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Scotland must be one of the most unique countries in Europe, if not the world. The history of this fascinating country is something to be envied. The remote lands adorned with wild mountains and beautiful lochs, have attracted a myriad of different peoples and cultures over the centuries. From the people who were known to paint themselves in blue, ochre pigment, known as the ‘Picts,’ Roman invasions and Viking raids, the lands have been at the mercy of these marauders, carving out a plethora of tradition and culture. With so many cultures vying to set up their Kingdoms, Scotland is quite possibly the most fought over are in the world.

The tribes that later became known as Clans, battled internally with many siding with the invading rulers of England. Many wars were fought between the two mighty nations, leading to an eyewatering number of barbaric battles scattered from Inverness in the north, to Edinburgh, the capital in the south. Consequently, over the decades, with so much torment and death entwined in the fabric of Scotland, many strange occurrences have been witnessed. From the smallest hamlets villages and towns, to the largest of the cities, you are never far from a local tale about apparitions of marching Roman soldiers, or headless horsemen galloping into oblivion. 

The city of Edinburgh is one such place that happens to hold a record for such sightings. The capital founded in 1124ad by King David of Scotland and has been at the heart of the feuds that have fuelled such bloodshed. To this very day reports of the headless drummer boy and the lady in grey, are but a couple of the hundreds of such local ghostly encounters. This is a story about something terrible. Something that has remained and fails to rest. This is a story that perhaps is best forgotten!
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It was spring of 1996. Thomas and Eleanor had just been married at St Marks church in Hampton, West London. The couple had been together for a little over four years and were engaged for two of those before they decided to get married. Thomas, who was known by that name to all apart from his parents and now Eleanor, liked to be called Tom. Likewise, Eleanor was known to her closest and dearest as Ellie. The newlyweds were both just twenty-six years old. Tom had a job working at a local school as a caretaker and Ellie was working at a local garden centre. 

There was nothing in particular that made the couple stand out from the crowd. Both were born of lower middle-class families and attended local state schools. Tom’s parents were both working hard to keep a small cleaning business from collapsing, no thanks to the recession of 92, and Ellie’s parents were a more traditional kind. Her mother stayed at home looking after the house and family, while her father worked as an electrician for a local food manufacturer. Tom was six feet tall, well-built and sporting a thick head of blonde hair. He was often referred to as his father’s twin, due to the uncanny similarity with hair, physique hair and facial features.

Growing up, Tom had been shown plenty of practical tips by his dad over the years. As an accomplished and fully qualified carpenter, his father Malcolm had picked up a ton of do’s and don'ts within the trade, spending many years of his working life on building sites in and around London. Then in 1992, Malcolm decided to buy a small failing cleaning company that specialised in new-build site cleans, the type that is done when a building firm completes a housing estate or a block of offices or flats. Tom’s mother Barbara had worked at Chatsworth Junior School in the London borough of Hounslow, just a few miles from Hampton. There, she was a cleaning supervisor, so she was already involved in the cleaning profession and had a reputation for being ruthless with her staff.  

Ellie was a short woman compared to Tom. At just five feet one inch, she also had the most petite body frame too. Her hair was almost jet black, following after both parents. Her deep blue eyes were exceptional and a true reminder of her mother’s Scottish heritage. Her mother Mary was born in a small seaside town called Arbroath, a small fishing town just sixteen miles north-east of the much larger city of Dundee. Graham, her father was a Londoner through and through. He was born in Teddington to a family that had been involved in the electrical business for decades. They owned several wholesale shops that supplied all things electrical to the building industry. Graham worked within the business and witnessed his father struggling to keep the company afloat, with the recession of 1992 causing the company to go into administration. The toll on his father caused a massive heart attack just a few months later leading to his death. 

With the family business gone, Graham at 55 years of age suffered from stress that led to bouts of depression. He turned to drink to mask his sorrows and sadly developed gout where he eventually had a couple of toes amputated. He did however find work through a friend who owned a small building firm where he gained experience doing odd jobs and general labouring, eventually turning his hand to installing lighting where he then attended college one day a week attaining a certificate in electrical installation. 

The way that Tom and Ellie met was a little unusual. Ellie’s mother had a strange gift. She was known to have the ability to contact the dearly departed. She would put small adverts in the local paper offering her services as a Tarot card reader. Although she was gifted with her ‘other-worldly’ shenanigans, she was also adept at the art of Tarot. Mary would invite friends and clients to the house where she would charge a small fee to give readings. She also had a small stint at a local pub, The London Apprentice set down by the riverside, close to their home in Old Isleworth, just outside west London. It was here that one Saturday evening, Mary set up a couple of tables in the conservatory overlooking the river. Ellie had gone along to assist with the setting up and greeting clients. And it was a chance meeting that Tom was in the pub with his mother who wanted to find out if their cleaning firm would survive. Since the recession during 92, they had experienced two years of constant financial woes. 

The business had bumped along during the recession, but they had to lay off three of the five staff that were carrying out the work. Barbara had been working from home as a secretary, taking calls and sorting out invoices. Malcolm had been working as well as supervising staff. Now, she was hands on, working on site with Malcolm. The work was taking a heavy toll on the couple, both financially and emotionally, placing a strain upon their otherwise strong marriage. So, one evening while sat reading the local newspaper, The Informer, Barbara noticed the small advert for the Tarot reading at the pub. She had never been to anything like it before. The closest she had come to having a reading of any sort was when she had a palm read at a funfair as a teenager. Intrigued and desperate to find out more about the uncertainty of the business, she asked Tom to drive her there. 

It was a chilly December that year back in 1992. Tom had acquainted himself with the pub a few times. It was one of those places you would walk into, instantly feeling a warmth and welcoming that some pubs don't have. The open fire was one of the biggest attractions and certainly pulled people in after a walk along the riverside on a cold day. The London Apprentice dates back to the time of king Henry VIII and has remained a popular stop over for traders, locals and a plethora of river users over the past few hundred years. It was for this reason that Barbara set up her evening in a place that was steeped in history and was bound to harbour memories from the past, both good and bad. An atmospheric building known for its historical mark on the community often made for a perfect venue. With local legend supporting the myth that King Henry’s body was temporarily stored in the Church opposite, while en-route to be buried at St George Chapel in Windsor. It is said that the King was so swollen and ulcerated, that his body exploded on the Royal barge. The entourage had to make an emergency stop at The London Apprentice, briefly using the All-Saints’ Church situated opposite, to clean up the body and take stock of the incident. This story handed down over literally centuries has brought thousands of people from all over the country and beyond to the village. The consequence of this being that the pub has prospered. 

Barbara could do her readings almost anywhere, but she found that the Tarot cards worked best in such places. Her ability to contact spirits certainly helped with the readings. In fact, it is a well-known fact that both abilities often go hand-in-hand. She also knew from about
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