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“A

clock doesn’t give a Fuck.

It will say anything.

Time doesn’t need it to keep going.

It will keep moving onwards without the hands keeping pace.

The clock in here stopped days before your mother died.

When I heard you were dead I was wearing a Timex watch.

A narrow strap of leather, a gold face with no numbers.

A Christmas present.

I couldn’t tell the time but it was early in the day and I heard words I would hear over and over;

“He’s dead.”

There was no going back and life divided into Time before and Time after you.

Everything changed after you were gone.

Stupid things.

There was never toilet paper after you died. 

Nothing passed a Sell-By Date or remained forgotten at the back of a cupboard.

There was never enough money.

In a very short time there was not even a You.

Our lives became quickly rewritten and nothing resembled Time with you in it.

All bills and demands came addressed solely to her and Love Mom x on Christmas presents confirmed you were gone. 

Why are you smiling? 

You left such a fucking mess!”

The darkness that held her father lightened and shifted closer.

“You were with your mother in the hours before you died.

Pacing the living room of her flat, that comic-like quickened walk.

She said you were disturbed...”

Catherine closed her eyes as sounds skimmed by and hit her face in anger.

The room dismantling around her.

Her lips tasted of dirt.

Stale, rancid earth.

She knew what he was capable of.

He would bury her alive.

Catherine held up her hands.

“Her words.”

She fell.

Between her and the floor the body of a naked child.

Repulsed she pushed herself away.

The girl’s voice reacted to Catherine’s touch and for a moment the room filled with a powerless

living sound.

“Granny Rosie’s.” she screamed.

Sounds fell and vanished.

Swallowed by the floor.

Cleansed by the moment.

He waited for her to speak.

“She said.

She said she felt helpless as she watched your body jerk and twist with torment. 

Frightened by the meaning of the awful words you threw at her. 

Descriptions of evil acts. 

Then you were calm, quiet.... 

You promised her that all you had done was drive the car.

Nothing more. 

Told her you were sorry.  

Swore you had not touched or harmed any of the girls. 

You left.

I think I always knew you had abducted and murdered those girls.”

Laughter and darkness became one.

It and Catherine both knew she was damned.

“After you were gone we ate every form of frozen and tinned meat. 

Paste that came in tiny jars and hardened on bread.

Food that delivered nothing of the promise of the labels. 

Powdered Mash that re-hydrated with boiling water and desserts that did likewise when whisked

through cold milk” 

Fruit gained a uniform shape and became a colour.

A treat.

Dissolved in a bowl of boiling water before bed on a Saturday night.

Quivering translucent red, or yellow sweetness that was spooned into bowls after Sunday dinner.

On the aberrant days that their mother got up early, Peter, David and Catherine caught a bus to

school where they ate free dinners. 

Mostly they stayed home.

As Time passed they began to hide inside the house.

“After you died we never answered the door.

Not to the well dressed, uniform or overall wearer.

Never to anyone who seemed to step back and scan the windows for movement.

Not to anyone really.

We all lay on the kitchen floor when the headmaster banged on the front windows and called out 

each of our names.”

A truancy officer became their regular visitor. Each of the children had a favoured window to view

his movements. They watched in silence as he again scribbled a note and pushed it through the

letterbox, sometimes taking a peek through the flap his Notice had disappeared into.

“I think he knew we were in there.”

Some days he would linger in his car as though trying to wait them out. Or be lucky enough to

catch one of them returning home. The note would inform Maeve that he had again visited, and 

again had been unable to make contact with her. It stated that her children, naming the three of

school going age, had now been absent from school for all but two days of the present term. 

He emphasised the importance of the matter and stated that to avoid further action she should

contact him immediately. 

“She never did and we left the house and the country before any court orders were enforced.”
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“G

ranny Rosie never denied that she saw and talked to you after you died.

I never wanted you to be a ghost, but I did not want to disbelieve her either. 

Part of me wishing it to be true.

Part of me knowing it was.”

Her remaining children assured her that the presence was triggered by grief.

A trick.

A kind deception employed by her mind.

“Dreams, just dreams Rosie”  

She dismissed what they said. 

She knew her son was real. 

“No one could dream someone so unhappy.”  

Her family ignored her behaviour, sure that given time it would pass as their mother came to terms 

with the loss of her youngest child. 

“They believed her loneliness conjured you up.

That and the unbearable reality that she would never see you again.

In the early months we were all sent to stay with her.

A fleet of on-hand grandchildren an alternative to them having to face her.

When it was my turn I was disappointed that you chose to remain hidden. 

I still loved you then.

So much.

I pretended you had gone somewhere secret.

That nothing bad had happened.

Then I thought that maybe they couldn’t tell us where you were.

That they had all sworn a secret oath.

That you were a spy or a pirate.

A criminal in prison. 

Anything was better than being dead.

Within hours of the accident we all knew you were dead.”

Police had quickly put a name to the deceased.

A driving license, an address book and a Saint Christopher medal were in the inside pocket of his

jacket.

Because of the state of the body authorities had recommended that Maeve not be the one to

identify her husband’s remains. Asking if it would be possible for anther close family member to

attend the mortuary.

“Uncle Chris did. He said all that was recognisable was your sleeked black hair, the cygnet ring

you wore on your wedding finger, and the saint Christopher medal that Grannie Rosie had

given you to keep you safe when you drove.”

Chris cried when alone with his wife and told her that the hair was soaked in blood and pieces of

mush that he assumed was his younger brother’s brain.

Talked of how proud his brother had been of his thick hair, and from a teen had always spent hours

getting it to sit just right. How he manoeuvred the front so it appeared as though strands had fallen

free.

Chris imagined he could smell the hair oil before the sheet was lifted from his baby brother.

There were no facial features that he could say belonged to his brother.

What was shown to him was something that once had been a living person.

No one else saw the body and no attempt was made to change how he looked. 

Days later a closed casket greeted his wife and family at the funeral home.

“That day we were at school. 

The three of us no longer together as Peter had passed his Eleven Plus. His uniform navy blue, not 

the burgundy jumper and grey blazer of Saint Joseph‘s that David and I still wore.”

Morning break had just begun, Catherine was sat in a cloakroom when David came looking for

her. When Peter had still been at the school David never spoke to her. Her eldest brother, Peter,

had warned her not to tell anyone she was their sister. 

David was nicer to her once Peter had moved on. 

That morning he said the headmaster wanted to see both of them straight after break. He told his

sister to stay where she was and wait for him to come back.

As he left, so did Catherine.

“I was afraid.

Afraid I was in trouble.

I had only been in the headmaster’s office twice.

First when I had a nose bleed, another girl had hit me with her elbow whilst dancing as a butterfly

in rehearsals for the school play.

The second.

Well, you know why.

It was your fault.”

A Prefect began a performance with a loud knock on Catherine’s classroom door.  Without waiting

for a response he entered the room.

Walked straight to the teacher and handed her a note.

With his chin lifted he stood and waited whilst she read.

“Prick!

She folded the paper and in a voice I couldn’t believe belonged to her, spat out my repugnant

name;

“Catherine. 

Headmaster’s office!”

Catherine knew why
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