouldn’t be able to see her. To him she’d be even less perceptible than a breeze. Could she bear it?

She could.

With mounting excitement, she took a series of deep breaths, focusing on the rise and fall of her ribcage and the sensation of air entering and leaving her nostrils. Shortly, she felt the familiar heaviness in her limbs and the dizzying feel of her finer, etheric body loosening from her physical body and slowly detaching. She thought of Cavill, and her yearning seemed to lift her up so that she was hovering in the branches of the tree, a wisp of wind, a ray of sunshine. Then she was slipping through the veil.


A Park

Winter

I open my eyes. I am not me, observing, but someone else. I have slid into the body of a young woman, and I’m freezing cold.

My scuffed black boots are embedded in snow. It’s thick and twinkling like tiny diamonds. I look down at my dress. It’s long and black and very plain. My eyes catch sight of my hands. I spread my fingers wide and am horrified at the rawness of the red skin and the dry, ragged nails. They’re the hands of a scullery maid, or someone whose job it is to scrub with water and harsh soap. No Fairy Liquid for these hands, or rubber gloves. I gaze about me. I believe I’m still in Central Park, but it’s very different. The trees around me are young and spindly, beyond them I see a wide track upon which horse-drawn sleighs glide over the snow. Elegant women walk side by side in long cloaks and hats, their hands buried in fur muffs. A man pulls a child on a wooden sled. The child is giggling happily. A dog trots behind, then gets distracted by a pleasant smell and cocks its leg on a lamppost. My breath fogs on the air. Above me the sky is a pale, duck-egg blue. I see no skyscrapers, only trees, shivering in the cold as I am.

I walk through the snow, trying to work out where I am – if, indeed, I’m in New York at all. I don’t have a muff, only some sort of hat. I’m freezing. As I emerge over a mound I see on the other side of it a large, frozen lake. Dozens of people are ice skating: boys in breeches and caps; men in frock coats and hats; women, arms linked, moving slowly over the ice in their long skirts, short jackets and bonnets. Beyond them an enormous, yellow stone building with three pointed gables stands alone. It looks vaguely familiar, but I have no idea what it is.

It’s then that I spot a newspaper discarded on a wooden bench. I seize it. It’s The Evening World. To my disappointment I read, New York, Saturday December 7, 1889.

Join the Nellie Bly Guessing Match

And You May Take

That Free Trip to Europe

I have no idea what that means. I do know, however, that in 1889 Cavill is in England. Why has the Law of Attraction brought me here if he is in St Sidwell?

I sit down in frustration. It’s clear to me that I cannot engineer my slides. I don’t know whether that’s because I don’t know how to, or because I’m not meant to, or because I don’t have something of Cavill’s to link me to him. Perhaps I’ve been overthinking and Cavill’s presence on the Titanic was nothing more than a wonderful coincidence. One which won’t be repeated. I slump over the newspaper in despair. How will I ever see him again? I cannot accept that I won’t. That I can’t.

‘Mary! Mary Connor … !’ I lift my eyes to see a young woman with a red face glaring at me. She’s wearing the same sort of dress as I am, and she’s shivering too. ‘Would you come now please!’ she exclaims crossly in an Irish accent. ‘I’ve been looking all over for you.’

There’s no point staying another minute in this time and place. Besides, I’m numb with cold.

I close my eyes and will myself home.


Chapter One

London, 2014

‘You’re crazy!’ Ulysses exclaimed. ‘And you waited until now to tell me?’

It was dusk. A blood orange sun was dropping slowly behind the buildings, plunging the street below into purple shadow. Pixie and Ulysses sat on the terrace outside their apartment in Little Venice, wrapped in coats and hats for it was now mid-October, and November was edging closer with its cold winds and shorter days. They’d been back in London for three weeks. They both missed New York, but for entirely different reasons. Pixie pined for Cavill; Ulysses yearned for Henry. While Pixie’s pining was futile, Ulysses’ yearning was productive – he seemed to be constantly texting and FaceTiming, and laughing out loud at jokes to which Pixie was not privy. She found it annoying. Ulysses, who claimed not to be interested in love, was clearly smitten with Henry Stirling whom he’d wasted no time in seducing at the Aldershoff Hotel. Pixie, who wanted only to be loved by Cavill Pengower, was still coming to terms with the fact that she could never have him. Ever. It seemed so unfair that Ulysses should be rewarded for his carelessness, while Pixie should suffer for her honest heart.

It was over a glass of wine on this copper-coloured evening that Pixie confessed to her friend that she had tried to timeslide back to 1912, without Ulysses there to protect her. ‘Can you imagine if someone had disturbed you! What would you have done then? Would they have known what to do when you began to writhe around on the floor in a fit?’

Pixie shook her head and shrugged. ‘You’re so dramatic, Ulysses. I was in trance for a minute, no more. No one came near me.’

‘I’m not dramatic, I’m passionate,’ he exclaimed, his Brazilian accent giving the word ‘passionate’ a sensuality it didn’t have in English. He grinned, his teeth white against his olive skin, the green of his eyes accentuated by the last rays of sunshine that caused them to shine like tourmaline. His smile was winning, as were his indecently good looks, and Pixie couldn’t help but smile back.

‘It’s all right for you. You have Mr Stirling – Henry – on the phone whenever you want him. I can’t call Cavill, ever.’

‘Give it up, Pixie,’ said Ulysses seriously. ‘You’re wasting your life on a man who doesn’t even exist. You might as well love a movie star.’

She took a sip of wine. ‘I thought I could slide back to a specific time and place. I just wanted to see him one more time. It was worth trying …’

‘Not without me,’ he cut in crossly.

She glanced at him slyly. ‘I knew you’d try to persuade me not to.’

‘So you went behind my back?’

‘Yes.’

‘You little devil.’

She laughed, but her joy turned quickly to worry. ‘Okay, so it was foolish, but at that point I was desperate. I thought I’d never see him again. I thought I’d lost him forever. But what if I haven’t lost him at all? What if I’ve actually started something that I don’t know how to get out of?’

Ulysses frowned. Pixie often seemed to speak a language he didn’t understand. ‘What do you mean? Started what?’

‘I mean, what if in falling in love with Cavill I’ve somehow tied our destinies together? Maybe it wasn’t a coincidence that I met him on the Titanic, after all. What was he doing on the Titanic, for goodness’ sake? What if I drew him there? Me. What if I draw him to me on every slide?’

‘That’s impossible. If you slide back to, say, mid-nineteenth century, he won’t have been born.’

‘But that’s the thing, am I destined to always slide back to his time? Will the Law of Attraction assign me jobs that take me there. Is this going to go on and on and on … ?’

‘Isn’t that what you want? You said you wanted to see him one last time. Well, maybe your prayer has been answered.’

She shook her head and her brow creased into small furrows. The truth was she wasn’t really sure what she wanted. She wanted Cavill in her own time, as Pixie, but only magic could make that happen, and she didn’t believe in magic. She sighed heavily. ‘I don’t want to meet him again as someone else. I can’t do that to him. I possessed Hermione and he fell in love with her and married her. She died. I possessed Constance and he fell in love with her, and she died. Poor man – the women he loves, leave him. I leave him. Is that fair on him, just to satisfy my own longing?’

‘Are you suggesting that he’s going to fall in love with you every time you slide into his world? That every woman you take over is going to become the object of his desire? It’s only happened twice. Maybe the third time you’ll take over someone who isn’t his type!’ He grinned triumphantly as if he’d solved the problem.

‘It’s not about how she looks, it’s about me,’ she insisted, frustrated suddenly that he wasn’t keeping up. ‘It’s about who she is on the inside. Don’t you get it? It’s a soul connection. It’s me that he loves! At least, I hope that it is.’

‘It’s far-fetched if you ask me.’

‘The point is, it’s not fair on him to put him in that position time and again, nor me for that matter. I can’t return to the past as another woman and hope that he’ll eventually see through her eyes into my soul. I have to put an end to it.’

Ulysses raised his glass. ‘Now you’re talking sense, Pixie.’

‘So, how do I do that?’

‘Well, if you are somehow drawing him into your slides, perhaps you shouldn’t timeslide at all.’

She cocked her head. ‘That’s ridiculous. It’s my job. I have to timeslide.’

‘Get another job. There are a thousand things you could do.’

‘Like what? Sit in an office in front of a laptop? You know I can’t do that. This is the only thing I know how to do. And I’m good at it. Besides, I feel a responsibility towards those earthbound spirits I help. It gives me pleasure seeing them letting go of their misery and heading off into the light. They need me.’

‘Then take on jobs that don’t require timesliding. At least for the moment. Give yourself a rest. Perhaps, if you get over Cavill, you’ll stop drawing him into your slides. Maybe you’re right, the person responsible for his participation in your slides is you and your dogged pining.’

She thought about that for a moment. Then she said, ‘You know, I feel there’s more to it. That there’s a reason we keep meeting. Like it’s destiny. There’s something important I need to learn from him, and he from me. Like life – only played out in a different time. On another level. It’s still life, isn’t it? Maybe we learn from our dreams too.’

He chuckled and drained his glass. ‘You’re reading way too much into it, if you ask me. You slid back to 1895 and fell in love. That’s not so crazy. Why wouldn’t you fall in love? It’s just a shame he’s dead now. But there’s nothing significant about it. It’s just unlucky. You’d be better off falling in love with someone in your own time.’

His phone buzzed with a call. He lifted it off the little table between them and grinned happily. ‘Sorry, Pix. New York calls.’ He put it to his ear. ‘Hey you,’ he said, getting off his chair and wandering inside. Pixie felt herself bristle with resentment. Why couldn’t she find a man who called her and said, ‘Hey you’?

The sun dipped behind a building, and she was plunged into shadow and cold. She went inside, closing the glass door behind her. She could hear Ulysses’ laughter from his bedroom. His happiness made her heart heavy. She wasn’t sure whether that was because she was jealous he was in love, or because she felt excluded. Ulysses always had a man on the go, but Henry Stirling felt different. Ulysses’ laughter sounded different too. It resonated with an intimacy she hadn’t heard before.	

She went into her bedroom and perched on the edge of the bed. Still in her coat and bobble hat she felt cold, and lonely. She felt terribly lonely. She rubbed her hands together to warm them and glanced warily at the drawer of her bedside table. Her stomach tightened with anxiety just thinking about what lay inside it. But like the tongue that craves the aching tooth, she reached out to open it. Inside was a pile of letters. On her return from America, she had stopped throwing away her mother’s attempts at communication. Instead, she now kept them in a drawer, unopened. She hadn’t read a single one. She knew what they contained, and she didn’t want to hear it. The postmark was Manchester. Fortunately, that was quite a long way away. She didn’t think her mother would suddenly turn up on her doorstep. If Pixie ignored the letters, her mother might stop writing them and disappear.

At that thought she felt her throat tighten with anguish. She’d like to have a mother, only not her mother. Not a mother capable of plunging a knife into her husband’s chest, a mother who was so selfish as to deny Pixie a father. No, she wished she had a mother like other people’s mothers. A mother who was soft and gentle and loving. Her eyes stung with tears. She closed the drawer, hiding the letters in darkness.

She did not want her mother.

The following morning Ulysses received a call from the College of Psychic Studies in South Kensington. ‘There’s an earthbound spirit in a house in Battersea that needs to be removed. A simple job for Pixie,’ said the receptionist brightly. ‘Do you think you can head up there today?’

Ulysses was a journalist by trade and worked at home, in the flat in Little Venice that he and Pixie had shared since leaving university six years before. Accompanying Pixie on her visits was something he was able to juggle between assignments. As it happened, he’d just submitted an article for The Sunday Times about public demonstrations in his home country, Brazil, and was free. He took down the address then texted Pixie, who had gone out to buy groceries.

Pixie received his message in the vegetable aisle. She read it with interest. Secretly, she hoped she’d be required to timeslide, but recently her jobs had been far too easy for that. Simple souls who were keen to be shown the way home, not Linguinis, as she and Ulysses called the ones who were too traumatised to leave, or simply didn’t want to go. Those spirits very often didn’t know they were dead. She hoped and feared in equal measure that she’d slide back to Cavill, that her theory about having tied their destinies together was true. If only to see him one last time.

Pixie and Ulysses arrived at an ordinary terraced house in Battersea just before midday. It was an overcast, windy morning. After having rained in the night the pavements were littered with sodden leaves, the branches of the trees wet and glistening. It was cold. Winter seemed to have come early. Pixie, in her customary bobble hat and grey coat, shivered on the doorstep as Ulysses, handsome in a black beanie and peacoat, pressed the bell.

Shortly, a young woman opened it. ‘Thank God!,’ she exclaimed in what sounded like a German accent, and invited them in. ‘My son’s been complaining of a man in his bedroom cupboard. He won’t sleep in there anymore. We’re at the end of our tether. I hope you can sort it out.’

The woman introduced herself as Adelaide Bauer. She was petite with long blonde hair tied in a low ponytail, sharp cheekbones, and pretty hazel eyes that gazed at Pixie with hope. She wasn’t at all surprised by Pixie’s pink hair. She was, however, surprised by Ulysses’ extraordinarily handsome face. When she settled her gaze on him she blinked a few times in quick succession, then turned away sharply. Pixie was used to people’s strange reactions on seeing him. Sometimes, he was just too dazzling to look at.

Adelaide offered them coffee, but they declined. Ulysses was very picky about coffee. Coming from Brazil he liked it strong, and it had to be exceedingly good coffee, certainly not instant, and definitely not from a capsule. Pixie drank tea but preferred not to drink while she worked. If she was required to timeslide, she couldn’t be interrupted by needing the loo. ‘Can you show us the wardrobe,’ she asked, and followed Adelaide up the narrow staircase.

The house smelt pleasantly of baking bread and was decorated in fashionable pale grey, taupe and cream. The carpet was seagrass, and black-and-white photographs of glossy, smiling children hung on the walls. Adelaide seemed to have a happy family life. Conversely, the energy in the house was negative, giving it a hard feel, which Pixie picked up immediately. Ulysses, who was insensitive to vibration in spite of having explored metaphysics and the paranormal with Pixie and a group of like-minded people at university, felt nothing but the warmth of a heated home.

 Pixie didn’t need Adelaide to show her the bedroom. She knew instantly where the spirit resided. Adelaide opened the door and walked in and folded her arms. It was chilly and the energy was off. There was a child’s bed covered with soft toys, a chest of drawers beneath a sash window, and, against the wall, the antique wardrobe in which the child claimed to have seen the ghost. Pixie nodded. ‘Your son’s right,’ she said. ‘There is a spirit in there. The spirit of a man.’

Adelaide looked horrified. ‘You can see him?’ she exclaimed.

‘I can. But you needn’t be afraid. He’s more frightened of you than you are of him.’

‘Why won’t he go away?’

‘Because he’s stuck.’

‘Stuck in the cupboard?’

‘No, stuck in limbo. He’s hiding in the cupboard because he’s afraid of us.’

‘Good Lord. Can you get rid of him?’

Pixie nodded again. ‘I think I can. Why don’t you go downstairs and make yourself a cup of coffee. Ulysses can go with you. I can do this on my own.’

Adelaide looked panicked. Pixie wasn’t sure which terrified her more, the ghost in the cupboard, or handsome Ulysses standing beside her.

Ulysses smiled, which startled Adelaide all the more. His smile was stunning. ‘Might I have a cup of tea?’ he asked. ‘Pixie won’t be long. Spirits in cupboards are usually easy to move on.’

Adelaide laughed nervously. ‘Do you get many spirits in cupboards?’ she asked.

‘You’d be surprised,’ Ulysses replied.

The two of them left the room. Adelaide closed the door behind them.

Pixie sat on the bed and folded her hands in her lap. She closed her eyes and took three deep breaths. She centred herself, allowing the material world around her to gradually recede, and connected to her inner world and her psychic sense.

She tuned in to the man, who was now standing outside the cupboard. Old and bewildered, he was trembling with fear. He looked as if he was wearing a dressing gown and slippers.

Can you hear me? she asked in her mind.

You’re English, he said, his voice thick with relief. Have they gone?

Who?

The Germans.

The Germans? Pixie suddenly understood what had happened, and she realised too, with a sinking heart, that she wasn’t going to have to slide. There was no mystery here. What year is it? she asked, pushing the thought of Cavill from her mind and focusing on the job.

February 1941, he answered without hesitation.

And the Germans are bombing London, Pixie cut in.

They’re in the house, he said anxiously. They’re here in the house. He meant Adelaide and her family, of course.

What’s your name? Pixie asked.

Alfie Hancock.

Listen Alfie, she began gently. She was going to have to tell the poor man that he was dead. He obviously had no clue. Most likely the house had been hit by a bomb and he’d been killed so quickly, he hadn’t registered that he’d died. Do you know how long you’ve been in that cupboard?

 I don’t know, he answered vaguely.

You’ve been in that cupboard for a very long time. You’ve been in this house for a very long time. Do you know how long it’s been since you left the house?

He thought about it. When he eventually spoke, his voice quivered with fear. I think I’ve lost my mind. I don’t know when I last left the house. I don’t know when I last had a bite to eat.

But you’re not hungry, are you?

No. No, I’m not hungry.

There was no easy way to break it to him. Alfie, you haven’t lost your mind. You have nothing to be afraid of. The Germans who are living in this house are friends. The war ended nearly seventy years ago. It’s 2014 now and we’re allies with Germany.

I don’t understand.

You’re no longer living as you were before. You must have lost your life in the Blitz. I imagine this house was hit by a bomb that killed you.

He looked at his hands in astonishment. How can I be dead if I can see my body? I couldn’t see my body if I was dead, surely.

You’re in your spirit body, Alfie, she told him kindly. It was always a challenge to tell someone they were ‘dead’, when they felt very much alive. It’s time to go home. Your loved ones are waiting to welcome you. They’ve been waiting a long time, I suspect. Don’t you think you should go to them?

So this is death, is it? I don’t know what to make of it. I do remember a loud blast, a bomb … His voice trailed off. I hid in the cupboard.

You can leave the cupboard now, Alfie. There’s nothing to fear.

Pixie focused then on her chest where her heart centre was now glowing with an expanding light. Out of that light she created a door. Can you see a door of light, Alfie? Not for a moment did she take her attention off it but held it steady and bright with her mind.

Yes, yes I can. Well, I’ll be damned. Has that always been there?

Light has always been there, Alfie. It’s been trying to find you. But you haven’t been able to see it because of your fear. You need to walk through that door now, into the light.

Marjorie!

Pixie noticed then the figure of a woman, hovering in the doorway. She had a kind face and a wide smile, and glowed brightly, like a lightbulb. She held out her hands. Come on, Alfie. Goodness me, you’re a stubborn old man, aren’t you?

Marjorie. Dearest …

With that, Alfie Hancock moved seamlessly into spirit.

Pixie was moved. She opened her eyes and rested there a while on the bed, as the world around her grew solid again. It was always gratifying when a lost soul found its way home. She’d hoped she might be required to timeslide, but it hadn’t taken much to move Alfie on. He’d wanted to go, once he realised he was dead. Most did. It was only in unusual cases where spirits lingered.

She got up and took a deep breath. The room felt different now. The energy was soft and warm. She knew the child would be happy to sleep here again. She’d done her job well and was satisfied.

She was, however, disappointed it had been so easy. She thought of Cavill again and felt forlorn suddenly. She knew she should leave him alone and not desire to slide back to see him, but the craving in her did not abate in spite of her reasoning. In spite of the logic. She missed him terribly. It was an ache in the core of her heart that was constant and acute and deaf to all argument.

She found Ulysses and Adelaide chatting at the kitchen table. Adelaide had clearly got over her awkwardness and the two of them were talking with the ease of old friends. Ulysses hadn’t touched his tea, which didn’t surprise Pixie at all. He never drank tea. Adelaide looked up at her hopefully. ‘Did he go?’ she asked.

‘He did,’ Pixie replied. ‘He wanted to go once he realised he was dead.’

‘How can a person not know they’re dead?’ Adelaide asked.

‘If they’re killed very quickly and unexpectedly, they often don’t realise they’re dead,’ Pixie explained. ‘Some see their lifeless bodies and understand right away, others are met by guides from the spirit world who come to take them home. Sometimes, like in Alfie’s case – that was his name, Alfie Hancock – they’re in such a state of bewilderment that they can’t see their guides and loved ones. They remain stuck, like being in a dream. Only they don’t know they’re dreaming.’

‘When did he die, do you think?’ Adelaide asked.

‘In the Blitz. He was still in his dressing gown.’

Adelaide thought about this a moment. ‘How come they’re dressed if they don’t have bodies?’

‘They don’t have material bodies, but they have etheric bodies. It’s a subtler body than this one, so when we die we slip out, a bit like a butterfly from a chrysalis, leaving our material bodies behind. This etheric body is invisible to most people. Think of it like a radio wave, or ultra-violet light; we know it’s there, but it can’t be seen with the naked eye. Alfie was in his dressing gown because he believed himself to be in it. The etheric body is simply energy. And energy can be manipulated with the mind. As spirits we don’t have genders, or ages, but we can appear as we want by using thought. That’s why when spirits come back and visit us, they usually take the form of the person they were when they were at their happiest, or a form they know will be recognised. Alfie didn’t know he was dead and was still taking the form of the old man he was when he died, because that’s who he believed he was.’

‘I’m glad I can’t see them then,’ said Adelaide with a shiver. ‘I’d hate to see ghosts.’

‘I’d love to see spirits,’ said Ulysses. ‘In spite of trying, I’ve never seen anything remotely ghostly.’

Pixie laughed. ‘That suits me fine,’ she said. ‘I’d hate to have to compete with you for jobs.’

Adelaide went up to the bedroom to see if she could sense the change in energy. ‘It certainly feels warmer,’ she said to Ulysses and Pixie, looking around in fascination. ‘I hope Joshua feels the difference too. His father and I would rather like our bed back.’

‘If you don’t get your bed back,’ said Ulysses, ‘It will have nothing to do with the energy in this room, and everything to do with the comfort of your bed!’

Adelaide laughed and accompanied them downstairs.

‘That’s one happy client,’ said Ulysses as they left Adelaide waving them off on the doorstep. Pixie turned to look at the house. The entire row looked like it had been built in the 1950s, which fit Alfie’s story. She knew from studying history that Battersea had taken quite a hit during the Blitz.

They walked up the road towards the bus stop. ‘I’m going to go and see Avril,’ she told Ulysses suddenly.

‘Oh dear,’ Ulysses groaned. ‘I knew this was coming.’

She laughed. ‘You don’t know why yet.’

‘Yes I do. You want to find a way back to Cavill. You know you shouldn’t, but you can’t help yourself. You’re blinded by love.’ He looked across at her and smiled. ‘I know you so well, Pixie!’

Her smile dropped. ‘Well, I want to end it, you know.’

‘You want to see Cavill one final time.’

Pixie stopped walking and pulled an anxious face. ‘Is that wrong?’

He put his arm around her, drawing her close. ‘It’s unwise, Pix,’ he replied affectionately.

‘It’s something I have to do.’

‘I know.’

‘Will you come with me?’

‘Do you need me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then I’ll come. But if you do manage to slide back and find him, you must end it, okay? You have to promise me that. Then you have to start living in the present, join a dating app or something. Find a man in your own time. Do you promise?’

‘I promise.’

‘Very well.’ He sighed dramatically. ‘The things I do for love!’


Chapter Two

Avril Merivale lived in a red-brick, terraced house on a cherry-lined street in Chiswick. She worked at the College of Psychic Studies, which is where Pixie originally met her after leaving university and signing up for her tarot course, but since then the two women had formed a strong friendship, forged in Avril’s unique understanding of the ancient art of time travelling, and Pixie now visited her in her home.

Avril was a warm, demonstrative woman with a big personality, a generous heart, and a penchant for bright colours and playful jewellery. Her home was full of giant amethyst caves, wind charms and dream catchers, but Avril was no cliché, nor was she a caricature of the archetypal fortune teller; she just had a good sense of humour. In actuality, Avril was wise beyond her sixty-one years, pragmatic, sensible and straight-talking. Above all, she had an extraordinary psychic ability, which she used to enlighten spiritual seekers, or to advise those who simply needed guidance in their lives. Pixie had a very specific question in mind, and Avril was the only person to whom she could turn to answer it.

Pixie and Ulysses arrived in the afternoon, buffeted along the street by a robust wind that tore the leaves from the trees and sent them flying like orange paper aeroplanes into the damp air. Avril saw them approaching up the wet pavement and opened the door before they had time to ring the bell. She was dressed in a long, multi-coloured Jacquard cardigan, her cropped hair dyed ash white, a pair of silver glittery spectacles hanging on a beaded string over her ample breast. She greeted them enthusiastically and showed them into her cosy kitchen where a pink scented candle burned on the round table and a scarlet kettle steamed on the sideboard. She had laid out coffee cake and biscuits in anticipation of their visit, along with pretty china teacups and saucers that didn’t match.

‘What can I get you?’ she asked, directing her question at Ulysses, because she knew Pixie would drink mint tea while Ulysses, being notoriously fussy, would more likely have a Coca-Cola or cordial. Ulysses considered it a moment, pulling out one of the spindle-back chairs and sitting down.

‘I’ll have elderflower cordial and cake,’ he replied.

‘I’m longing to hear how the timesliding is going, Pixie,’ Avril said, pouring boiling water into the teapot and popping in a handful of fresh mint. ‘I suspect that’s why you’re here?’ She looked at Pixie and arched an eyebrow. ‘I would even go as far as to predict that you’re wanting to take it a stage further.’

Pixie was surprised. ‘Is there a stage further?’ she asked, hope flaring in her chest.

‘Of course.’ Avril put the teapot on the table and went to the cupboard to fetch a glass for Ulysses. ‘There’s always a stage further. Everything has its time, and you weren’t ready for the next stage. I imagine you are now. That’s why you’re here.’

Ulysses caught Pixie’s eye and pulled a startled face. Pixie ignored him and poured the tea. ‘I am here to talk about timesliding,’ she said.

‘Exciting!,’ Avril exclaimed. ‘I didn’t think it was purely a social visit.’

‘Well, it’s that too,’ said Pixie. ‘Obviously!’

Avril smiled. ‘I know that. But all the same, let’s get the pleasantries out of the way while I add a sprig of mint to Ulysses’ elderflower cordial. Don’t hold back on the cake, love, you’ll be doing me a favour if you eat it all. Then we can cut straight to the chase.’

They chatted while Avril busied herself making Ulysses’ drink, then she joined them at the table, knitted her fingers and gave Pixie her full attention. ‘Right, Pixie, I’m all ears.’

‘Okay, so let me fill you in. It’s been quite rocky to be honest.’

‘Take your time, don’t cut any corners. I want to hear the full story.’

Ulysses spoke through a mouthful of cake. ‘It’s quite a story,’ he said, widening his beautiful eyes. ‘No one else but you would believe it.’

‘That’s what I’m here for,’ Avril replied.

Pixie launched into her adventure without inhibition. She described her two most recent slides from the beginning – from 1895 when she arrived at St Sidwell Manor as a governess and fell in love with Cavill, to 1912 when, as Constance, she experienced being murdered on the stair in the Aldershoffs’ mansion in New York and missing her rendezvous with Cavill the following morning.

Avril’s face grew serious as she took it all in. Having taught Pixie how to hone her ability to time travel she felt she had a responsibility to guide her in doing it safely and sensibly. It sounded like Pixie had allowed her feelings for Cavill to get way out of control, and that was concerning. Ulysses, who hadn’t heard all the details of Pixie’s experience on the Titanic, stopped eating cake and listened with rapt concentration and an open mouth, punctuating her tale with gasps of ‘No!’ and ‘Holy moly!’

When she finished, Ulysses burst into exclamations. ‘That is some crazy shit, Pixie! You never told me about Mr Rowland and Orlando, and Mrs Brown! You also failed to mention that Constance was a suffragette. That’s insane!’

‘I didn’t have time to tell you everything,’ she replied.

‘You had time, you just didn’t have the will,’ he returned, a trifle petulantly.

Avril put a calming hand on his. ‘I imagine this must have needed a lot of processing, Ulysses. Occasionally, a little time is required before such things can be shared.’

He shrugged defensively. ‘I’m glad I came today, otherwise I might never have heard the full story.’

Pixie rolled her eyes. ‘Ulysses fell in love too, you know,’ she added with a grin. ‘In New York.’

The thought of Henry Stirling caused his face to soften. ‘This isn’t about me,’ he said, but his mouth curled into a smile.

‘We’re in this together,’ Pixie replied. ‘So, yes it is. It’s about us both.’

‘What a pair you are,’ said Avril, chuckling with amusement.

‘Well, he’s the lucky one,’ said Pixie. ‘Henry Stirling is a living person. Cavill Pengower died in 1943.’

‘Naturally, you want to get back to him,’ Avril stated.

Pixie was embarrassed to admit that she did. She sipped her tea a moment, then she put down the cup and sighed, deliberating how best to explain what she really wanted when she wasn’t even sure herself. ‘Okay, so I believe I’ve started something with Cavill, which has gained a certain momentum. The old wise woman in St Sidwell told me that love will always bring me back. I realise now that her words have more significance that I realised. You see, that’s what I think happened when I slid back to the Titanic. Cavill was on it because I somehow caused him to be there, by a combination of the Law of Attraction and my desire.’

Avril nodded slowly, her mind swiftly weighing up the possibilities. ‘You’re suggesting that if you hadn’t taken that job and slid back to the Titanic, Cavill wouldn’t have been on it?’ she said. She narrowed her brown eyes thoughtfully. ‘But what if it’s the other way around? The entire slide was engineered around Cavill being on it? He was always on it, only the Law of Attraction found you a case that linked into it, thus drawing you to him.’

Pixie considered that, and after a moment’s pause concluded that both scenarios were entirely possible. ‘It could be either way, couldn’t it?’ she agreed. ‘Either I was drawn to Cavill, or he was drawn to me. The question is, am I going to attract slides to me that include him, or pull him into my future slides? Are our destinies forever entwined? Do I have to somehow undo it in order to be free of it?’ She frowned as the thought of never seeing him again caused something in her heart to pinch. Instinctively, she put a hand to her breast and rubbed her sweater. ‘Obviously, I want to see him again and I don’t want to finish it, ever. But I can’t slide from person to person and meet Cavill every time as someone different. That’s mad. I can’t do that to him, and I can’t do that to myself. You can’t imagine how horrible it is to see him and for him not to recognise me. And to not be able to tell him the truth of who I really am. It’s agony. I want to tell him, but I know he’ll think I’m crazy. What do I do, Avril? Tell me what I should do?’

Avril got up to make a fresh pot of tea. She stood by the counter until the kettle boiled, lost in thought. Pixie and Ulysses sat in silence – Pixie chewing on her thumb nail, Ulysses glancing at his phone in the hope of a text from Henry Stirling. He was not disappointed. His thumbs moved quickly over the tiny keyboard in response.

Shortly, Avril returned to the table with the teapot and refilled their cups. Then she sat back in her chair and nodded reflectively. ‘Right, we need to consider this carefully,’ she began slowly. ‘There’s no manual on how to timeslide, so we’re feeling our way. This is what we know. Rule number one, you do not change anything in the past that might impact the future. What you think is a small change, might end up having a massive consequence down the line. It’s a definite no-no.’ Avril gave Pixie a hard stare.

‘I’m aware of that,’ said Pixie sheepishly. ‘And I’m aware of having already altered Cavill’s destiny.’ She lowered her eyes. ‘Potentially twice.’

Avril’s expression softened. She did not look at Pixie with condemnation, but with compassion. ‘There’s a strong possibility that by falling in love with Cavill, and obviously changing his destiny by inspiring him to fall in love with you, you have set a powerful energy in motion that is simply going to build and build until it fulfils itself.’

‘What do you mean “fulfils itself”?’ Pixie asked.

‘You won’t be free of each other until you allow your love to fully and honestly express itself. Imagine you are both magnets attracting one to the other. The women you embody, Pixie, are obstacles to those two magnets joining as they should. In order for this love to fully and honestly express itself, Cavill needs to know that he loves you, Pixie. Does that make sense?’

Ulysses looked blank.

Pixie nodded thoughtfully. ‘But that would mean he’d have to believe me,’ she said, heart shrinking at the thought of coming clean and not being believed. ‘I don’t know that he’d do that. I mean, why would he? It sounds so science fiction.’

‘He must recognise you on the level of your soul,’ said Avril gravely. ‘This is no ordinary love story, Pixie. You’ve slid back in time. You’ve played with time. And you’ve tied his destiny to yours. It’s only natural that there are going to be consequences.’ Her face mellowed. ‘Look, I’m not condemning you. I’m just trying to explain that timesliding is a gift that comes with great responsibility. And you’re only human. Yes, you’ve broken that rule various times, in small ways which you couldn’t help, and in big ways, which you could help. I’m not criticising you. I’m just telling you how it is. Love makes us all do things we know we shouldn’t do. But we have to stand up and face the consequences of our actions. It’s the Justice card in the tarot deck. You have to stand up now and face yours.’

Pixie nodded. ‘So there’s a strong chance I’ll meet Cavill again,’ she said, half-dreading it and half-longing for it.

Ulysses interrupted. ‘Tell Avril your theory about there being a purpose to your relationship with Cavill. You’ve put his life on a different path, but perhaps it was meant to be.’

Pixie inhaled deeply. ‘Okay, well, it might be way off the mark. Even you dismissed it as stupid, Ulysses,’ she said.

‘I never said it was stupid,’ he corrected.

‘Well, you dismissed it.’

‘What do I know?’ He shrugged. ‘Avril’s the master. Ask her.’

Avril smiled indulgently. ‘Go on, Pixie. Put it out there. This is a safe space, after all.’

‘Okay.’ Pixie began slowly. ‘So, there’s no such thing as coincidence, right? We all agree on that. Everything that happens in our lives is for a reason, to learn and grow. So, what if, right at the beginning, I drew Cavill into my experience, and he drew me into his, for a reason, because we have something we need to learn from each other?’

Avril nodded. ‘Go on.’

‘I’ve been given this gift to help lost souls find their way home. That’s my purpose. But what if my gift is designed also to teach me in the process.’

Avril nodded again. ‘You’re not wrong. I have no doubt that you learn life lessons in everything you do, whether in the present or in the past. In the grand scheme of things, they’re the same thing. There is no time, we just perceive there to be. In order for us to live life here on earth, time has to be experienced as linear, cause and effect, birth to death. But, really, the past, present and future are all one. So, whether you’re experiencing life a hundred years ago, or here today, you’re still in the now. There is only ever the now. When you’re sitting in trance, Pixie, in 2014, and projecting yourself into 1895 or 1912, you’re still experiencing life in the now. The lessons you’re being given, and those you’re giving, are as valuable and important in that dimension as they are in this dimension. So yes, you and Cavill have a destiny to carry out. I do believe there’s a meaning to it. In which case, you will very likely meet him again in another slide.’

‘That’s what I suspected. And what do I do when we meet again?’

‘Well, this is what I think will happen. You’ve set a dynamic in motion, which will continue to roll until it has served its purpose or brought itself to fruition. So, when you next slide, I think you’ll slide back to Cavill again – and perhaps again and again, until the situation is resolved. Maybe this is going to be your most challenging case. Not to settle lost souls, but to settle your soul, and his.’

‘I feel like a lost soul right now,’ said Ulysses, screwing up his beautiful face.

Pixie laughed, eyes very blue suddenly as her enthusiasm steadily mounted. ‘I get it.’

‘I don’t,’ said Ulysses. ‘When you tried to slide back to a specific time and place in New York, it didn’t work, did it?’ he reminded Pixie. ‘Why will it work now?’

Pixie frowned, deflated suddenly. ‘He’s right. Why will it work now? When I tried to slide back to the Bethesda terrace in Central Park, I found myself in 1889 not in 1912.’

‘So, you need to take timesliding to the next stage,’ said Avril simply.

‘Ah, the next stage,’ echoed Ulysses.

‘What’s the next stage?’ Pixie asked.

‘Engineering your slides. Being specific. Being the Chariot in the tarot deck. The one holding the reins, controlling, willing, manifesting.’

‘That’s sounds exciting!’ said Ulysses, helping himself to another slice of cake.

‘How do I do that?’

Avril shrugged. ‘I’m not entirely sure. But let’s consider timesliding per se. As a child, you basically slipped out of your body, and soul-wandered into the past. You were still you, in a finer body, in the same place, only years before. You time travelled. Then you refined it, by linking into an object that connected you to someone in the past and putting out your desire in a focused thought, and allowing the Law of Attraction to fulfil that desire. You discovered that you could last longer in the past if you inhabited another person’s body. Due to your vibration being that of a woman, you could only possess the body of someone with a similar vibration. Not a man, or an old person, or a child, but a young, or relatively young, woman like you. Those things you have learned. But now you need to refine the process. But you have to bear in mind that it’s not completely in your control. This might be a bit complicated, so I want you to listen very carefully.’

Pixie folded her arms on the table and leaned forward. Ulysses just continued to eat cake. Avril had already lost him around the moment she started talking about vibrations.

‘Where we put our attention, our energy follows. So, when you focus on Cavill, your energy radiates out to him. That energy draws you to him. Now, as we know, that happens in life, all the time. It’s how we create our reality. Our thoughts and beliefs manifest our world. But most people would say that if that were true they’d create a nicer world for themselves, but how many people are able to control their thoughts? Fear and anxiety invade and manifest, and much of the time we get what we fear, not what we desire. The point I’m making is that you focused on the Bethesda steps in Central Park and tried to will yourself there with the power of your desire. But, like our underlying fears and anxieties, you knew deep down that there was no purpose to that. You knew that it would achieve nothing. Constance was dead. You couldn’t possess the body of someone else and turn up and say, ‘Hey, Cavill. Look, it’s me, in the body of someone else, again!’ Deep down, you knew it was futile, and that knowledge prevented it from happening. You timeslid randomly with no real objective, just an uncontrolled and desperate longing.’

Pixie nodded slowly. ‘I suppose that could be right.’

‘You need to focus on what you want to achieve with the next slide and leave the Law of Attraction to fulfil it. Don’t concern yourself with the how. That’s not your job. If you try and manipulate the how, you’ll just limit what the Law of Attraction can achieve. You don’t know better, so leave it to a force that does.’

‘So, how do I do it?’

‘Do you have something of Cavill’s – something to connect you to him? A photograph … a …’

Pixie’s eyes lit up. ‘I have his sketchbook of birds,’ she said with a rush of excitement. ‘I stole it from St Sidwell Manor.’

‘That was so bad,’ Ulysses muttered.

‘Good!,’ Avril exclaimed, ignoring Ulysses. ‘When you next embark on a slide, hold the sketchbook and put out the desire of what you want to achieve. You want your relationship with him to reach its conclusion so that you can sever the link. You want the next slide to take you back to him so that you can resolve it. So that you can end it. If you focus hard enough, the power of your intention might draw to you a case that will enable you to fulfil that desire. Then, when you slide, link into the sketchbook as well as into whatever it is that links you to the case and leave the rest to the Universe.’

‘But couldn’t I just link into Cavill’s sketchbook without having a case?’

‘It’s possible. But the past two slides where you’ve encountered Cavill have been linked to cases of altruism, haven’t they? What you’ve set in motion with him might be tied to that energy. I would maintain it if I were you. Keep it consistent, otherwise you might slide back to before 1895, which would really complicate things.’

‘I hadn’t thought of that,’ said Pixie.

‘Listen, it’s unchartered. We’re both learning on the job, so to speak. There’s no one who has done this before to whom we can go for advice. As far as I’m aware, you’re the only modern-day timeslider out there. But energy and vibration are important. You have to stay within that flow and allow it to carry you forward. It’s like a rip tide. You’re in it
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