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Chapter One
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As Ruben Jenkins turned the key in the lock, he felt a tugging on his left leg and a whispering child’s voice saying, “You didn’t stop me.” He knew the words were coming from his own mouth, but the utterance still shook him to the core. “I’m so sorry,” he sobbed into the night as he pushed the gate open and entered the enclosure. 

The beta male wolf ritualistically skirted the perimeter, repeatedly treading the same path. Ruben could make out the alpha male and female reclining in the mud under the unmoving giant trees. Two youngsters were huddled together, and the other two were spread out, sleeping alone. He partly secured the gate so it would be difficult for him to be saved and to prevent the animals from escaping.

Ruben’s fingers were stiff on the camera button, but he managed to take a few shots. The beta, alert to his presence, lowered his head and stealthily walked from tree to tree in his direction without disturbing any fallen branches or stones. The alphas stirred, raised their heads and, sniffing the air, turned towards Ruben, their eyes shining in the darkness.

Unafraid, Ruben walked softly and sure-footed towards a pine tree. He set his camera on automatic and tied it to the trunk so that it pointed to the roots of the oak tree opposite. Next, he walked over to the towering gnarled giant, eased himself down into a patch of hollow ground and pressed his back against the rough ivy-covered bark. 

Ruben knew the wolves were approaching, but all he heard was the distant breakers rolling over the pebbled beach. He breathed in the scent of the sea mingled with the musky wood and stretched out his legs. A cold mist curled around him, and water droplets ran down his forehead. Ruben shut his eyes.

Wherever or whenever he looked, he saw his son. He couldn’t prevent the memories from blundering into his mind, images of that fateful day. Since then, life had lost its shape and meaning and had merged into a bottomless darkness from which he couldn’t escape. There was a vast gulf of grief between him and the rest of society; even his closest friends and colleagues seemed distant and afraid to approach the subject of his son’s death. 

He’d carried out his tasks in the wildlife park on automatic pilot while continually cursing every almighty power for their cruelty and neglect. His head constantly throbbed through lack of sleep and repeatedly crashed against the pain of not being able to turn time back.

“I was holding your hand. Why did you pull away and run into the road?” Ruben muttered into the stillness. “In a split second, you’d gone.”

Ruben’s internal eyes scattered over flickering images of his son, his beautiful shining eyes, Zach digging holes in the sand and learning to swim. He settled on the memory of soft play where Zach had collected small balls and placing them in the single pocket of his hoody couldn’t understand why they kept falling out onto the floor. He had continuously fed them through one hole, only for them to fall out at the other end. Ruben had then put the balls in his hood. Zach liking this idea, copied and then pulled the hood over his head. Ruben had thought he looked like a dinosaur with his knobbly back and laughed uncontrollably as the balls rolled down Zach’s top.

Hope and light had gone from his life on that terrible day. Tears trickled down his cheeks. The camera clicked, and Ruben lifted his lids. The male alpha wolf was standing in front of him, staring directly into his eyes. His ears were erect, pointing forward, and his mouth was open, baring his teeth. The alpha female and the two betas lurked behind with equally aggressive expressions. An alarming low-pitched growl rumbled in their throats.

Ruben scrambled to his feet. The beasts knew him well; generally, if he entered the cage, he would play fight with the alphas to demonstrate his dominance and strength. He knew being submissive or weak would alter their responses.  His next step would be to move, and then it would all be over. He needed to run so they would give chase and pull him to the ground, but Ruben remained frozen. The beasts snarled and approached. Ruben remained unable to move. The expression on the beta male’s face relaxed; he began to turn away and gyrate as though uncertain of the strange situation.

Ruben’s love for the beta male triggered a resurgence of his pervading melancholy and terrible soul-tearing sadness. He wanted to be with his son, physically torn apart, to be in all places at once and together mingle with the divine forevermore. Ruben ran as fast as he could down the long enclosure.

For an instant, the pain from the first bite was a delicious relief as it took him away from the emotional torture he’d endured daily. A jaw clamped onto his ankle. Ruben lost his footing, stumbled forward and hit his head on something hard. The last thing he remembered was the sound of the camera clicking in the distance.
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Chapter Two
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Eve Harding’s brother Tristan had recently bought an antique shop in the seaside town of Little Port. It was situated on the hill opposite the car park, which was the first store people came to when wandering down the steep slope towards the sea. Much of the old stock remained from the previous owner, a mixture of junk and some items of genuine interest collected from all over the world. 

Tristan had called Eve over to help him clear out the attic, which had been the deceased shopkeeper's dumping ground. The objects went from the bizarre to the grotesque: pickled and stuffed animals in jars and a collection of pinned butterflies and insects. 

They were sorting things into two piles: items to keep and rubbish to be thrown into a skip. Eve was crouching down, thoughtfully searching through an old tin containing buttons.

“Do you remember Nan’s old button box?” she said wistfully. Eve glanced up at her brother, who was throwing a stuffed badger onto the trash heap. His cheeks were scarlet, hot with heaving heavy objects, and his eyes sparkled with the bubbling excitement and delight of owning his own business. Tristan turned, brushed the grime from his hands and beamed at his older sister.

“I remember – I used to love exploring through their old junk.” His smile fixed and remained as he eagerly went back to work.

Eve decided to throw out the buttons, handed the tin to Tristan, and began to rummage through a box of old seaside postcards.

“I love these,” she said, pondering over times gone by.

“You should work here with me, Sis,” he said, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a key. “I got this cut for you, so you can pop in any time.” He handed her the piece of shiny metal.

“I can’t – you couldn’t afford to pay me, and I’m a married woman with bills to consider,” she said, taking the key. “Besides, I have plans – I’m going to leave the surveillance centre and study to be a nurse.” 

“I just want you to be as happy as me – you’ve looked like hell lately.” 

Tristan always knows when something is wrong, Eve thought. She was worried and continuously aware of her emotions tossing about. One minute she felt as though she’d won the lottery, and the next, she was swamped by dread and fear of the unknown. 

“Tristan, I’ve been having an affair,” she said sheepishly and continued to look through the cards even though she’d lost interest in the pictures.

“What! You must be mad.” Tristan turned, and Eve could feel his dark blue eyes burrowing into the side of her head. “Eddie is a good bloke.”

Tristan was right; at first, Eddie appeared to be the perfect match. His father was a self-made man of African descent, and his mother was a Devonshire lass, an artist, and a free thinker, and both were highly respected within the community. Eddie was attractive, with his striking blue eyes enhanced by his dark complexion, and his good looks weren’t the only enticement. Eve was a lost and lonely child, and she’d always sort out father figures, someone who could instruct her on the best ways to live life. Eddie was ideal with his masterful nature and status of being a police officer. 

Initially, their relationship was solid and comfortable until she started losing babies. It was then that the fractures appeared as they were both unable and feared discussing their feelings of loss. Instead, they eagerly ran in opposite directions to avoid the pain until all their emotions were buried. 

“Why, sis? Why?” Tristan said as he continued exploring the junk in a slower, more thoughtful manner.

“He was always so unsympathetic.” Eve looked up at Tristan and felt the familiar anguish that rushed through her whenever she thought of children. “He’d never talk about it—just drink himself into oblivion. We were dying,” Eve said, guiltily remembering how she’d willingly danced further and further in the direction of freedom. 

“Who’s the bloke – anyone I know.”

“Ruben, he’s a zookeeper.”

“You mean at the local wildlife park on the coast?”

“Yes, he oversees the care of the wolves. He’s also a keen photographer and is responsible for the many beautiful pictures sold in the café and shop. He lives in a small house with his son next to the ‘White Horse’ pub. You know, opposite my office. After the last baby, he provided me with a much-needed distraction.”

“He’s married!”

“No, she died.”

With tears building behind her eyes, Eve fell silent and recalled how visiting Ruben and Zach after work was a welcome break to her daily routine, an oasis away from the house and the empty baby’s room. At first, their illicit companionship had all been temporary in her mind, but things rapidly altered as she fell for Ruben's seductive charms. She knew she was not traditionally attractive, being petite with short, straight black hair and a pixie chin, but he claimed she was beautiful, and she was flattered by his compliments.

The winter season at the surveillance centre was always difficult as very little happened to be observed except rain, storms, and people wrapped in coats shivering, dashing from one dingy bar to another. Her meetings with Ruben had been exciting, but a moment away from pain quickly turned into a lifetime of need. She was addicted to the many heart-stopping moments of secret passion under the clean linen sheets in the small, tidy room with the curtains drawn. Eventually, she’d allowed him access to her heart, and unlike her husband, Ruben tenderly understood.

“Shit, Sis, does Eddie know?”

“Yes, and now, life’s bleak and unbearable. Eddie drinks heavily—always has—I just didn’t notice. The moment I walk through the door, he fires accusations and reproaches at me and then pitifully begs for another chance,” Eve said, remembering his eyes staring pleadingly at her full of bloodshot sorrow. Every day, she consciously concealed her joy from her increasingly jealous husband.

“Sis, I hate to tell you this, but Eddie did once say he didn’t want kids,” Tristan said, walking over to Eve’s side. He crouched down and placed his arm over her shoulders. “I didn’t want to hurt your feelings, and he was drunk at the time. I thought he might change his mind, but he also said after the first miscarriage that it was a godsend as neither of you was ready.”

In that instant, Eve felt herself genuinely fall out of love with Eddie. Tristan’s words were the final destructive blow to a relationship which couldn’t be mended. Eddie didn’t deserve the harm she was about to inflict, but he’d deceived her, pretending to happily paint the small room and buying tiny clothes. Their relationship was dead, and she didn’t want to wake up old, childless and unhappy. The time had come to follow her instincts and choose Ruben over the cold life with her husband. 

“We should keep these cards,” Eve said, feeling more cheerful and decisive.

As she handed Tristan the tin, she noticed a large wooden box beneath it.  Apprehensively, she lifted the lid. She saw a row of three silver bullets in the black velvet tray, an old gun, a sharpened wooden stake, a knife with an ivory handle adorned with a cross, a mirror and a tiny decorated container. Clipped to the inside of the lid was a miniature of the sacred heart on the left and on the right Jesus with his crown of thorns. In the middle was a large wooden crucifix with two smaller ones on either side, a bible, a bottle of holy water and four test tubes full of an unknown substance. Tristan, seeing her shocked expression, pushed into her shoulder, bent over, and slammed the box shut.

“You don’t want to be meddling with that stuff, Sis – it can infect the soul,” Tristan said as if he knew what he was talking about.

Then, simultaneously, they heard a click and froze. A drawer sprung open and lying inside were many silver coins. Together, they stared awestruck. Eve couldn’t resist picking one up.

“These are heavy, more like gold, Tristan.”

“Leave them!” Tristan shouted, agitated.

“Tristan, we could be rich.”

“Look at the image on them—a horned beast. There’s no date,” he said nervously, picking one up and examining it closely. They’re obviously ancient and could be of real value if I could find the right dealer, and I think you’re correct they’re gold with silver plating. We’ll have half each to be kept as a rainy-day fund,” he said, smiling.

Tristan counted out fifteen pieces of silver and placed them in Eve’s hand. “Here, take these just in case life with Eddie turns nasty and you’re forced to leave.” 

Eve stared at the coins and grinned. They awakened in her a feeling of security, the chance of a glorious future rather than years of stifling failure, perhaps even a solution to her medical problems. Eve decided to hide the money in the secret drawer of the old writing desk her grandmother had given her. 

The knowledge of such a treasure lightened Eve’s mood, and she happily worked while dreaming of escaping with Ruben. Over the next week, she planned to secretly gather her things together, and one night after work, when Eddie was in a drunken stupor, she would take the coins, meet with Ruben and walk out for good. For once, she would follow her instincts and take the risk of embarking on a more passionate and meaningful life.
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Chapter Three
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Carrying coffee in a cardboard cup, Eve strolled into the dimly lit room and, yawning, sat down at her desk. She breathed in the stale air and became aware of the soporific hum of machines and the occasionally whispered gossip from her colleagues.  In ten minutes, she would be obliged to lock her eyes onto the three screens directly in front of her and begin moving the external cameras up and down the area of the town for which she was in charge.

Margret, the middle-aged woman beside her, turned and smiled, “A late-night Eve?” 

Eve felt the colour rising in her cheeks. “Something like that,” she mumbled in response. “Anything interesting happening?”

“A few early morning pickpockets on the main street, but they’ve been dealt with.”

“I wish I had the harbour and not the back streets,” Eve moaned, trying to stifle another yawn with the back of her hand. “You get all the action. All I ever see are streams of dull tourists walking up and down, trying to ignore their screaming kids and pretending to be interested in shops selling banal trinkets. Or the same guys at the pub staring into a pint glass all day. Watching slugs is more fascinating.”

Margret laughed while concentrating on the screen and moving the joystick, which remotely controlled her cameras. “You’re a ray of sunshine today,” she chuckled and then changed her tone. “Seriously though, you seem low. How’s Eddie?” she said in a downcast voice while still gawping ahead.

“Not good. I left him sleeping off his hangover. He’s not on duty until later. He’s joined that new church on the moor and has got all religious but still finds time to drink.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that, Eve,” Margret said and paused thoughtfully. “If only you two had children. I think they make a man more responsible and focused.”

“I think it’s a good job we don’t.”

“Well, you have your lovely rescue puppy.”

“Yes, she is a blessing,” Eve said, smiling to herself as she thought of the black Labrador disturbing Eddie’s peace. She’d dropped her on the bed deliberately before leaving. She smiled to herself as she thought of how that very night after work, she would meet with Ruben, and her miserable life with Eddie would end.

Eve glanced up at the wall of screens in front of her and, sipping her coffee, perused the view of the harbour that Margret was observing. People moved slowly, relaxing in the early morning sunlight. Everything was in sharp focus, the brightly coloured boats gently bobbing as their crews prepared for the busy day ahead and shopkeepers opening with expectations of good sales. 

The vivid scene buzzed with anticipation and was in sharp contrast to the dullness and silence of the observation room. The people Eve watched appeared blissful, and she was curious to know if they were genuinely happy. However, the dimension of sound was missing, and Eve considered whether noise would alter the perception of tranquillity. Perhaps the two fishermen sitting on the harbour wall pouring a drink from a flask were discussing the tragic death of a friend rather than the weather. 

Eve raised her eyebrows and sighed. She pulled her attention back into the room and glanced around at the inane expressions of her half-dozen colleagues. They were mostly silent now, watching and waiting for something to happen. They all gawped from a distance, trying to shrink the massive gulf between them and reality. Eve dropped her gaze down to her own screens. 

The summer rituals had begun, and the long back street was full of kinetic energy as people opened shops, delivered goods, or hurriedly headed for jobs in the many restaurants or bars. These people were more absorbed than the tourists who would soon arrive in their hundreds. She gulped down the remains of her coffee, dropped the empty cup in the bin and leaned forward to concentrate.

On the screen in front of Eve, the streets were filling with idling crowds, moving exasperatingly slowly, forcing those intent on reaching a goal to dance around them like marionettes. 

Eve rubbed her fatigued eyes and yawned. She ran her camera up and down the road. She noticed the signs of stress still lingering on the morning faces, intent on entertaining their children until the suitable hour arrived when they could have a drink and truly partake in the holiday atmosphere. If I had a child, we’d have real fun. We’d be on the beach, not lingering around shops, Eve pondered.

A tall, broad-shouldered man with a beard and short-cropped dark hair, casual in shorts and sandals, came around the corner holding the hand of a robust-looking three-year-old boy. Eve recognised them immediately as Ruben and Zach. As usual, they were highly responsive towards each other, talking away and flashing smiles. Eve adjusted her position in her chair and leaned forward. Later, we’ll laugh at this, she thought, amused by the opportunity of spying on her lover. 

Her camera monitored father and son as they wandered slowly down the street. She captured the look of genuine happiness on their faces, a united force. Ruben lifted Zach up into his arms, kissed his cheeks, pointed into a shop and disappeared inside. On exiting, Eve saw that Zach was still in his father’s arms holding an ice cream. Both man and boy were grinning as if they were doing something mischievous. Eve sat smiling to herself, wishing she could run out and join them both.

One of the local rough sleepers approached Ruben, who was forced to set his son on the ground while he reached into his pocket for some change.

“What do you think? Should I call the ground team on him, Margret?”

Margret glanced up at the big screen. “No, he’s okay – only after a bit of change – he’s harmless.”

Eve’s eyes strayed back to her own screen, and she noticed Zach was gone. She moved her camera over to the road and saw him examining something which looked like a small ball in the gutter. Then, from out of nowhere, a car hurtled around the corner from a side street and smashed into Zach. Eve gasped. Everyone in the room lifted their eyes to the horrific scene playing out on the wall. 

Eve was immediately on the direct line to the emergency services.

“Yes, Anchor Lane – please be quick.”

“We’ll send in the men on the ground, and the ambulance will be there shortly.”

The audience in the room was stunned; their mouths gaped in horror, and they were unable to react. Eve watched as Ruben cradled his son in his arms. Margret turned from the image and exchanged looks of shock and horror with Eve. Eve saw Margret’s eyes flood with tears; she wiped the end of her nose, rose and walked out of the room.

Eve’s attention returned to the screen. People gathered around Ruben and his son. Ruben’s mouth stretched wide, and suddenly, Eve thought she heard a bone-chilling wailing cry break through the thin skin of flickering terror. Zooming in, she saw the look of torture and anguish in her lover’s eyes. She stared blankly ahead, only partly aware that her colleagues were quietly leaving the room. Eve felt a hand resting on her shoulder.

“Go home, Eve,” her boss whispered compassionately into her ear.

“I couldn’t prevent it from happening,” Eve said as tears filled her eyes.

“I know. I’ll take over here. You go with the others.”

“No!” Eve snapped. “I need to direct them to the exact spot – make sure they get there.”

“I will see you in a moment then,” her boss said. “I need to speak to the staff. This is a bit different than the pickpockets and shoplifters,” he muttered, walking away.

Eve raised her eyes to the big picture and saw the ambulance had arrived, and men were lifting a stretcher into the vehicle. Ruben had his back to her, and his whole body was weak and drooping. Opposite on the other side of the stretcher, Eve observed a hazy, luminous figure with what looked like long strands of flaxen hair draped over its shoulders and a golden veil over its face. Its body and clothes were insubstantial. It raised its head as though it was looking directly at Eve. The material around its mouth moved, and it spoke.

“We’re all listening at the wall, waiting for an answer,” it said, clearly planting a message directly into Eve’s head.

As Ruben bent low to kiss his son’s cheek, the golden form held what appeared to be a hand palm down over the boy’s body. Eve saw a thin thread of blue light embroidered in and out of the child until he was covered in an iridescent shroud. Then, a cloud of azure spores rose into the air as though squirting from a puffball fungus, blanking out the image. By the time the mist had dispersed and the screen cleared, the ethereal being and ambulance were gone. Eve placed her hands over her eyes, bent double over the desk and sobbed. Now I’m seeing weird shit. This must be how the brain deals with things it doesn’t want to see, Eve considered as her whole body trembled from shock.

The phone rang, and Eve picked it up absentmindedly. She immediately calmed down, thinking it was the emergency services updating her on the situation.

“Eve, it’s me, Eddie,” a weak nervous voice announced. “I wanted to phone you and explain that from today onwards, I’m going to change – make a new start. I’m going to give up drinking and going out with the boys.”

“How many times have I heard that before?” She shouted with venom, furious at the intrusion on her grief.

“This time, it’ll be different. I’ve set myself a project,” his voice took on a more enthusiastic tone. “I’m going to renovate this crumbling terrace – sell it for a profit, and then we can start again someplace else. We need to do something different – kick-start us into action. We could join the community on the moor – we would get plenty of support. I’ve already got rid of the old ugly furniture, the desk and the old dining table and chairs. I’ve been busy - swamped. I gave them to your brother Tristan – I thought you’d be pleased.”

“What! Do I hear you, right?” his words whipped into her head, stinging and painful. “You’ve given away my grandmother’s antique desk?”

“Yes, you’re always moaning that it’s dark and takes up too much room.” Eddie paused and then whispered. “I’m sorry – when we’re sorted, we can consider adopting.” 

“Go to hell!” she screamed down the phone.

“Well, if that’s your attitude – remember I got you that job.” 

Eve slammed the phone down.

A day of hope had turned into the worst day of her life. It was disturbing how unpredictable actions by others could instantly thwart a person’s dreams. She’d observed a happy boy standing at her lover’s side only in the next minute to be teetering on the brink between life and death. Now, the doors had closed against her own happiness, and she could no longer see the horizon. 

Later, when she desperately tried to phone Tristan to stop him from selling her desk, she was surprised and vaguely alarmed when he failed to answer.
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Chapter Four
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Max was deep in thought, bent over his desk, writing down instructions in his grimoire, a book of magic he’d been working on for many years, on how to control the power in sacred inanimate objects. Greystone lay beside him, purring contentedly. Outside, it was a splendorous sunny day. Ripples of warmth ran up and down his back as the light pushed through the gap between the heavy fabric of the curtains, and an occasional fanning breeze came through the open window. 

His perusal had tired him, and he was feeling inwardly uneasy. From his drawer, he took out two perfectly round stones, leaned back in his chair, shut his eyes and listened to birdsong and the soft creaking from the bouncing branches of the chestnut tree laden with flowers and leaves, which stood at the bottom of his neighbour’s front garden. 

Max rolled the spheres around in his right hand and locked into the tranquillity-released control over his thoughts. Images floated like clouds reflected in the pool of his mind: faces from the past, a baby struggling to keep its head above water, and something pulling the child under. Max’s inner eye focused on an object hanging around its neck and immediately recognised the diamond spearhead. He felt increasingly uneasy, as though a dark door that had been exorcised from the world had re-opened. A shadow lingered under the surface of his mind, and he was on the verge of breaking through when he jumped back into reality. Automatically, Max dropped the balls back in the drawer and lifted his hand to his chest to check that his own stone was hidden beneath his clothes.

“I’m sorry to disturb you,” a young woman said in a soft, cheery voice. “I have an appointment, and a man let me in.”

“Oh, of course, it’s me who should apologise,” Max said, rising stiffly out of his chair and slowly moving around the large wooden desk. “I presume you’re Eve Harding?” Greystone leapt to the floor and coiled around the girl’s short, muscular legs. She rapidly nodded her response, leaned down and scratched her skin.

“They make me itch,” the girl said, standing and smiling broadly.

Max offered her his hand in greeting, noticing her cheeks were rosy and her forehead damp with sweat. “Would you like a drink?”

“No, thanks! I’ve got a bottle on my bike,” she said, briefly taking his hand. Then she proceeded to wipe her short hair and sweat off her face with a tissue. “I’m having a good day. I rode my bike all the way from Little Port. It’s gorgeous out there.”

“Yes, it is,” Max said, smiling warmly. He sluggishly walked back to his desk, his tall frame stooped from spending so much time reading. “Please take a seat.” Greystone followed Max and, once he was settled in his chair, jumped onto his lap.

Max observed the girl carefully. He’d noticed that she gesticulated as she spoke, but her movements were small, controlled and indicative of hidden trauma. The radiant, continually smiling face and banter were her shields.

“In my letter, I told you about that tragic day.” Eve’s raven blue eyes fastened into Max with a curious intensity while her mouth continued to smile. Max dropped his eyes down to her hands, which were together on the desk, each finger touching alternately. She repeated this pattern constantly as though it offered her some comfort. She saw him looking at her hands. “If you move your fingers, it keeps your mind working,” she said, hiding them under the table.

“I read your letter carefully,” Max said and smiled sympathetically. “Tell me about that day.”

“I spend most of my time trying to push the horrific events from my mind.” Eve sighed tragically. “The problem is my whole life has transformed. The strangest things have been happening, and I’m scared to tell anyone in case they lock me away.”

Max firmly fixed his eyes on Eve. “I can assure you I’m un-shockable, and I won’t be having you incarcerated,” he said gravely. “Look, I’m writing nothing down – no records. Despite my great age, I have an excellent memory.”

Eve chuckled. “Eddie and I have been desperate for a family—at least I was. That’s why our relationship soured. I don’t want to wake up in my forties and discover it’s too late to even try to have children.

“There’s plenty of time, you’re only in your twenties,” Max said, looking at her questioningly. “Am I correct?”

“Yes, but I’ve had several miscarriages. Eddie wouldn’t support me in going for tests.”

“That’s why your relationship broke down and you met Ruben?”

“I thought things might be different.”

Max saw the spontaneity and joy drain from Eve. Her face was pale and mournful.

“Go on,” he said, trying to hold her attention.

“Then there was the accident with his son Zach. Some nights, I have the same dream of my son standing in the moonlight outside a derelict house, and he looks just like Ruben’s dead son. He’s pleading for me to save him from something horrific.” No longer brave, Eve dropped her gaze. 

“Then there are the times when I go to bed but awake to a new day,” she went on humidly. “I’m not an adult, but a baby and then a small child, and I live that day in that state. The next day I wake up as me again. On the days when I’m a child, I’m back with my mother – it is so beautiful and real. The routines are in sequence just how they were, and all in fine detail; I smell her coffee and taste her food,” Eve whispered, afraid of what she was revealing. “Nobody else notices – it’s lost time.”

“Every moment of every person’s life continues to exist out there somewhere,” Max said from the vantage point of wisdom and knowledge. “For some reason, this tragedy has weakened the divide. Is your mother still alive?”

Eve shook her head, and her hungry, desperate eyes stared back up at Max. “No, she passed mysteriously when I was young – we never knew my father. We lived at our grandmother’s house, although I do remember a strange man visiting. Can you help me?”

“I will try. I can certainly help reduce your anxiety.” Max said, thinking that the girl’s situation was an intriguing riddle. “What’s happened with Eddie?

“For some time, he desperately tried to get me back. Then he started hanging around with the folks from the church on the moor and seemed to lose interest. Lately, I heard he’s been involved in the disappearances of those women and the investigation at the harbour. I expect you heard it in the news – the skeletons they discovered on that boat.”

“Oh yes, I have and what about Ruben?” 

“It’s strange, but I didn’t hear anything about Zach’s funeral. I’d intended not to attend the ceremony so as not to embarrass Ruben and his family. I thought it best to give everyone time and space. But nobody contacted me not even Ruben, so I began searching and making enquiries but couldn’t find him. Then someone said the wolves had attacked him – he’s a zookeeper. Then apparently, he took off - went travelling
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