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The Ghost Language Unearthed

Madeleine Watson

At the age of 51, I learned something truly terrible about myself. Unbeknown to me, clues to this truth had leaked into my creations. Due to the sensitive nature of this book, names and certain details have been altered to protect identities and I am writing under a pseudonym.

Notice: This book is not a biography nor is it about my family. It is research. As much as possible, I have kept my close bonds out of this book.

This edition 9 March 2024. All rights reserved. The Right of Madeleine Watson to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright Designs and Patents Act 1988 Section 77 and 78.
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​Part 1: Introduction

Between 2011 and 2014, I wrote eight short stories.

I had been writing stories since the age of about six. Weird scenarios would enter my head and I would feel compelled to write about them. My intention had been quirkiness, nothing else. To this point, I have written four novels, children’s mysteries, illustrated stories, screenplays, poems, articles and more. Some of my works have been published under another pseudonym and others have been made into audiobooks. Throughout this time, I didn’t know a vital truth about myself. Without my realisation, this truth has been leaking into my stories.

This truth shall be revealed in Part 2.

An analysis can be found after each story. These serve to draw attention to an unsettling undercurrent unearthed. I have also provided illustrations. As this account is true, names of people and places have been altered. Accuracy is otherwise assured.

My anthology begins with Blood in Water.

​Story 1: Blood in Water (2011)

The stone in my chest weighed heavily, like the holdall I hoisted from my wardrobe. The truth is out. My father had gone to see a solicitor and I didn’t know when he would return.

I had packed my things two months back since viewing my room as one who lodged there, and now I expected eviction. I trudged towards my awaiting taxi. The driver glanced at me as he deposited my holdall in the boot. ‘Shouldn’t you be in school?’ he asked gruffly.

I steeled myself. ‘I’m sixteen.’

I could almost hear his thoughts. Yes, yes, I had lied about my age. I am in fact thirteen. My half-sisters Carla and Suzie had demonstrated the wonders of eyeliner and high heels via beauty treatments Mum constantly supplied them. Mum, by the way, lives down the road with Uncle Martin, who is her boyfriend and my half-sisters’ dad. Uncle Martin, with his designer stubble and shiny Mercedes, would often be seen flaunting his princesses in the Silver Spoon.

‘If we weren’t related, we wouldn’t bother with you,’ Suzie claimed one day as she preened me up like Barbie. I knew they had a point. What sort of thirteen-year-old would spend hours staring through a big old telescope trained upon Betelgeuse or wonder at a lunar eclipse? ‘Your dad’s boring for buying you something like that,’ Carla echoed Suzie’s tone. ‘No wonder Mum left him.’

In truth, I badly wanted a Skywatcher Explorer since my sixth birthday. and Dad had worked overtime to get one. ‘Leave my dad alone!’ I grumped.

Carla retained a smirk. ‘God, you’re just like him.’

I stepped from the taxi and approached the squat complex. The windows looked small – crushed together like the bedsits within. Mrs. Lee, the lady I had spoken to on the telephone, wiped the desk with circular strokes as I entered. ‘Well, look at what the breeze brought in,’ she said in a southern lilt.

I swallowed hard. ‘I...er...I was hoping you might have a room to spare.’

Mrs. Lee’s expression became wry. My makeup hadn’t fooled her for a moment. ‘What are you running away from, pet?’

I gave a sullen look. ‘Nothing. I don’t have any parents.’ I don’t know why I had volunteered that last remark. I suppose it stopped her from asking more questions.

Mrs. Lee’s eyes gathered a small frown. ‘The hostel is full, but I could fit you in the drier room behind the laundry. No one goes in there.’

I sighed with relief. ‘Thank you.’

Mrs. Lee led me through a corridor displaying a huge tropical fish tank toward a room adjoining the kitchen. The nook offered warmth and privacy within the smell of baked bread. She gathered cushions and a duvet and laid them on the floor. She hesitated before leaving. ‘I’ll leave the kitchen light on if you like. Let me know if you need anything, won’t you?’

I nodded and proceeded to burrow myself beneath the duvet like a snail retreating into its shell. I waited until she had closed the kitchen door before I unzipped my holdall. I munched a Kit-Kat and crisps washed down with coke. I scanned the job section in the local: shop-work, cleaning, delivering. Not much on offer for someone of my age, but then I wasn’t exactly looking for a career.

I reclined and stared out of the small window as the clouds engulfed the moon. Thoughts of what Carla said plagued me; the way she had looked at me one day as though I had become a weird lifeform.

‘What is it about you, Abby?’ she queried with a little glint. Suzie echoed Carla’s expression behind her. ‘Haven’t you ever wondered why we have nothing in common?’
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Abby

I tried to sound breezy. ‘Can’t say that I have.’

Carla licked her lips. ‘Maybe we’re not the half-sisters you think we are.’

I glanced at her. ‘What are you talking about?’

‘Just something I overheard.’ Carla left the remark suspended for effect.

My mouth knit. ‘You’ve been listening to some rubbish at the Silver Spoon again, haven’t you? Taking gossip as gospel? Well, I hope we’re not half-sisters! I ought to be glad not to be related to you two!’

Carla’s expression grew intent. ‘But what if I told you that you’re not even related to your dad?’

My expression crumbled. My dad?

Carla glanced demurely away. ‘Okay, so it was the Silver Spoon. I overheard my dad’s friend talking and I happened to overhear. Mum left your dad because she got bored. All he cared about was his job, bills and stuff, dreary responsibilities. She’s not even sure that you’re his.’

‘Shut up!’ I blurted. ‘You’re just jealous because Uncle Martin does nothing but spend money on you. He doesn’t spend time with you like my dad does!’

Suzie giggled with nerves. She shielded her reddening face behind her hand and turned away. Carla didn’t notice. ‘Well, at least I know who my father is!’

That did it. I darted from the room. I ran down the street and through the park. I continued across the field and over the railway bridge. I kept on running until my lungs burned. I tried to spurn the horrid things Carla had said, but it began to eat at me. Every time Father smiled at me, talked about the stars and kissed me goodnight, the sentiments felt misplaced, that one day, he would see me as an imposter in his house. I feared the disappointment in his eyes, the pretence. I would run away from his rejection before it caught up with me. And I would keep on running.

My thoughts scattered when footsteps broke the silence. I sat up and rubbed my eyes. Torchlight blinded me. The next thing I knew, a policeman had entered the room and gently urged me to my feet. Mrs. Lee emerged from behind, watching with grave concern.

The next half-an-hour became a blur of kindly strangers, urging motions, the purr of the police car and gentle words. I simply nodded. A stabbing feeling eclipsed everything. What would my father say? Would he raise his voice? Would he lose it – something he had never done before? Would he refuse to look at me before sending me away?

Mrs. Lee conferred with the policeman and accompanied me to Dad’s house. The living room’s light pierced the gloom. I knew my father awaited on the other side of the door.

I made my way through the hallway. I stopped. Mrs. Lee stood beside me. Slowly, I approached the door. I turned the handle and entered like Dorothy in Oz facing the Wizard. I kept my eyes on the carpet, but I could feel my father’s eyes on me. Mrs. Lee closed the door behind me.

‘Come closer,’ my father’s voice came, clear and resonant.

For a moment, my legs wouldn’t comply. And then I shuffled forward until I stood in front of him.

‘Abigail?’

My voice stuttered into life like an old engine. ‘I thought...’ My voice became a whisper. ‘I thought it was right that I should leave, since I don’t really belong here.’

My father gave a sigh of contemplation. ‘I see,’ he said. And the room fell silent. ‘So why didn’t you go to your mother’s?’

I simply shrugged.

‘Running away isn’t the answer,’ he uttered. I looked up and met his level gaze. ‘I should know. Your mother was seventeen when she had you. She was going to have you adopted. I offered to take you because I thought you were mine. I discovered the truth when you were two. I realised by then that I couldn’t give you away. I tried to keep it from everybody, especially your real father. I was afraid that you wouldn’t want to live here anymore.’

My mouth dropped open with the realisation he’d known all along. And he had harboured the same fear of rejection as I had.

His eyes grew moist. ‘Suppose I told you that your real father...’ His voice faltered, ‘is your Uncle Martin?’

My mind fell blank before a barrage of thoughts invaded my brain. ‘But that would mean Carla and Suzie are my sisters – full sisters.’

‘You have a choice, Abigail.’

I didn’t understand what he meant for a moment. And then my eyes filled with tears. ‘But it’s not my home there!’ I blurted. ‘Uncle Martin isn’t my dad! You are!’

Something in my father’s expression changed. In a sudden lurching motion, he clumsily pulled me towards him. My breaths spurted from my lungs, and I caught my mouth on the ball of his chin. His stubble prickled my cheek, and I became limp, like a ragdoll. ‘You are my daughter,’ he grunted. ‘No one’s taking you away from me.’

Mrs. Lee coughed from behind. My father took a moment to collect himself. He released me. ‘The police need to speak with you,’ she said.

I looked down at my father and noticed jade green stained the outer rims of his irises. I stumbled from his lap, and I walked to my room with a slight wobble. My legs finally gave way and I collapsed onto the bed. I could hear Mrs. Lee telling my father off for being so rough with me. She came in a moment later to see if I had recovered. ‘My goodness,’ she said, ‘I thought he was going to squeeze the life out of you!’

‘I’m all right,’ I croaked. ‘I’m all right.’

Mrs. Lee left the room and I overheard the policeman praise her for doing everything by the book. I glanced down at my waist and noticed my father had left a red pressure mark. The force of his emotions and what I had seen in his eyes did not follow the rulebook nor did it fit the rules of Uncle Martin’s money and the boring Silver Spoon. How strange, mystifying. I rested my head on my pillow and let the tears spill across my cheek. I closed my eyes.

Analysis of Story 1: Blood in Water

I first wrote Blood in Water in 2011. I was forty-six.

This story is about alienation. My other stories are the same. Alienation.

I hadn’t noticed. How strange. Why do I keep writing about alienation? I have five siblings and we lived in a cramped cottage with lots of things going on. I have an identical twin, Eve and we often played together.

Between the ages of nine and sixteen, I used to write children’s mysteries. They remained in the dark until 2017 when I reached fifty-two. I had forgotten all about them. These stories are about alienation too. It’s like I am continuing where I left off thirty years later.

Why is this happening?

The central character of these early mysteries (Samantha) is just like Abby. Samantha feels a no-belonging too. Her parents live abroad. A prime example is Deathly Passageways (1978) and I wrote this story at twelve. I know this because of my diaries. Between 1977 and 1988, I kept a detailed one. Diary excerpts are included in this account where relevant.

Abby is thirteen, the age when I wrote these children’s mysteries. Here, Abby’s two half-sisters live with their real father, ‘Uncle Martin’. Abby’s real mother lives with them too. How horrible for Abby. At least she has her father to fall back on. That counts for something, doesn’t it? But no. The half-sisters propose the man Abby is living with isn’t her real father at all.

The Hostel Run by ‘Aunt’

Distressed, Abby runs away. I describe a park, fields and a railway bridge. I thought nothing of these landmarks. Aren’t such features common in villages? At two schools respectively, I used to traverse a playing field and then a disused railway station almost every day.

Abby eventually finds herself in a hostel run by Mrs. Lee. Mrs. Lee is a kindly aunt figure who used to haunt my early children’s stories too. I loosely based this aunt upon my mother’s half-sister, Maud. So, more parallels can be found here. Mrs. Lee appears to do good by Abby, informing the police of Abby’s whereabouts. In fact, Mrs. Lee has betrayed Abby. Betrayed? How can this be? Mrs. Lee has done the right thing, hasn’t she?

Emotional Bonds Versus Genes

Uncle Martin turns out to be Abby’s real father.

How awful. Abby’s bloodline leads to a sleazeball who appears to ply Abby’s half-sisters with drinks and gifts in an unseemly way. On writing this story, I was making the point that sometimes, bonds of the emotional sort can prevail over genes. This, I believed, to be my story’s theme.

Blood isn’t always thicker than water. Hence, blood(line) in(to) water.

Blood means genes (I had thought).

A little girl lives with a strange man who isn’t her father. Mrs. Lee has returned Abby to a man who gazes upon his not-daughter rather too keenly and says no one is taking her away from him. This story isn’t innocuous and quirky at all.

It’s wrong.

In 2016, a horrific memory came up. I was fifty-one years old. This memory is of Mum’s half-brother suffocating me with his crotch before he orally raped me.

I was three.
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​Part 2: The Force Behind These Stories
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Mum’s half-brother, Uncle Dan, served for the Metropolitan Police for ten years. He lived in my childhood cottage for most of 1968 along with his mother, my Nan. Dad on occasion mentioned his stay. I kept glossing over this detail and making small of it. Uncle Dan was forty-seven at the time and had ‘nothing to do with me’ (I had believed). He travelled the world, lived abroad, and went far away. Far, far away...didn’t he?

I have come to learn that he lived with us a whole year. He signed on the dole, dossed around, and went for drinks with Dad. He had deserted his family before going in a mental hospital and prison. He groomed my parents and used what little resources we had. Not only did he rape me in my room, but other locations too.

Dan isn’t his real name.

Whilst writing these stories, Uncle Dan never entered my head. I believed my toddlerhood normal. I blamed my troubled thoughts upon Dad’s mental illness and his unhappy marriage to Mum.

With the fuel behind these stories revealed, this and my other short stories can be more easily understood. As will be seen, further unsavoury truths hide between the lines.

The Upper-Story and the Under-Story

We are back with Abby. She has been returned to the strange man by Mrs. Lee, an aunt-figure based on Aunt Maud who is my rapist’s full sister. Mrs. Lee confers with a policeman who could be her brother. In fact, the policeman and Uncle Martin are expressions of Uncle Dan. The traumas hiding within my subconscious has leaked into my creations. The same thing has happened with my children’s stories, projects, novels, artwork, and diaries.

Adopted Children

Abby doesn’t want to live with this slimy uncle figure. She insists she emotionally belongs with the man who has raised her. But who is this strange man?

Abby learns her mother had Abby at seventeen and almost had her adopted. This parallels with the situation of my youngest sister Mazie, born eight years after me. Our large age-gap deemed her almost like an only child and I saw her as vulnerable. To compensate, I assumed myself guardianship and I played a lot with her. But witnessing Mazie’s toddlerhood caused flashbacks and intrusive thoughts to my own toddlerhood. These visions remained unrealised.

With my toddlerhood destroyed, I subconsciously adopted other toddlers beginning with Mazie. I have ten nieces and nephews and I have adopted their toddlerhoods. I played with them, babysat them, painted them, drew them and became like a parent figure – just like I had with Mazie.
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What I have been doing for decades without realising: adopting other toddlerhoods because I don’t want mine.

The Ghost-child and her Ghost Language

In the meantime, my inner toddler has been outcast from my core identity. This is because she knows horrible things about me. I therefore have a gap in who I am. But my raped

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image010.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image017.png





