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Little did I know that twelve months after interviewing Benjamin McCloud for the murders at Black Hill Farm, I would be sitting in the very same interview room at Beecher’s Hope Police Station, arrested for the murder of his cousin, Andrea Black. 

How could that be? How did I end up in this place? How could I have murdered that girl? 

If only I had let go – destroyed that damn diary. But I hadn’t been able to – it had become my obsession – my life. Haunted by the interviews that I had conducted with Benjamin McCloud, my life had spiralled into a vacuum of loneliness and darkness. I had become fixated on the deaths that had occurred at Black Hill Farm. And as I sat, day by day and week by week up at the farm, I had become obsessed with one thought – that Andy would someday return. 

Maybe I should have listened to my friend, Richard – Superintendent Jones – maybe he had been right. Perhaps I should have taken a break from work after the death of my wife, Helen. Maybe Benjamin McCloud had been a figment of my grieving mind. There were no such things as ghosts, apparitions, or angels. And there was definitely no magic!

And as I sit and write this, I take some cold satisfaction from the fact that I’d been right about one thing; Andy did return. She came back just like I knew she would. She came back for her diary. But it wasn’t how I had thought it would have been. I couldn’t have imagined the dark places that her return would take me. To the ravine set in the side of that cliff face, where her body came to rest, her skull smashed and her chest crushed to pieces. But I’d done the decent thing, hadn’t I? I’d gone straight to Detective Superintendent Richard Jones and told him where he could find her body. But like any good detective, his first question had been: How had I known of the body’s location, hidden miles from anywhere off some weather-beaten track? How had I known if I hadn’t been implicated in her death? 

So below is my account – my version – of what happened when Andy came back and how she ended up in that ravine. I’ve used extracts from her diary and the written transcripts from the interviews I gave to Detective Superintendent Richard Jones.

This is the truth – it is my confession.

John Walker (Custody Record No: WH2814)
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Interview 1
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Notes:

The keys rattled in the lock and my cell door was swung open. Superintendent Jones – Richard – stood on the other side, and as usual, he was dressed immaculately. His iron-white hair slicked back, his matching moustache thick, but neatly trimmed. 

“Ready?” he said. His blue eyes were cold, and any friendship that we’d once had was now gone. 

“I guess,” I said, my white forensic suit rustling as I stood up. 

“Are you sure you don’t want a brief?” he asked me as I stepped from my cell and into the lime green corridor. 

“Positive,” I said, and walked ahead of him, my chin resting on my chest. The custody area fell into a hushed silence as I crossed it. How many times had I made this walk? How many times had I led suspects down to the interview rooms? The last time I’d been with Benjamin McCloud. Not that anyone here would believe that. 

I glanced up and saw my old colleagues staring at me. What a spectacle I must have looked. And I really didn’t mind them staring. I understood; I would have done the same. It’s not often that one of your own is brought in for murder. 

“This one,” Richard said, pushing open the door to interview room number four. 

Stepping inside, I naturally went to sit in the interviewer’s chair.

“Not there,” Richard said. “You sit on the other side of the table now.”

Shuffling around the end of the table, I sat in the suspect’s chair. Richard sat opposite and combed his moustache with the tips of his fingers. There was an uncomfortable silence as he looked at me. 

“It breaks my heart to see you sitting there like that,” he said. I just looked at him. What did he want me to say? Then he added, “God only knows what Helen would have said.”

“You don’t get to talk about her,” I told him. “Helen has nothing to do with this.”

Staring at me with his icy glare, Richard said, “We’ll see.” He then took a tape cassette from the pile stacked neatly beside him on the table. Next to them sat Andy’s diary. Removing the cellophane from the tape, he placed it into the cassette player and hit the record button. 

Police Evidence: Record of Taped Interview. Exhibit RJ/01

Jones: This interview is being tape-recorded. I am Detective Superintendent Richard Jones of Devon and Cornwall Police. Today’s date is Sunday, 12th December 2010, and the time by my watch is 16:18 hours. This interview is being conducted in interview room four (4) at Beecher’s Hope Police Station. I am interviewing... could you please state your name, age, and date of birth?

Walker: My name is Detective... sorry... John Walker. 18th November 1962. I’m 48 years old.

Jones: What is your home address?

Walker: 56 Trafalgar Place, Beecher’s Hope, Cornwall.

Jones: Occupation? 

Walker: Detective Chief Inspector. Retired.

Jones: There are no other persons present. Is that correct?

Walker: Yes.

Jones: John, I don’t have to remind you that while at this police station, you have certain rights. One of those rights is to free and independent legal advice. 

Walker: Yes, I know.

Jones: At this time, you’ve stated that you don’t want... or rather, that you don’t need legal representation. 

Walker: Yes.

Jones: Are you sure about that?

Walker: I’ve been around long enough to know the seriousness of the situation I’m in. A solicitor won’t make any difference to what I have to say. 

Jones: If, you’re sure?

Walker: I’m sure.

Jones: John, I still have to tell you, that you do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention, when questioned, something that you may later rely on in court. Anything that you do say, maybe used in evidence.

Walker: I understand.

Jones: You’re here today as you’ve been arrested in connection with the murder of seventeen-year-old Andrea Black.

Walker: Andy.

Jones: Sorry?

Walker: She liked to be called Andy.

Jones: You were close then?

Walker: How do you mean?

Jones: Close enough to call her by her... how shall I put it? Nickname?

Walker: We weren’t close. I spent one night with her.

Jones: When was that? 

Walker: Two nights ago.

Jones: Where did you meet?

Walker: Up at the farm.

Jones: Black Hill Farm?

Walker: Yes.

Jones: How did you know she would be there? After all, she was a suspect in a murder investigation.

Walker: My investigation.

Jones: Don’t go there, John. That’s in the past now. 

Walker: The case you took from me.

Jones: Ok, John, have it your way. I wasn’t going to mention it, but as you seem so keen to discuss it, I’ll remind you, shall I, that you were removed from the case because you had a mental breakdown. 

Walker: Says you.

Jones: Says your doctor and occupational health. 

Walker: I didn’t have a breakdown. You just couldn’t handle the truth.

Jones: What? The truth being that the ghost of a murder suspect confessed to you?

Walker: Yes.

Jones: John, if you continue with this then I’ll have to get the force medical examiner to assess you to see if you’re fit for interview.

Walker: To see if I’m mad?

Jones: Are you?

Walker: You tell me.

Jones: If you persist with this, then I’ll get you an appropriate adult.

Walker: I’d like that. I once knew an excellent appropriate adult... her name was Ms. Hughes.

Jones: I take it you’re referring to the other ghost you claim took part in McCloud’s interview?

Walker: Actually, I don’t think she was a ghost. McCloud told me she was an angel.

Jones: Look, John, I’m not going to sit here and listen to this...

Walker: Then we’d better stop this interview right now, because what I’ve got to tell you is all about ghosts. 

Jones: Listen...

Walker: No, you listen, Richard. If you want to know what happened to Andy, then you’re just going to have to hear me out.

Jones: And if I refuse?

Walker: Then you’ll never know. And believe me, it will be the not-knowing that will drive you insane. You should know better than most, Richard, that as a copper, you just have to know.

Jones: Okay, tell me what happened. But I’m warning you now, John, if I think for one minute that you really are mentally unstable, then I’m stopping this interview and having you seen by the guys in the white coats. It’s only because of who you are and what you once were... one of us... that I’m cutting you some slack.

Walker: Thank you. But you’ve got to understand that what I’m about to tell you is the truth. However hard it might be for you to believe... it’s the truth. I remember a time when I was just like you, Richard.

Jones: What do you mean?

Walker: I didn’t believe in magic either. 

Jones: I’m warning you, John, I just want the facts. That’s all I’m interested in. I want to know what happened to that girl... Andy.

Walker: Okay. After you kicked me off the... after I retired from the force, I found I had more time on my hands than I knew what to do with. Although you don’t believe me, I was haunted by Ben McCloud and what he had told me. I had the tapes from the interviews I’d conducted with him. And again, I know you believe them to be blank, but you’ll just have to take a leap of faith and trust me when I say I can hear his voice on them. More than anything, I needed to know what had happened to the girl... Andy. Part of me believed that she would return to the farm. I didn’t know if she were alive or dead – but that didn’t matter to me. Either way – I knew she would return.

So, every day for the last seven months, I’ve gone up to Black Hill Farm. Sat in my foldaway chair, blanket wrapped around my shoulders on the colder days, I’d waited for her. With her diary and iPod laid out before me on the grass – I waited for Andy’s return.

How could I be sure that she would come? I knew she would. Andy had unfinished business at the farm. On the really cold days, as the wind wrapped itself around me, sending chills through my bones, I did get to wondering if I were mad. Had you been right? Had I had a nervous breakdown? Was I so haunted by the death of my wife, Helen that I’d taken to imagining ghosts?

But Ben McCloud had been real, Richard. The thirteen tapes that sit in a neat pile on my bedside table are a constant reminder that he had visited me and given his confession. Shunned by you and all my other friends and colleagues in the police, I retired early, as you well know. But what was I to do with all the free time that I suddenly had? Gardening? No thanks. Building a model railway in the shed? Boring. Fishing? I liked the idea of fishing. But not the everyday variety. I was fishing, all right, and I had the bait laid out right before me. But would she come and take a bite? Like all good fishermen, I was prepared to sit quietly and wait. 

So, the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months – but still, I drove up to the farm and waited. Sometimes I napped, and in those short lapses of blackness, I would dream of Helen, but the nightmares were not as bad as before. But in them she would be at a railway station, suitcases by her feet as if waiting to make a journey. Trains would come and go, but she wouldn’t get on any of them. Instead, she scanned the faces of the other passengers on the platform as if she were searching for someone – waiting for someone to arrive. 

I would often wake with tears in my eyes and the smell of soap and vanilla lingering around my nostrils. They were the sweet smells that Benjamin McCloud had often talked about when describing Andy. And it was those smells that floated past on the breeze. It was as if Andy had crept right by me while my eyes had been closed. 

I was so convinced that she had visited me while I had been napping, that I would jump forward in my seat just to make sure that her diary and iPod were still by my feet. And of course, they always were, the pages of her diary rustling like leaves in the wind. 

The months rolled on and the first snow showers of December arrived in white, powdery flurries. Taking my chair and placing it just inside the doorway of the barn for shelter, I wondered how much more of the cold I could take. My nose had taken to running, and I had developed a cough that often had me doubled up in my chair as I heaved up large lumps of red and green phlegm. My forehead was covered in sweat, despite the freezing cold, and my body was burning hot with fever. I knew that I possibly had pneumonia; but still, I couldn’t leave. 

As the days passed and I swayed from one delirious moment to the next, I realised that I’d lost track of time. It was only as I peered at my watch face in the gloom of the barn, that the date reminded me that it was exactly a year ago that the murders had taken place at Black Hill Farm. Surely that had to be an omen of some sort? I wondered. But the minutes ticked on and nothing happened. My body ached and sweat ran from my temples in cold streams. Pulling the blanket tighter about my shoulders, I knew that I couldn’t take any more of the snow and the wind for the day and decided to go home. Maybe tomorrow she would come – I kept telling myself that. Then I saw it.

The figure stood at the bottom of the hill, its frame silhouetted against the moonlight and masked by the falling snow. With my heart racing in my chest, I leant forward and peered into the darkness. The figure started to move up the hill, walking in a straight line towards me. Snow fell all around it, but their strides were bold and purposeful, as if undeterred by the bad weather. 

As it drew closer, I sucked in lungfuls of the freezing night air and my chest rattled. And as the person got nearer, I could see that they were female. Her frame was slight, arms swinging loosely by her sides, long hair bellowing out in the wind. 

Although I couldn’t believe it, I knew who it was. I reached down and picked up the diary. My hands began to tremble as I held it out towards her. She had finally taken the bait, and I was reeling her in. 

With the moonlight casting long, black shadows about her, Andy stepped into the barn. Stopping just inches before me, she held out her hand and said, “I believe you have something that belongs to me.”

Standing, heart racing like a trip hammer in my chest, I held out the diary. Stepping from the shadows, I could see that her face was white as paper, her hair matted and dirty about her shoulders. But despite this, Ben had been right – Andy was beautiful.

Taking the diary from me, she held it close to her chest and said, “Have you read it?”

“Yes,” I said. “Over and over.”

Looking at me through her straggly fringe, she said, “So you know everything then?”

“Pretty much,” I told her, hardly daring to believe that she had really come back.

“Do you hate me?”

“Does that matter?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Maybe if you read your diary to me – perhaps it would be different. I know pretty much the whole story, but there are a few loose ends that could be tied up,” I said to her. 

You know that better than anyone, don’t you, Richard? There are always loose ends that we coppers would like tied up.

Eyeing me from beneath her fringe, she said, “Who are you? I mean, why are you here?” 

“My name’s John Walker. I’ve been waiting,” I said.

“For what?” Andy asked.

“For you.”

“Are you a policeman?” she said.

“Not anymore,” I told her.

She stood before me, and she seemed smaller, more delicate than I had pictured in my mind. She wore a filthy-looking pair of jeans, which were torn at the knees, and a jumper that I guessed had once been white but was now dark grey with dirt. And I couldn’t help but notice the streaks of blood that ran horizontally down her front like crimson slash marks. Although my fever made me shiver, I took my blanket and wrapped it around her shoulders.

“Thank you,” she said, just above a whisper, then added, “Can you help me?”

“I’ll try,” I said, bending down and picking up her iPod. “Let’s get in the warmth.”

“Up there?” she said, nodding towards the farmhouse that sat on top of the hill in the darkness. 

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll light a fire for the both of us. God knows I could do with getting out of the cold.”

“Okay,” she said and we set off towards Black Hill Farm.

Jones: Were you surprised to see her?

Walker: Yes and no. Like I said, I was sure that she would come back.

Jones: But you knew that she was a suspect in a murder enquiry, why didn’t you...

Walker: Arrest her? Not my job anymore, Richard. Remember you saw to that. No, I wasn’t there to arrest her. I was there to listen to her.

Jones: But why? It wasn’t your problem anymore.

Walker: I had to. I just had to.

Jones: You told her that you could help her. How were you going to help her, John?

Walker: Can I have a drink please? All this talking has made me thirsty.

Jones: Can’t you wait?

Walker: No.

Jones: Okay, have it your way, John, but you’re only dragging this out for yourself. I’m suspending this interview so John Walker can have a drink.

CLICK!
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Interview 2
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Notes:

Jones passed me a plastic cup through the wicket in the cell door. The plastic felt soft and warped, its boiling contents distorting the cup. Holding it by the rim so as not to burn my fingers, I looked up at Jones and said, “It’s tea. I don’t drink tea. I like coffee.” 

He looked at me with his cold stare and said, “Sorry.” He made no offer to go back to the kitchen and fetch me a cup, so I shrugged and went to sit on my cot. The sound of the wicket slamming shut echoed off the cell walls. 

Sipping the tea, it tasted weak and watery and I wondered if I were sitting in the same cell that McCloud had used, but I couldn’t remember. Did it matter anyway? I wasn’t sure. But what did matter was whether Jones would believe my story. He had to. But what I had to tell him was fantastic. Not fantastic as in great or marvellous – but fantastic as in the unreal, the unbelievable. And could I blame him if he didn’t? Hadn’t I spent my life only believing in fact? I’d never believed in ghosts, the supernatural, and definitely not magic. So, therefore, how could I expect anyone else to believe my story?

But I would convince him. It wouldn’t be long before Jones came back for me and I needed to get things straight in my head. I needed to know my story. Not that I was making anything up, but that was the problem – it didn’t matter how I told it, from which point I started and ended – I doubted he would believe me. Would I have believed me twelve months ago? Hell no!

But there was that one thing – that one little piece of detail that I had hidden up my sleeve. And if produced at the right time, I would convince him – I’d convince all of them.

I took another mouthful of the watery tea and smiled to myself. Here I’d been, just a year ago, convinced that magic didn’t exist, and here I was now, thinking about pulling my ace card from my sleeve. Ha!

The wicket clattered open and Jones peered in at me.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready,” I told him and stood up.

Police Evidence: Record of Taped Interview. Exhibit RJ/02

Jones: This interview is being tape-recorded...

Walker: McCloud was right.

Jones: Sorry?

Walker: It does seem pointless.

Jones: What does?

Walker: What you’re about to say.

Jones: Your rights?

Walker: I know my rights. I know this is a tape-recorded interview and so will the people who listen to this, or how else are they listening to it in the first place? I know whatever I say will be used in evidence, and no, I don’t want a solicitor.

Jones: You know the rules.

Walker: Oh yeah, I know them, all right – I know them all too well. McCloud said once that rules don’t really mean anything in the end. He said that someday I would understand that. I think now I finally know what he meant.

Jones: John, you’ve lost me.

Walker: Don’t worry, Richard, someday you’ll understand, too. There are no rules... not really. Not the rules that we think there are. They’re just there to make us feel safe, to give some meaning... to hide the chaos. I never really understood that until I peeked behind the curtain.

Jones: What curtain? What are you talking about, John?

Walker: As McCloud would have said – its nuffin’! You’ll understand one day. 

Jones: Have you finished?

Walker: Finished what?

Jones: Whatever it is you’re rambling on about.

Walker: Yes.

Jones: Can we continue then?

Walker: Why not.

Jones: Before I suspended the interview, you had been explaining how Andy had returned to Black Hill Farm.

Walker: Yes.

Jones: So, what happened next?

Walker: I led her up to the farmhouse. I pulled away the blue and white police tape that covered the front door.  We stood next to each other and shivered, although mine was with the fever – and hers? I wasn’t sure. With the tips of my fingers, I pushed the door open. A waft of stale air swept past us. It smelt of damp and mildew. Brushing the snow from my hair and shoulders, and stamping it from my boots, I stepped inside. I guessed, like Andy, I hadn’t been inside the farmhouse for almost a year. 

“C’mon,” I said and led her inside by the arm.

The house was in darkness and chinks of moonlight spilt through the windows. I pushed the door closed and Andy froze. 

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“I’m scared,” she whispered and pulled the blanket tight beneath her chin like a child with a comfort-cloth.

“What are you scared of?” I asked her.

“You’ll think I’m stupid,” she whispered again.

“Try me,” I said.

“Ghosts.”

I looked at her as she peered over the top of the blanket that she had wrapped about her. “That doesn’t sound stupid,” I told her. 

Leaving her by the front door, I went to the fireplace. There was a pile of wood, a bucket of coal, and a stack of old newspapers by the stone wall. Touching the small logs, I realised that they must have been gathered by Ben McCloud the night that he and Andy had tried to blackmail Parker. Taking some of the wood and coal, I built a small fire in the fireplace. Stuffing the newspaper in the gaps between the coal and the wood, I looked around for a match to light it with. 

“Andy?” I called, noticing that she was no longer standing by the front door. 

Silence.

Then I saw a warm glow of orange come from the kitchen as Andy walked towards me with a candle in her hand. 

“I guessed there might be some of these left,” she said. The flame flickered back and forth as Andy continued to tremble. The candlelight drew long, dark shadows around the living room and up the walls. Andy handed me a box of matches and I lit the fire. 

It took a little while to get going, as I guessed the wood was damp and not as dry as it should be. I knelt in front of the fire, and cupping my hands around my mouth, I blew into the gaps between the logs. After a while, the coal started to glow an angry red and sparks seesawed up the chimney in clouds of grey smoke. 

Pushing the small sofa nearer to the fire, I looked at Andy and said, “Come and sit over here. You’ll be warmer.”

Holding the candle out in front of her, Andy sat on the sofa. The flames reflected back in her eyes, and they almost seemed to sparkle. She then stole a quick glance up at the ceiling and then back at me.

“Are you okay?” I asked her and lit my own candle. 

“Is he...?” she said and glanced back up at the ceiling again.

“Is he what?” I asked.

“Still up there?” she said, looking back at me.

“No,” I assured her. “Your father’s body was removed a year ago.”

“Was he buried?” she asked, and the candle shook so violently in her hands that I took it from her.

“Eventually.”

“What does that mean?” she asked me.

“When forensics had everything that they could find...” I started.

“So, you really are a copper?” she said.

Letting some of the melted wax drip from the tip of the candles onto the stones in front of the fire, I looked at her and said, “I was a police officer, but not anymore. I’m finished with that life now.” I pushed the ends of the candles into the puddles of wax that I had made so they stood unaided. 

“How comes?” Andy asked me.

I looked at her from the chair I’d pulled up in front of the fire. Andy had drawn her knees up beneath her chin and she was shivering.

“Want some coffee?” I asked her, pulling the flask from my bag.

“Got any tea?”

“I could make some. There might be some teabags in the kitchen...” I started.

“No, coffee will be good,” she said, holding out her hands. 

I poured her some of the coffee and passed it to her. Cupping her hands around it, she took a sip.

“Any good?” I asked.

“Good,” she said and nodded her head. “So how comes?”

“What?” I said, although I knew what she was talking about.

“How comes you’re not a copper anymore?” 

“Ben McCloud,” I said.

Upon hearing his name, she sat forward. “Ben? But Ben’s dead, isn’t he?”

“Yes,” I told her, not taking my eyes from hers.

“I don’t understand,” she said. 

“He came into my police station and confessed to the murders that took place here,” I told her.

“But...” she started.

“But he couldn’t if he were dead, right?” I said.

“Right,” she whispered and glanced up at the ceiling again. 

“You don’t sound surprised,” I said and she looked back at me, her eyes set in dark, tired rings.

“I know all about ghosts,” she whispered as if someone might be listening. 

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Then, before she had a chance to answer, the sound of banging came from above us. Andy lurched forward in her seat and screamed. 

“Shhh,” I said, placing a finger over my lips. I looked up at the ceiling and the hair on the back of my neck stood on end. 

Then the banging came again. Getting up from my seat, I crossed the room and went to the foot of the stairs, and as I did, I noticed the door to the cupboard beneath them was open. Pictures of Ben sitting beneath there in the dark swam before my eyes. With the tip of my boot, I kicked the door shut. Taking hold of the banister, I started up the stairs. 

“Where you going?” Andy said from behind me. 

I turned to find her standing at the foot of the stairs, candle held before her. Taking it, I said, “I’m going to see what that noise is.”

“Don’t leave me alone,” she whispered, and I was immediately reminded of how she had so often said that to Ben.

“I’m just going upstairs, that’s all,” I told her. “Wait by the fire.” Turning my back to her, I made my way up into the darkness. Reaching the top of the stairs, I held my candle out as far as my arm would stretch, but the candlelight barely penetrated the darkness. The banging came again and my heart missed a beat. The sound was coming from further down the landing. Biting my lower lip, I moved towards it.

It came again and I stopped outside Michael Black’s bedroom. The last time I’d been in there, it had been a horrific crime scene. Emily Black had laid half in and out of the doorway, her head smashed to a bloody pulp. Roderick Parker lay dead on the floor at the foot of the bed, with a gaping gunshot wound in his chest. And Michael Black had been nothing more than... than a decomposing lump of flesh and bone on the bed. 

The sound of banging startled me from those vivid memories, and I shouted in fright.  

“What’s wrong?” Andy called from downstairs. 

“Nothing,” I tried to reassure her. “It’s just me jumping at shadows, that’s all. There’s nothing for you to worry about.”

Pushing open the bedroom door with the tips of my fingers, I held the candle out and stepped inside. The bed was still on the opposite side of the room, but everything had been removed, apart from the mattress. 

My hand shook so much that candlelight flickered back and forth across the walls. I didn’t know if the shakes were due to my fever or through fear. Moving towards the bed, I looked down at the mattress. Dark brown stains covered it in big circles, the remnants of Michael Black’s decomposition. Then, without warning, the bedroom door slammed shut, the force of it nearly snuffing out my candle. Turning, I was surprised to see Andy standing in front of the closed door. She held a candle in her hand, and it made her face shine eerily, like a pumpkin on Halloween. 

“I thought I said to wait downstairs,” I told her.

“But I was scared on my own,” she said, coming towards me.

“There’s nothing to be scared...” I started, but before I’d had a chance to finish, she had produced a lump of firewood from behind her back and brought it crashing down on the top of my head. The last thing I could remember was the candlelight fading and my knees buckling beneath me.

I woke to find myself stretched out on the bed. Realising that I was lying on top of those dark brown stains, I squirmed and tried to get off the mattress. But I couldn’t move. I looked at my arms and could see that my wrists had been fastened to the bedstead with chains. I yanked my arms down, but they were tied fast and a searing bolt of pain shot up into my shoulder blades. The chains made a ‘clinking’ sound as I rattled them, trying to free myself. 

“It’s no use,” a voice said and I looked up to see Andy standing at the foot of the bed. 

“Let me loose,” I demanded, and a globule of mucus made its way up from my chest and into my mouth. I twisted my head to the side and spat it into the darkness. 

“Shut up!” she snapped, the candle flickering in her hands.

“Why have you chained me up?” I asked.

“You’ve brought this on yourself, John,” she spat.

“What do you mean?” I shouted, yanking on the chains again.

“Sitting up here all these months, waiting. I know you’ve been up here. I’ve watched you. I didn’t know why you were here at first. I didn’t know who you were. But one day when you were napping, I got close enough to see that you had my diary. Why did you have it? I wondered. Then I guessed that you were a cop on some kinda stakeout – waiting for me to come back. But what cop would sit in the freezing cold, day after day, and even when their own health turned bad, they still wouldn’t leave? No, I knew there had to be more to it than that.”

“Just untie me,” I said, rattling the chains. 

Ignoring me, Andy continued. “Then I realised that you were as haunted by this place as much as I am. Like me, you couldn’t leave until you had all the answers.” Turning, she moved from the foot of the bed and lit three candles that she had placed on the dressing table. The bedroom began to glow with warm orange light that did nothing to take away the chill of the room. She moved into the furthest corner by the door. It was then that my heart almost stopped.

I could see a shape in the darkness. Just the outline of a shape, like a black shadow set against the wall. Screwing up my eyes and peering into the darkness, I could just make out a figure sitting there. It was too dark for me to see who or what it was. I couldn’t tell whether they were male or female, but there was definitely someone there.

Yanking on the chains again, desperate to be free, I said to Andy, “Who is that? Who’s that sitting there?”

Andy said something but it was just a whisper and I didn’t know if she were talking to me or the figure in the corner of the room.

“Who is that?” I asked again, my chest rattling and threatening to spew more phlegm up into my throat.

“All in good time,” Andy said, coming back towards me. “You’ll find out all in good time.”

Andy pulled a chair up beside
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