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The good
shepherd




It was a cold,
dark, late October night when Lliam drove down the road towards the
little village of Penshurst. The late evening mist, which was
slowly drifting down off the fields on either side of the road, was
getting thicker, making it more difficult to see.

He peered
through the windscreen of his car, trying to follow the white lines
in the middle of the road, lit up and reflecting in his
headlights.

Suddenly a
heavy shower of icy rain came down, hitting his car and bouncing
off the roof, sounding like needles rattling on a tin can.

As he rounded
a bend, in the distance, something else reflected from his
headlights. A figure darted across the road about twenty yards
ahead.

Lliam slowed
instinctively, and then braked, as he noticed someone standing on
the verge just ahead of him. As he drove slowly closer, he saw a
young girl standing there shivering. The icy rain was beating down
on her face and soaking her t-shirt. She appeared to be crying, but
it was hard to tell with the freezing rain on her face.

His first
puzzled thought was, “What the hell is a young girl doing out here
in the middle of nowhere in the pouring rain, at this time of
night?”

He quickly
glanced at his car clock on the dashboard. It was at eleven
o'clock. He heard the pips start on the radio for the news.
Reaching down, he turned the radio off and started to wind his
window down.

He finally
stopped right by the young lady and leaned his head out, and
said,

"You OK, love?
It's a bit cold to be walking about this time of night."

At first, the
dishevelled-looking figure just stood there, and then her head
looked up, and she stared at him with a look of bewilderment.

"Where am I?"
she said, as if she was talking to herself.

"I think I'm
lost. Could you help me?" She said, sounding somewhat
distressed.

“For sure,
love, do you need a lift?” Lliam replied.

“Yes, that's
it, I need a lift.” She said in a trembling voice, trying to
recollect something.

Lliam, seeing
she was confused and soaking wet, put the handbrake on. He reached
over the back seat and grabbed his raincoat, and getting out of the
car, and he gently placed it over her shuddering shoulders.

“Jump in.” he
said in a reassuring voice as he opened the passenger door.

He then got
back in his car, letting her get comfortable, turned up the warm
air vents, and slowly drove off.

“How did you
manage to get lost?” he asked, feeling concerned. "I fell off my
boyfriend's bike." she replied.

"Yes, that's
it, I came off his bike." she said, reflectively, trying to
recollect.

"What! And he
just left you here?" Lliam exclaimed, incredulously.

“I do not
know,” she replied, “The last thing I remember was we were driving
around the country lanes for a laugh, and then suddenly, I was
lying in a hedge." Lliam caught the smell of her scent: it was a
strong smell of… Violets. ‘That’s it, April Violets,’ Lliam
reflected.

The sweet,
musky scent brought back memories from his past; his late
girlfriend never wore anything else.

‘Strange
perfume for a young girl though?’ he thought, as he glanced at
her.

The smell
reminded him of something he had lost, someone he once knew, but
was lost forever, taken by the hand of death, and led from him.

It reminded
him of his lovely Hannah; the Hannah he had often looked at very
attentively, carefully; Hannah, whose world he was always in,
making him feel so close, so happy, so fulfilled. His Hannah, who
made him feel worth something, made his life something, made, joy
and happiness, real, tangible things.

He shut the
thought out and said to the young lady, “Where shall I drop you
off?”

“Penshurst
will be fine,” she answered, adding, “Just by the post office, if
that’s all right?”

“No problem,
what’s your name?” Lliam inquired.

“Layla,” she
replied edgily.

Lliam decided
not to continue the conversation as he sensed she felt rather
nervous, seemingly lost in herself, as if trying to catch up with
things.

When he got to
Penshurst village, the young lady indicated with a point of her
finger towards a building.

"That's the
post office. I live just down there." she said, pointing at a track
beside it, the entrance being lit from the glow of an oil lamp
hanging from the side of the post office wall.

Lliam could
just make out the path leading into the darkness. He pulled up just
outside the old looking post office, and she got out and thanked
him.

As she reached
up to remove his raincoat, Lliam said, "Borrow it, love, or you
will get soaked. I'll pick it up tomorrow on my way back
through."

She thanked
him again, then disappeared along the muddy track into the dark
night, with his coat over her shoulders.

Lliam sat
there for a moment, looking at the old post office. He wondered why
he had never noticed it before when driving by. He then noticed on
the passenger seat a silver, lilac-coloured stone, brooch. He
picked it up to give to the young woman, but the figure of the
young lady had disappeared in the distance.

"I'll drop it
off in the morning," he thought, starting his car.

He noticed
that the dashboard clock still read at eleven o'clock.

Feeling
somewhat perplexed, Lliam assumed it was broken and switched the
radio on, only to hear the pips sounding and a
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