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#1

Snatched [CW series #1]

She was on the back of a motorbike. The helmet felt heavy and tight on her
head. Pearls of sweat trickled into her eyes and blurred her vision. He wasn’t
going very fast, the roads were narrow and full of potholes. Who was he, and
where were they going? He was very slim, bony. She could feel his ribs
against her chest. Her arms were reaching around his waist, attaching her to
him in a tight embrace from behind and keeping her from falling off. Her wrists
were getting sore from the steel hoops which forced them close together, her
palms touching as though she was praying.

“Don’t go with strangers, Cathy,” a voice in her head was pleading. A voice
from a time long ago. Someone who had cared about her and had loved her.
She didn’t remember going with this stranger. Felt as though she had gone to
sleep in her bed and woken up there, right there on the back of a big motorbike,
handcuffed to him. Where was he taking her? He was slowing down even
more. A red tractor had turned onto the road in front of them. If only she could
free her hands from the tight grip of the steel, she’d be able to roll off the back
and let herself fall. The man and child on the tractor would see her and help
her and the biker would drive away. The farmer indicated to the left and drove
into a field, raising a hand in greeting as they drove past continuing their ascent
upward.

She felt her cheeks getting moist and when she licked her lips and they
tasted salty, she realized that she must be crying. Her visor had steamed up
from the inside from all the sweating and the shedding of tears inside the
helmet. The ground under the tires felt different now, softer, she swung her
head from side to side and saw a watery blurry green each time. He must have
driven them into a field. Now the blurry green changed to a blurry brown and
he stopped and turned off the engine.



He unlocked her cuffs so that they could both get off the bike without falling
over. She acted quickly, used the newfound liberty of her aching hands and
arms to rip the helmet off her head and whack it into his groin. He buckled
over and dropped onto his knees. They were in a field, outside an old battered
shed. She ran away from it, away from him, down the hill, as fast as she could,
stumbling and falling, lifting herself up again, running toward the farmhouse
she could see in the distance. Someone lived there, there must be someone
there, please let there be someone there. She thought she could hear a dog
barking from the direction of the farm.

She kept on running, toward the sound of the barking, the farm building’s
blurry shape getting larger. She was nearly there. She slowed a little. Her legs
felt as though they had boots filled with lead weighing them down. Now she
allowed herself to glance back over her shoulder. He hadn’t run after her, thank
God, he hadn’t run after her. A black and white sheepdog came bouncing
toward her. The dog circled around her, nipping her calves ever so often as
though she was a cow who had to be prompted to make her way back to the
farm.

They reached the farmyard and a sharp whistle sounded from inside an open
shed. The dog sat, panting and looking up at her. She stood, trembling, waiting,
watching the dark opening. Out of it stepped a man in oil stained denim
overalls. The fabric stretched around a bulge of a belly and hung loose around
his legs. He had a steel chain with a dog whistle attached around his neck. He
lifted the whistle to his mouth, inserting its half moon shape into his mouth
between his tongue and the roof of the mouth. He made a sound like a wailing
siren at which the dog lay down beside her and grabbed her trouser leg holding
onto it with its teeth, jaws clenched.

“Good girl, Lucy, and good girl yourself,” the man said looking her up and
down, “Not quite what I expected and how I expected it delivered to me, but
you’ll do.”

He looked familiar. He looked like the farmer who had waved from the red



tractor earlier. There had been a young boy with him, where was the boy now?
In the farmhouse, he must be in the farmhouse. That’s if it was the same man.

He turned his head toward the sound of an approaching motorbike. This
can’t be real, please, let this not be real.

“Ah, he’ll want to get paid the delivery fee regardless, of course. I’ll deal
with him, you girls stay put. I’ll be right back.” His laughter was throaty. She
saw the black handle of a knife sticking out of his back pocket as he turned and
walked toward the approaching biker.

The two men walked into the shed together. The biker hardly more than a
boy, 18 or 19 maybe. Curly red hair and freckles, taller than the farmer and
very slim. Blue eyes avoiding eye contact with her when he walked past her
and the dog. She was sure she had never seen him before, didn’t know him.
Was he someone Henry knew, a friend of his? But Henry’s kiss had been so
gentle, so shy, unthinkable that he could have anything to do with this
nightmare.

“I told you not to go with strangers, Cathy,” her mother’s voice was saying
in her head.

Then the sound of raised voices from inside the shed. The farmer coming
back out on his own, more stains on his overall, fresh wet dark stains, a smear
of blood across his high forehead.

He walked up to the bike and pushed it inside the shed, out of sight. “You
can help me clean up and get rid of this mess later, young lady. City boys, they
think they’re massive but they’re useless. Let’s get you into the house now. I
have a pork roast on. It’s nearly dinner time.”

(C) Ash N. Finn 2016
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#2

Unremembered Now [CW series #2]

We walk and drive over death everywhere he thought. Henry had driven
around the scenic routes of County Sligo for a while. Still it was raining
without pause. He had stopped the car in various places along the way, just
sitting and staring out through the curtains of water at as much as was visible of
this ancient land through them. He had let the calmness of the shades of green,
so many of them even on a wet and cloudy day as this, stream into his mind.
Now he was sitting on the grassy ground inside a small henge, or was that a
court tomb, Ginnie would know all about the difference between them but
Ginnie was gone, his back leaning against a large upright ancient limestone
slab, his legs stretched out in front of him. He could just about make out the
blurry shape of Benbulben in the distance.

Ginnie had loved this place up here on top of the small hillock and all the
other ancient stone monuments strewn about this county and the neighbouring
county of Leitrim which they had decided to make their home in search of an
alternative and much quieter life-style. Dublin had become too noisy, too
rushed, and they had both agreed that it was also becoming too dangerous for
Junior. Their son was 16 when they made the decision to move away. Junior
had fallen in with a bit of a bad crowd in Dublin, a few 16-year-old lads who
wanted to start a gang. They had been going around doing petty stuff, like
nicking beer cans from shops, and spraying obscene graffiti onto the walls
under canal bridges. Then they had moved on to snatching mobile phones off
people walking to and from bus stops, and Henry and Ginnie had been
concerned about what might be the next step up on the rungs to higher teenage
gangdom. On more than one occasion that year, Junior had been given a lift
home in a police car and so they had decided it would be good to remove him
from the bad influence of his buddies.



Oblivious to getting soaked to the skin, Henry remembered being up here
with Ginnie. She had brought her sketch book, it had been a sunny and clear
day with Benbulben over to the North standing out in a solemn dark pose like a
sentinel guarding an otherworld beyond. Henry had sat down on the boulder in
the centre of the stone circle, legs and arms folded, grounding himself into the
ancient stone and had emptied his mind while Ginnie had stood just a few
meters outside the circle leaning against a tree and sketching the view to the
North. The notion of time had not mattered, he had felt connected with the
moment, content and motionless, centered and still, yet alive. He must have
remained like this for quite some time, because by the time the sun and the
breeze had combined to tickle his nose and had made him sneeze, Ginnie who
had come gallopping toward him laughing and had planted a kiss on his cheek
tickling his nose with a strand of loose hair and setting off another sneeze at
which they had burst into full roaring laughter, had completed 12 sketches,
three of which she would later pick to create a sort of triptych in oil on
plywood.

“I wonder if you started sneezing because some spirit from ancient times
had come out from the earth under this boulder to enter your mind. Your
sneezing would have driven him or her away. You are aware that you are
sitting on top of an ancient burial place?”

“Hm, I wasn’t thinking of the past actually. I was in the moment just now.”
“You are shielding yourself from sadness. It would mean allowing sadness

to enter your mind if you thought about what this place was in ancient times. It
was a place designed to preserve memories of people who were once as alive
as you and I. Doesn’t it make you sad to think that these memories are lost
now? We have no way of knowing what they were. We may find some bones, a
few skulls perhaps if we dig into the ground beneath, if even that. Most of these
burials would have been cremations. Ashes and dust swallowed up by the
earth below. Maybe a few shards of pottery left for us to see and feel in our
hands if we find them. No memories of who made these artifacts, no memories



of those who were buried with them or in them. These people, they didn’t want
to die, they wanted to continue living in the memories of those who outlived
them and passed those memories to the next generation and the next and the
next. Where did that connection get broken? They are all dead now.
Unremembered.”

“I’m fonder of just being here without thinking about the past of who might
have been here before us.” Henry had reached out for her hand and she had
taken it and sat down beside him on the boulder, “Do you feel it?”

“Do I feel what?”
“The now. Your hand in mine. The stone beneath us.”
She had spoken of the ancient ley lines. Her sky blue eyes glittering with

enthusiasm for the patterns they had formed in the ancient landscape. The
connectedness between the henges and court tombs. How they would have
been a sort of prehistoric navigation system, providing orientation and
direction to the ancient travellers. Connecting the dots. She was going to make
it her project to represent these in a symbolic way in the triptych.

A place designed to preserve memories. He had come here today to be
mindful, to self-heal as it were. Instead memories had come to him. Of Ginnie
who had believed that as long as you are being remembered you are still in the
present, you still live. But Ginnie was gone. The memories were causing him
to feel pain and sadness.

(c) Ash N. Finn, 2016
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#3

Shout Until Your Voice Is Lost [CW series #3]

Cath’s nose picked up on a damp dog kind of smell when she woke up. Her
joints were aching and dampness had oozed into her body from the mattress
underneath her. The rain had stopped and a beam of sunlight angled its way
toward the tip of her nose, tickling her. She opened her eyes and saw the little
crack in the roof above her through which it pointed at her as if to say, found
you.

What a strange dream she had experienced just before waking of handcuffs
and strange men and farms and sheds and danger, confusion, escape and
capture, a mother’s voice, and violence, blood and death, and a dog. She
stretched her aching limbs and noticed that she could not move her legs.
Something was weighing her down, pinning her ankles to the mattress. She
propped herself up on her elbows and saw a dog lying across her. The dog was
sleeping. A sheep dog.

Cath rubbed her eyes, it couldn’t be, surely it couldn’t be. “Lucy?”
The dog’s eyes opened, brown eyes fixating her for a moment. Then it leapt

up and towards her and licked her face. Cath stroked and rubbed it. “Hm, on
closer inspection, you can’t be the Lucy from my odd dream. I can see now that
you are a boy. Good boy, good boy. What are you doing here? Guess you could
ask me the same thing.”

He must have run away from some farm, Cath thought. A young dog still
judging from the way he played with her hands and nibbled her sleeves. No
collar on him, so he probably slipped out of it when he was making his escape.
Two runaways in the hay loft of a forgotten cowshed. She smiled to herself.
The company felt good.

She wondered what time it was and groped around trying to locate her
mobile phone. There it was, but it was obvious that it had been chewed by her



unexpected new companion. She laughed and chided the dog a little. It was no
good to her now anyway, she remembered that the battery power had run out
shortly after she had climbed up into the loft. She had left the charger at Luce’s
place anyway and she had no intention of returning there. The dog must have
been up here in the loft already or the clatter of the bucket which she had
placed at the entrance would have woken her. She must have frightened him
into hiding until he was sure that she was no threat to him once she had fallen
asleep.

Whatever the time was, it was high time that she made her next move. She
had to leave this cowshed and make her way to the main road, hitch a lift from
there. What to do about the dog though. She couldn’t leave him here. He was
afraid to climb down the steps from the loft.

“Well, mister, you managed to get up here, so why are you worried going
back down?” The poor thing was shaking with fear so she spoke soothing
encouragements and walked down the steps in front of him one step at a time.

He was all breathless eagerness once he had overcome this challenge and
she looked around for something she could use as a lead. She didn’t want to
have to fear for his safety. If he was to run off and chase sheep, he might get
shot by a farmer.

She found an old rope hanging from a large rusty nail. That would do. She
made a loop at one end of it then pulled the other end through it leaving the
loop wide enough to pull it over his head. Perfect. Had she had a dog at some
point in her past life before her accident, she wondered.

Just as she was about to leave she remembered the carved graffiti she had
seen upstairs in the loft. Curiosity tore at her. Her phone had lost power and
the flashlight gone out before she could decipher all of it.

“Sit. Sit and wait for a bit,” she said to the dog, “good boy. I’ll be right
back.”

There was the heart pierced by an arrow with the letters H and G on either
side of it. She knelt down on the mattress on which she had spent the night



sleeping much more soundly than she had thought was possible. There was
indeed more carved writing underneath it, quite a lot of it in smaller letters.
Whoever carved this must have spent quite some time etching these words into
the timber darkened by age.

Search the darkness for its darkest corner, cry until your tears run dry,
shout until your voice is lost. Tear at your shackles until you bleed and all
your strength has ebbed away. Then brace yourself for the white light. It will
come and stab you in the heart. I fear I will be next. He can make anyone
disappear. I know I will not be found. G

How very strange. Whatever did it mean. She shivered. The urge to get
away from this place had just become more pressing. A low whine reminded
her of the dog waiting for her and she climbed back down with haste.

© Ash N. Finn, 2016
Permalink: https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/07/10/shout-until-your-
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#4

Luke [CW series #4]

She wished she could keep the dog. She had even given him a name in the time
it took to reach the small road which would lead them to the nearest village,
Tobber-something it was called, the road sign had broken off after the Tobber.
A lot of places around here were called Tobber-something, the Tobber part
spelt in a variety of ways, sometimes it was Tobar or Tober. Luce had told her
it meant there was a well, most likely a holy well, somewhere nearby. The
area seemed to have holy wells everywhere.

 
Luke, as she had named him, was thirsty and had been drinking from

puddles along the way. He must be hungry as well. There was no way she’d be
able to hitch a lift with him. People were particular about their cars, didn’t
want dog hairs on their seats. You’d find that the ones who didn’t mind dog
hairs owned dogs themselves, and the dogs were usually in the car with them
which meant they didn’t have room for another one or didn’t want the mayhem
of canine jealousy unfolding if another dog was allowed into the mobile
territory.

 
She was feeling hungry and thirsty herself. She had drunk from the rainwater

which had gathered in the oil drum outside the cowshed, but that was about an
hour ago and she hadn’t eaten since breakfast the previous morning. Luke and
Cath had walked for quite some time. He was good on the lead, so had to have
an owner who had started training him and missed him.

 
She tied Luke onto a sign post outside the village shop. The place looked

deserted and there was no one about except for an old man who shuffled along
on the other side of the road, head lowered, carrying a plastic bag filled with



groceries. Entering the shop she hesitated inside the door for a moment until
her eyes adjusted to the dark. It was a small shop and the young girl behind the
till was busy texting someone on her phone. She didn’t even look up when Cath
entered.

 
“Could I have a plastic bag, please,” Cath asked when she lifted the items

she had selected onto the counter. A bottle of still water, a small carton of milk,
sliced cheddar cheese, granary bread, and for Luke a tin of dog food. The girl’s
phone beeped and she returned her attention to it as soon as the transaction had
been completed. This was the perfect opportunity to slip away and leave the
dog tied up outside. She opened the tin of food for him and stroked his head.
He sure was hungry and she walked away not allowing herself to look back for
fear that she wouldn’t be able to leave him behind if she did.

 
(c) Ash N. Finn, 2016
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#5

Blacky, Not Luke [CW series #5]

He cursed under his breath when he found the sliding door to the old cowshed
open wide enough so that the dog could slip out. Since Peter had hung himself
from the centre beam no one except the old man and the dog had gone near it.

 
The wife didn’t want anything to do with the dog after, couldn’t bear the

sight of Blacky. So he kept him in the old shed, a good distance away from the
farmhouse. Peter had barely started training Blacky and the dog was only a few
months old when he killed himself. A good dog, would have made a good
working dog.

 
The old man spent a few hours every day walking through the field with

him, throwing sticks which Blacky would return to him to have them thrown
again. No point in training him to be anything other than a pet now. The farm
was no longer operational, all the livestock sold. Peter was the only son, the
only child, and had been in the process of taking over.

 
He went inside calling Blacky’s name. The dog was gone. He sat down on

the upturned rusty bucket and buried his face in his hands. Was this how God
had decided to punish him for his past sins and dark secrets? Peter had hated
him when he found out what he had done to his mother.

 
Someone had been here, must have been some kids from the nearby village.

Seeking this place out for a thrill. They had even taken the rope with them. The
rope which Peter had used to take his own life.

 
The only child he had kept and shared with the wife who couldn’t have



children. The only boy. The others had been girls and had been no use to him
except that he had made good money selling them off.

 
(c) Ash N. Finn, 2016

Permalink: https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/07/27/blacky-not-luke/

https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/07/27/blacky-not-luke/


#6

Punished [CW series #6]

“It’s God’s punishment for your sins. He’s getting you ready for hell. Giving
you a taste of it every day for the rest of your living days.” Her voice was flat,
detached.

 
“If I didn’t know you couldn’t have made your way uphill to the old

cowshed, I’d think it was you who let him loose. If you’re such a saint then
why did you go along with it. It was alright me making the son you couldn’t
have with her and giving him to you to raise as your own.”

 
“I didn’t know then how you’d done it, did I? Thought you’d paid a willing

woman a lot of money to carry your child for us and give him up after birth.
Trusted you, didn’t I? Didn’t know you for the sick bastard you are.”

 
“He needn’t have known that he wasn’t your flesh and blood. What did you

have to tell him for? It was you who killed him.” He jerked the chair out from
under the kitchen table and it made a screeching sound on the stone tiled floor.
He sat down letting his hand rest on the table, palm flat on the surface and
looked at her.

 
She was leaning against the Aga cooker holding her side. She had been

beautiful in a red-cheeked plump kind of way when she was younger and her
bruises and broken ribs had healed a lot more quickly back then. Red curls
she’d had. He’d had a thing for red curls. In girls and women that is. They
were white curls now, her cheeks no longer red but instead a doughy sort of
off-white, and she’d put on more weight since the arthritis had got into her
joints and made them swell up. She never left the house these days. Not that



she’d been allowed out much even before that, not without him so that he could
keep watch on who she talked to and what she said.

 
They’d had one good year together after they got married, when he had

thought that she was perfect for him. She had the looks he fancied. She was ten
years younger than him. She was an orphan and he didn’t have any in-laws to
bother with. She had been eager to please him, even allowed him to be a bit
rough with her although he could tell that she wasn’t into that violent
submission thing which he had needed. She had obeyed his instructions and
scratched and punched him when he forced himself on her whenever he had the
urge to do so. He was over those urges now, too old to keep going as he had
been, but he still liked to give her a good beating now and again, and that
young red head in the village shop sure looked tasty. So maybe there was some
fire in those old loins yet.

 
But a farmer needed a son. She had wanted a house full of children, he had

needed a son to carry on the farming and the family genes when he’d no longer
be able, and then she couldn’t get pregnant. It was her that was the problem,
not him. There had been nothing wrong with him. The way things turned out
then was all her fault. He had been raging when she suggested that they could
try adopt and no one need to know about it. The son had to be his own flesh
and blood he had insisted and to leave it to him. He’d sort it out somehow.
There were plenty of young girls in the city who’d be willing to earn
themselves some easy money by having his child and giving it up after birth.

 
He had decided to call on an old mate from school days who had moved to

the city – one of nine children in the family five of whom were boys and he
being the middle boy he fancied his chances of a better life there. Eoin had
boasted that he was making a fortune there, taking care of special orders as he
had called it with a wink. He’d been quite drunk but Eoin had always been



wild so he took his chances and placed his special order. His had been rather
different to the more standard special orders of cars and bikes, and Eoin had
charged him the price of the two heifers he had been forced to sell to fund the
purchase. The delivery fee would be another 100 quid then on top of the
advance payment. Eoin had explained that the risk with the fulfilment of this
order was much greater than what himself and the lads did by way of regular
business. He had no regrets over not having paid the additional delivery fee.

 
No one had ever traced the disappearance of the young biker who had acted

as the delivery boy and had so very nearly botched the job to him. Eoin hadn’t
been likely to act on it nor report anything to the authorities under whose radar
he had been flying. He’d been gunned down in a gangland style shooting in
Dublin a few years back and any residue of a risk of discovery had died with
him.

 
The couples who had bought the baby girls he had fathered in the years after

Peter was born at a discounted price compared to the going rate the religious
had been charging would keep their mouths well shut. There were no papers
linking him to the illegally adopted children. No one needed to know, no one
would ever know.

 
The biggest risk was right here, at home. It was all her fault. She had never

been allowed in the tool shed on the far side of the farmyard next to where the
tractor was parked. No one except him had been allowed in, it was known as
dad’s shed and off limits. She had never explained to him why after years of
having obeyed that rule, she had gone in there one day last year and found her.
The woman must have whimpered inside the locked room. And his wife had
summoned a strength he didn’t know she had and had forced the door open
with a pickaxe. He had been away at a cattle market that afternoon and she had
served up the dinner on his return as though nothing had happened. While she



was washing the dishes he filled up a thermos with tea and filled a lunch box
with some leftovers from the dinner to take to the tool shed for the woman.
There had been no sign of Peter. He’d gone out with Blacky for some fresh air
the wife had said.

 
The tool shed had been a mess. Splintered wood everywhere, and the

woman was gone. He knew she couldn’t have gone very far, would be
disoriented and would not know which way to turn. The farms being very
thinly spread in the area there was a good chance she wouldn’t have met
anyone yet, that no one might have seen or noticed her just yet. He had run to
his car and gone out looking for her driving around the maze of narrow country
roads, his vision blurred with hot tears of fury and fear. Coming around the
bend towards the straight downhill section that leads into the village, he had
felt a soft thud against the side of his car. He had hit the breaks and reversed
the car back to the spot where he had felt the impact.

 
If he had known she would be found in time to save the life that had seemed

to be ebbing out of her when he looked down on her lying in the ditch,
unconscious, blood streaming from her head, he would have finished her off.
As it was she had been found not long after he had left her there to die and the
papers had reported that she had lost her memory and there had been no new
developments in the case in the year since. He had hurried back home that
evening, fuelled by the grim intention of letting loose a battery of punches on
his wife’s ribcage.

 
He had found her drunk when he arrived back, the whiskey bottle empty, his

whiskey bottle. If she had felt the pain of his furious punches she hadn’t let on.
She didn’t normally drink so she had most likely been out of it and insensitive
to any pain he had inflicted. His last punch had been to her stomach and she
had puked strong smelling liquid onto herself and the kitchen floor. He had left



her lying there, told her to sort herself out and clean up the mess before he
returned with Peter.

 
Peter. His boy. His own flesh and blood, he had looked a lot like him. Curly

black hair, long slender nose, a dimple in his chin, broad shoulders and large
hands. The eyes were the same colour as the woman’s, an intense hazel. His
own were blue, and the wife’s green. The photographer had remarked on that
when they’d had a family picture taken the day Peter started school.

 
He had found Peter up in the loft in the old cowshed with Blacky by his

side. “I’m not coming back to the house with you, dad. I need to be alone for a
while. I need you to leave me alone until I’m ready to talk to you.”

 
The next day Peter had still avoided any contact. He’d left Blacky by

himself in the cowshed for a few hours. It was only later that it became known
that he had been seeing that weird doctor up on the hill. Peter had gone straight
back into the cowshed when he came back. The old man had been keeping an
eye on the shed from the bedroom window with his binoculars. The next
morning Peter was dead. He had thought it odd that Peter hadn’t come out with
Blacky for his morning walk through the field and had gone up to check on him.

 
Now Blacky was gone as well, the last connection he had left with Peter,

and it was her fault for not wanting him near her.
 
He raised his arm off the table and hit its surface hard with a clenched fist.

“Get me my whiskey out of the cupboard and set the bottle down here now.
Don’t bother with a glass, you stupid woman.”

 
She knew then that he would punch her again later, but it didn’t matter.

Nothing mattered anymore.
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#7

Luce [CW series #7]

“Good God, Henry, you look like a drowned rat. Come in, come in.”
Lucinda Robbins was a short rotund woman with rosy cheeks and freckles

darting out sideways from the rather wide ridge of a nose that was long for a
woman of her short and compact stature. She was from somewhere in England
originally. Henry had forgotten where exactly, somewhere in the South, but had
lived in the New Agers camp for the past 20 years or so. She didn’t like to be
called Lucinda even though she admitted that it did give her aura readings and
consultation business cards a bit of extra class which she had her mother and
father to thank for.

“Sorry, Luce, I wasn’t thinking. Have you got a towel I could use?”
Luce reached behind her and held out a large night-blue towel depicting the

moon cycles. She turned around to the kitchenette and filled the kettle with
water while Henry was drying himself off as much as was possible given that
his clothes were soaked through all the way.

“Sit down, you’ll have a cup of tea here with me, won’t you? I’ll light the
gas fire. We need to get some warmth back into you or you’ll catch your death.
What’s wrong, are you okay?”

Henry folded the towel and placed it on the sofa before sitting down. Luce
kept her caravan tidy and he didn’t want to ruin her sofa cover, an off-white
cotton affair with a design of concentric dark brown circles stitched onto it
which on closer inspection consisted of runes no doubt holding some spiritual
message for those able to read runes.

“It’s custom-made. By me,” Luce volunteered having followed Henry’s
frowning gaze and with the sharpness he had come to know as being so typical
of her interpreted it spot on, “It’s just Luce Robbins written in runes over and
over again.” She beamed at him with a twinkle in her green eyes.



Henry allowed himself to be looked after. About ten years younger than him,
Luce nevertheless showered him with maternal care and protectiveness and he
found that he was grateful for it. He removed his socks and shoes as told so
that they could be dried in front of the gas fire while he was drinking his tea.

He smiled, but then, remembering what had prompted him to drop in, a
shadow crossed his face. Luce picked up on it in an instance and sat down on
the shorter part of the L-shaped sofa, “So now that we have you settled down
here and warming up, why don’t you tell me what’s worrying you.”

“It’s Cath. She got very upset at our therapy session this morning, stormed
out in anger and in tears,” he buried his face in his hands for a moment, then
looked up and out through the glass door at a passing blurry shape of a man
who seemed to be carrying a drum. “I’ve come here to see if she is alright. Has
she come back and have you spoken to her?”

“She hasn’t come back here,” Luce reached across and placed her hand on
his knee, “but she rang about ten minutes ago. She sounded alright to me. She
said she was on her way to An Tobair Bán, to the White Well Hermitage for a
two week retreat. Rang me so I wouldn’t be worried about her. Apparently
they don’t allow any contact with the outside world while people are staying
with them. Phones and laptops and all that busybody stuff are kept in a locker
at the gate house when they check in and they get them back when they check
out. She was looking forward to it. It might do her good. She said she needed
some peace and quiet and introspection for a little while. What was she so
upset and angry about this morning when you saw her?”

“She thinks that I either can’t or don’t want to help her, says she needs to
find a way of remembering who she was before her accident, that I’m
manipulative and wrong to force all focus on the here and now in my therapy
sessions, that I don’t care about the people who come to see me, that I’m a
control freak, basically. Cold, she said I am cold. Did I just see a guy go past
with a big drum?”

“Yes, that was Kevin. He’s getting his drum over to the white tent. We’re



having a big party later in honour of the full moon. You might get to hear our
reverent drum beats up on your hilltop during the night. Let them comfort you if
you do, and don’t worry about Cath. She’s fine.”

“Ah yes, the full moon. My secretary called in sick this morning because of
it. MJ filled in for her and got to suffer some of Cath’s anger. Cath didn’t take
to her at all for some reason.”

“Oh dear, the patient doctor conundrum. This is beginning to sound more
like it was a tantrum triggered by jealousy. She’ll sort herself out through
distance, the poor wrench. Don’t blame yourself, that’s such a difficult one to
avoid in individual therapy or consultation.”

“Thank you, Siegmunda Freud, er, Lucinda Robbins. I better be off home
now, or MJ will be having a tantrum. Jeez, look at the time, I was meant to take
her out for dinner in town.”
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#8

No Clues to the Past [CW series #8]

Cath stopped running. She was out of breath, and with every laboured intake of
the damp air a sharp pain pierced the area under her shoulder blade. The one
on the right. Maybe she had lung cancer, but would she have been able to put
such a distance between herself and Henry’s clinic running without pause,
never once looking back, if her lungs were in bits? Had she been a smoker
before the accident? Had there been boyfriends, a husband, a child or children,
twins maybe, a house in the country or in the city, happiness and love, or hate,
loneliness and misery, before all memory from before she opened her eyes in
the fluorescence of the sterile hospital room had been erased?

 
Asked for her name by a silky-voiced doctor she had replied Cath without

thinking. But that was it, that was all there was, a name without a surname. She
understood now that they had thought that she must have wandered the country
roads oblivious to her surroundings and been knocked over into the roadside
ditch by a car. The car wouldn’t have shown any damage and the driver may
not even have noticed he brushed her, may have been a bit over the limit or
night blind. She had hit her head off a rock and passed out. If Jimmy hadn’t
been out looking for a trio of sheep that had escaped from his farmland that
night, she would have been dead by the morning.

 
Henry had started this morning’s session as he always did, smiling warmly

as he greeted her and led her into the Blue Sky Room, but she had felt a breeze
of cold air coming off him, her forearms responding with goosebumps to the
chill it gave her. How stupid she had been. To think he had begun viewing her
as anything other than one of his subjects. One of the many hapless souls to be
manipulated into feeling good about themselves in the present moment released



from the burden and responsibilities of their past and kept safe if but for a
limited period of time from the fears and uncertainties of what the future may
hold in store for them, a success story among the many other success stories
inside dog-eared folders buried in the cabinets lining his study and whilst live,
work in progress as it were, in untidy stacks on top of a massive mahogany
desk behind which the man looked small, like a tiny stick figure. It’s when he
rose from behind it that a charisma exuded from him, which she had found
attractive and irresistible at first but could now only think of as sinister and
obstructive.

 
“Ms Catherine White,” he had called out into the reception area. That was

the name the New Agers had given her when she moved in with them after her
release from hospital, Catherine White. “Cath must be short for Catherine,”
Luce had said, “Don’t look so shocked, it’s a sign that you were loved in the
past if people cared enough about you to call you by a short version of your
Christian name. White is for clean, white slate. That’s what you’ve got, my
dear, think of how brilliant it is going to be to start afresh. Enjoy and give it a
go, don’t fret about what might have been your past. You’re here now with us,
your new loving family.”

 
At the hospital, they had been at a loss as to what to do with her and she

was unable to give them any information about herself. Cath was all they had,
along with the location of the ditch in which she had been found and an
estimation that she was – apart from the head injuries and a few broken ribs
sustained in the fall – an otherwise healthy woman in her late forties or early
fifties who they thought had given birth to a child at least once. Both the
hospital staff and the police who had visited after she had regained
consciousness and was close to fit for release had gone through the items of
clothing she had been found in. Nothing was found that would help identify
who she was and where she had come from. It was rather baffling to everyone



at the time that there was no set of keys, neither car keys nor house keys, on
her, no bus or train ticket, no driving license or ID card, no bank cards, no
mobile phone, nothing. The faux leather jacket she had been wearing had four
outside pockets and two inside ones and they even slit open the lining to make
sure that they weren’t missing anything.

 
They had found one item, but had dismissed it as meaningless. In one of the

outside pockets of her jacket, a chicken bone was discovered. It was thought
that a fox must have had a meal of a chicken in the ditch sometime before her
accident and the bone had somehow been scooped up in the fall. This
particular detail had not been shared with the public so as not to distract from
the serious focus on finding out who she was and to reunite her with her
nearest and dearest who it was assumed must exist somewhere.

 
Her photograph had appeared in all the papers, locally and nationwide. It

was shown in the news on RTE, even made it into Crimewatch shows. On
Facebook it must have been shared millions of times and would have been
seen far beyond the borders of Ireland, but in the end no one came forward and
public interest had faded away.

 
Cath walked on slowly, whatever daylight there had been was on its way

out. Soon darkness would cover everything. The nearest farm house was still a
good distance away, but she had no intention of reaching it. There was a
disused cowshed not too far from here, its bent and tattered shape a dark
shadow against the wet grey sky.
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#9

Ginnie’s Diary (I) [CW series #9]

Ginnie’s Diary, 13th September 1974
 
I want to cry. I didn’t want this boy here at my party. Why did she let him

into the house? There wasn’t meant to be anyone sitting on chair number 13.
I wanted luck, loads of luck. This was meant to be a good day. It’s my
birthday. I’m 13 today, it’s the 13th, and, bloody hell, it’s a Friday as well. I
said that to mum.

“Don’t swear, my darling,” she said in that salty voice she uses when she
treats me as if I was an out of control five-year-old. The boy grinned and
winked at me. There wasn’t meant to be a boy. It was to be all girls. Just ten
of the girls from school, the ones I like best or hate least, and her, my mum,
and me.

She doesn’t understand, when does she ever. She thinks I’m just angry
because Cathy left with him before the chicken bone hunt and that I lost
interest in playing the game then. It was him, Henry, he ruined everything.
Nothing went as I had planned it after he turned up and she let him in. Girls
are just so stupid. They were all giggling and batting their eyelashes at him.
All I wanted to do is not see him, make him disappear.

When he sat down beside me, he made me shiver. It was like he brought
cold air with him, a bit like when you open the fridge door or when it’s
winter and you’re sitting in your warm house and your mum comes home
from work and walks over to you to give you a kiss on your cheek before she
takes her coat off. 

“You’re hiding in that old rag you’re wearing,” he said. I told him that I
hate dresses and, no thanks, I’m fine wearing washed out jeans and
granddad’s old shirt.



“Tell me if you ever want to disappear altogether.”
Oh no, I won’t. I’m not going to tell him anything, ever. He is just so

scary. He wears black clothes and he’s really skinny. It’s like you can see his
bones sticking out from under his clothes. His hair is black and dead
straight. It’s thin and oily and long. And his eyes, his eyes are scary. Cathy
thinks they’re magnetic, she said so before she left my party, stupid cow. But
they’re scary, so black that looking into them makes you feel like you’re
being pushed into a deep dark hole in the ground.

“I can make things disappear and then reappear in unexpected places. I
can do that with anything or anyone,” he said, “You’ll see.”

I’m scared of him.
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#10

Ginnie’s Diary (II) [CW series #10]

Ginnie’s Diary, 14th September 1974
 
Thank God it’s Saturday today. I couldn’t face school. This is bad, so bad.
The phone rang every bloody hour last night. Mum hasn’t slept a wink.

She had black rings under her eyes when she came into my room to tell me
she was driving over to Cathy’s. Mrs O’Kinnear is very upset, Cathy still
hasn’t come home.

I knew it, I told her, I knew something terrible was going to happen when
she let Henry into the house. A total stranger, it’ll be him who did something
bad to Cathy. She kept shaking her head, tears welling up in her eyes. Much
as I’m mad with her, I can’t bear to see her cry. She is in a worse state even
than in the days after dad left us. I said that to her.

“You’re not helping, love, we don’t know that something bad has been
done to Cathy,” she said.

I heard her talking to Mrs O’Kinnear on the phone just before she went
out.

“She’ll turn up, Brenda, you’ll see. You know what girls are like at that
age, they don’t think about us worrying. She’ll have gone home with the boy
and stayed over at Ger’s. Ger doesn’t have a phone and even if she did have
one she likely wouldn’t have thought to call you anyway. She’s not used to
dealing with kids like we are, only took the poor lad in last week.”

“No, I don’t have an address for her, but she works in the library. It’ll
open in an hour. Why don’t I come round to your place, we’ll have a cup of
tea and then I’ll take you over to the library and we can ask her?”

So she doesn’t know much about him, and she doesn’t know Miss O’Reilly
that well either. Only got chatting to her when she was taking some books



out to read. She’s strange, well it’s strange when you’re as old as my mum,
even older maybe, and you still want to be called Miss, isn’t it? Wouldn’t you
just let people call you Mrs even if you’re not married?

“Can’t think the boy would have done her any harm. Soft-spoken he is,
and so frail looking. Poor thing lost his mother to cancer only last year and
now his father seems to have done a runner on him. Doesn’t seem to have
any other close family except Ger. And she’s not that close either I think, she
mentioned that she never got on with her brother and they hadn’t kept much
contact. The wretched waif is only 15, imagine that. He seemed to enjoy
himself at our house yesterday, and the girls adored him. I tried to feed him
up a bit, he’s skin and bones he is, skin and bones. Such sad dark eyes, broke
my heart to think how lost and lonely he must feel. Okay Brenda, tell you
what, you put the kettle on and I’ll be over in a few minutes.”

How Mrs O’Kinnear didn’t hang up on her rambling on about that oh so
poor boy, I don’t know.

I don’t think he’s sad at all. He’s bad. And Cathy, oh God, please let Cathy
be alright!
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#11

Junior [CW series #11]

Henry O’Reilly Jr. turned off the main road into the leafy tunnel that would take
him up to his father’s place. The road sign warning anyone going that way that
the speed limit here is 80kmh never failed to make him smile. You would have
to be suicidal to try and go that fast, while navigating the severe bends in the
narrow country road up the hill.

A mere couple of months ago he had passed a 141 Dublin reg silver BMW
3 series sitting in the ditch. A certain write off. Wanker of a twenty-something
driver he hoped rather than an underage joy rider. He snorted at the thought of a
wealthy property manager daddy cutting back the funds and making the
precious son drive a battered red Fiesta for a while. No BMW this time, just
the tire tracks leading in and out of the ditch still visible.

No such thing as free handouts from Junior’s father. The motorbike, a mint
condition second hand 2009 Honda Transalp, a stylish black bike, was bought
from his own savings, the result of years of working as a software tester in
Dublin, working as much paid overtime as possible and skimping on rent. Who
needs more than a kip when they work all hours anyway? Will the old doc
agree to him moving back in now that he needs help? If she is there it is going
to be awkward. Junior wondered what she told him after her last visit to
Dublin.

He should have just sent MJ away, should have told her to go away and get
lost. The dreams were to blame for it, dreams of necks as white as hers,
luminescent skin cold to the touch of his burning lips. The next day at work one
of the linguistic testers, a student from Barcelona who had been contracted for
a few weeks, almost caught him out at kissing his large widescreen monitor.
“My eyes are knackered from staring at computer screens sixteen hours a day,
José, I’m having trouble reading the test script, was considering a bit of ad hoc



testing there just now,” it was always best to put a light spin on things, give the
impression you’re a cool and funny guy, not the headcase they thought they had
just encountered.

“Ah, you are a funny man, Junior. I go to pub with Francine, Helene, and
Vittorio. Will you come with us? We leave in one hour.”

Having offered polite excuses and wished José a good time he had hastened
to dim down the background colour on his desktop. This, whatever it was that
was happening to him, had to be curtailed.

Mindfulness Clinic read the sign in blue MS Gothic on white background.
Junior narrowly avoided bumping into it as he turned into the driveway leading
down a slight slope toward the whitewashed old building which his father had
turned into a place of peace and healing for troubled or stressed out minds. It
was late afternoon and the daylight was starting to fade. Up here the rain had
teamed up with a cutting north-westerly wind. He parked his bike next to the
tool shed making sure it was sheltered from the wind and wouldn’t get blown
over. It was a heavy bike and not easy to lift, and it was out of sight here.
There were no cars parked outside the clinic. It was past opening hours and the
doc must have gone out to the shops or something. Junior felt a warm wave of
relief washing over himself that he didn’t have to face him right away. If he
was lucky, his father would return on his own. Things would be so much easier
to talk over if she wasn’t there.
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#12

Old Friends [CW series #12]

“Can I speak to John, please? Dr. O’Reilly here. It’s important, yes, and it’s
urgent.”

Henry frowned at a fly which was making its way across the mahogany
surface aiming for the half eaten almond croissant willing it to drop dead
before it reached its target. There hadn’t been enough time to finish breakfast
before the first customer arrived at the Mindfulness Clinic this morning. The
last time a session had plunged into chaos with the subject falling into a dark
place within himself and crying, no, sobbing, unstoppable tears running down
his cheeks, he had been found hanging from a rope in the cowshed on his
parents’ farmland the next day.

Business had suffered, taken a right slump, and he had to be careful. If
anything like this happened again, it would be the end of the clinic and he might
as well go on the dole. A lot of his Facebook followers were still posting links
to articles which critique the mindfulness concept and question whether
blocking out the past and the future to focus on the present is such a healthy
thing to do.

“I have another referral for you. At least I hope she’ll turn up on your turf,
man. Are you free for lunch?”

An Fidléir Dubh was busier than John had expected it to be when he
suggested that the two men meet up there. They had first met when they were
both studying medicine in Dublin and had struck an unlikely friendship then.
John had an easy way about him, professors and fellow students would warm
to him in an instant, as soon as he gave them that wide smile of his. He had a
brightness about him, a glow. Tall, with a muscular build and a moon shaped
chubby face and a hint of the double chin which was to come in his later life,
he was just a little off being drop dead good looking which didn’t stop the girls



falling for him left right and centre. They found Henry scary, they said. Poor
troubled Henry. A loner. His expression a perpetual frown, everything about
Henry was dark, oily black shoulder length hair, anthracitic eyes glowering at
you from dark craters in a skeletal face. Black cotton shirts and black biker’s
pants hanging off his bony frame. His mother had died when Henry was 14, and
his father had left for work one morning the year after and never showed up
there nor returned home that day. He had disappeared. Gone, gone forever.
There was an aunt, Geraldine, in her sixties already when she took the lad in.
She had never married and John presumed wasn’t used to dealing with
adolescents, never mind a bereaved specimen.

Henry had been surprised when John invited him along to a party a week
into first year, even more surprised when John made a point of joining him in
the dark corner which Henry had sought out and they got talking. Why had they
chosen to study medicine was the introductory topic. He had thought John the
shallow type, intelligent but self serving in his choice of easy company. With a
wide grin John had confessed that he expected to be bored with most of it and
figured that it was just going to be a step up from having learnt a good deal of
basics through helping out in his dad’s business, a butcher’s, and his uncle’s
veterinarian clinic during school breaks. His dream career was to become a
psychiatrist, skilled at dissecting and healing the human mind. Henry felt that
he had ample experience of the darkest pits of the human mind already and
would happily settle for setting himself up as a GP on Dublin’s southside.

They had lost touch a few years after graduation, the year Henry got married
to Ginnie, one of John’s many ex-girlfriends. John never got married, his
devotion to psychiatry killing off any promising relationships he had throughout
the years. He had moved to the West after his last failed relationship two years
ago and had set himself up as a private psychotherapist in Sligo town, having
got tired of Dublin and curious to see if the slower pace of life in the new and
unfamiliar environment would change him. Unaware that Henry had also
relocated to the countryside, he was taken aback when he turned up in his



practice out of the blue last year, distraught over a suicide he thought had been
triggered by a mindfulness therapy session at his clinic in Leitrim.

John had nearly finished his full Irish breakfast and was contemplating a
second pint by the time Henry arrived.

“Took me an age to get here, man, sorry about that. Jimmy’s cows were
being led across the road, and his rookie sheepdog was running rings around
my jeep instead of moving them along.” Henry dropped a large folder onto the
table and sent the pint glass flying off to the ground, “Oh man, this is so not my
day. Will I get you another?”

“Don’t worry and sit down, and breathe. You look like you could do with
something stronger. What’ll you have?”

“Nah, I’ll just have a coffee and a ham and cheese sandwich. You go for it,
though. Look, I really need your help. I’m not sure what she’s going to do, I
tried to calm her but she ran out in tears. I couldn’t stop her. I tried to ring her,
but she won’t answer her mobile. Not to me, anyway.” Henry’s hand shook as
he took his glasses off and sat them down on top of the folder.

John thought it best to see to the order first, adding two Whiskeys for good
measure. He had a feeling they would be needed. “I’ll drink them both, if you
don’t want yours. So what’s with the folder?”

“My notes from every session I’ve had with this woman since she first
started seeing me last year. I want you to read them, see what you think. I’ve
asked her to make an appointment with you urgently, but I’m not sure if she will
or not. She’s in an abysmal dark place all of a sudden. I didn’t see that coming
at all.”
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#13

Henry’s Notes [CW series #13]

Subject: Catherine White
Date/Time of Visit: Tuesday, 9th Sept 2014/11 am
 
In the following I will attempt to give a detailed account of today’s

therapy session with Ms White. I do not use recording devices during my
sessions with my subjects and therefore rely on my memory, which on this
occasion I can be sure is fresh as I have gone straight into the privacy of my
study after Ms White’s departure to write these notes.

The Blue Sky Room is unfurnished with the exception of the recent
addition of five large straight-backed leather armchairs which are arranged
in a circle.

Each chair has a different colour. They are in clockwise order white, blue,
red, yellow, and black.

Asked to pick a chair to sit in, Ms White proceeded to take a seat in the
yellow armchair, then rose from it as though stung by a nettle and lowered
herself into the black armchair.

I entered the circle myself and sat down in the blue chair.
Ms White’s posture was rigid and tense, her breathing fast and agitated.
I started the therapy session with the usual grounding exercise, which is

aimed at establishing a pure focus on the present moment effectively
removing pollution of the subject’s mind through linear thinking which is
otherwise constantly at work and attempting to derive the perception of the
present from thoughts or events of the past as well as from anticipated future
events or circumstances. 

This exercise involves concentrating the mind fully on the sensation of
having one’s feet placed firmly on the ground. It works best with legs slightly



apart, arms resting on the arms of the chair lightly not allowing the hands to
touch the leather too firmly, and eyes closed.

It had been a rather successful and effective exercise with Ms White in
the past.

Today, however, she refused to change her posture, leaving her knees and
ankles pressed together. Her fingertips were digging into the soft leather of
the arms of the black chair. She did close her eyes when prompted to do so,
and I decided to proceed with the exercise, hoping that in the course of its
five-minute duration Ms White’s tense posture would relax and her mind be
cleared from whatever it was that was troubling her.

It troubles me to have to put to record that today the objective of this
simplest of exercises was not achieved. Three minutes into the guided
meditation I observed that Ms White’s hands released their tight grip, but
instead of resting them loosely on the arms of the chair she lifted them off
the arm rests and brought them together in front of her. She did keep her
eyes closed and her breathing appeared to have slowed.

Her legs started to tremble, and soon her entire body was trembling. She
was wringing her hands. Her eyes remained closed, eyelids trembling also as
was her mouth. Tears started running down her cheeks from under her
eyelids, black rivulets of mascara tinted salt water cascading down her pale
skin and dripping off her chin onto her white blouse. A semicircle of black
inky splatters forming there as she was rolling her head from side to side.

Fearing that she had gone into some nightmarish trance, whilst at a
complete loss as to how a simple grounding exercise could provoke such a
state in anyone, I snapped my fingers and spoke as calmly as I could master
the words “Wake up, open your eyes and find yourself returned to this
present moment and the safety which it holds for you at this precise moment
in time.”

At this her lips parted and formed into the shape of an O, from the depths
of her lungs came forward a raspy, hollow sound so unlike the pitch at which



I had heard her speak during previous visits to my clinic that my own mind
experienced a fleeting moment of dark despair. 

I snapped my fingers once again, “Wake up, Ms White, please. You are
safe here and now.”  

She opened her eyes and shrank back into the chair bringing her knees up
to her chin, embracing her legs with her arms. “You are wrong.” 

Her normal pitch of voice had returned but her hazel eyes were clouded
and she avoided looking at me, instead focusing on the glass frame above my
head which contains an art piece by my late wife in which she had
incorporated the leg bone of a chicken. I waited for her to continue. 

“How can the here and now be a safe place, when it is not built on a
remembered past? How can it be safe, when the future cannot be imagined
and planned against the backdrop of the past? My here and now is black and
cold. Do you know the past of this chicken bone? I am sure you do and in a
small or maybe even big way it will have contributed to who you are right
here and right now. You told me your late wife created this piece. You
remember your past with your wife and your past with family and friends. I
don’t remember anyone from before my accident last year. I was found not
far from here, but you know this. You would have read the papers at the time,
even though we never spoke about this during our sessions.”

Ms White stood up and reached into her trouser pocket. She removed
something from it which she held in a clenched fist as she took a few steps
toward me. She turned her fist over and opened it. In the palm of her hand
lay a chicken bone much like the one in the frame above my head.

“Did you know that they found this on me, in one of my jacket pockets,
when they searched my clothes for clues as to who I am? They didn’t think it
was important, but maybe it was. I need to find out who I was so that I can
know who I am. When I first saw this frame here, I thought maybe there is a
connection between us somewhere in the past, that maybe you can help me
remember someone from my past.  But you can’t or won’t. It goes against



your principles. Are these principles convenient for you? You don’t have to
care that way, it’s obvious that you don’t care.”

I tried to reason with her, explaining that it is not my field of expertise to
bring the past forward in the mind of my subjects be it from hidden depths or
from well-remembered hills and valleys traversed prior to the presence in
the here and now.  

She let herself collapse into the red chair with an air of abandon and
fresh tears started flowing. “You just really so don’t care,” she said, “Does
it not make you feel fake? What do you get from all this? Some weird sort of
pleasure from controlling your subjects’ thoughts by introducing bleak
emptiness into their minds?”

She assumed a fetal position in the chair beside me and I will have to
admit here that I broke protocol at this point and laid what was intended to
be a calming hand on her.

“Take your hands off me,” she shouted, “Don’t touch me. You are cold,
you make me cold.”

“I see that I cannot help you at this present time, Ms White, but please
consider seeking the help of a very good man who has excellent skills in the
analysis of a person’s makeup and has successfully helped many of his
patients to remember hidden and often painful past events and to not only
render them sufferable to the individuals but to turn them into the building
stones of strength for their present situation and a future which holds
promises of self-realisation.”

I gave her Dr John Lanigan’s card and asked her to ring his practice and
make an appointment. If anyone can help her, it will be John. I hope that she
will seek him out, but I am not sure she will. In her present state of mind she
may not want to do anything I suggest to her. Her departure was markedly
aggressive in that she flung the chicken bone at MJ on her way out through
the reception area shouting “I hate you” at her.
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#14

A Lucky Man [CW series #14]

John had listened in silence while Henry gave him a summary of what had
happened at the clinic earlier.

“Poor MJ, though it’s easy to guess why your Ms White has such a chip on
her shoulder about her, and I can understand her lashing out at you and her. Ah,
come on, don’t look so panicked. That’s a classic in one on one therapy after
all. You should know not to take that personally. I think you were right to try
and refer her over to me, try a different angle to resolve her issues. She’s got
some big ones alright, an interesting case. I hope she turns up at my practice.
There’s nothing else you can do for her right now.”

“You’ll let me know, if she calls on you, won’t you? I can’t help feeling
responsible. How did I not see this coming?” Henry pushed the file across the
table toward him, “Take that with you and have a read through it. She won’t
come back to see me, I’m sure of that, so it’s no use to me.”

“Now lighten up, will you? Go home and put your feet up. You’re still on
half day visiting hours at your place, aren’t you, you lucky bugger? Listen to
some Bach or Pergolesi. With MJ maybe,” he winked, “Drink up now, have
that Whiskey.”

“You’re alright, man, you have it. I think I’m going to take the scenic route
home and have a bit of a drive up the mountains.”

“Sounds good,” John downed the Whiskey in one gulp and waved at the
dark-haired girl behind the bar. She made her way over to them hips swaying.

“Dottore,” she said, “is there anything else you and your friend would
like?”

“I’d like nothing more than to stay here for the rest of the afternoon,
Mariella, but alas my sense of duty is preventing me from doing so and I have
to go back to work. How much do we owe you?”



John extracted two crumpled twenties from his back pocket and waved
Henry’s proffered twenty away. “Keep the change, bella.”

The girl’s husky laughter followed them after they had squeezed through
between her and judging from the high-speed sound of their animated
conversation, a group of Spanish surfers.

They stood in the door for a moment. It hadn’t been a bad summer at all, but
today the rain hadn’t let up all day. It was coming down hard and fast and the
wind had picked up since this morning.

“No wonder all the surfer dudes have gone to the pub, let’s hope it’s not the
first day of their holidays. Isn’t she a bit too young for you?”

“Who, Mariella?”
“Yes, how long have you been seeing her?”
“Mind your own business, my friend. Off you go, get yourself home to your

MJ. You never said there wasn’t anything going on between the two of you,
so…”

“Piss off. Oh, and call me if you hear from Ms White. Actually give me a
ring after you’ve read her file. I’d like to hear your take on it. Italian, eh, this
Mariella girl? Molto bella, sei un uomo fortunato.” Henry sprinted over to his
jeep before John could land a retaliatory punch in his side.
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#15

Family Ties [CW series #15]

Was he a lucky man John wondered, or had he turned into a pathetic old sugar
daddy. A sad aging gigolo who tried to captivate his youth via a succession of
relationships with ever younger women. Maybe she was too young for him
after all. And it wasn’t helping that she was working in the pub until closing
time.

The problem was not so much that he was jealous of her flirting with some
other men – that was par for the course in her job. It was more that he was
finding it difficult to stay awake until she came home. They’d had a whirlwind
of a passionate start to their relationship and she had given up her rented
apartment above the An Fidléir Dubh a mere week into it and moved in with
him. Was he in danger of turning into a grumpy old hermit? They seemed to
quarrel most nights now. The novelty of Mariella’s southern temperament, at
first so intriguing in its volcanicity, was becoming rather tiresome. Every little
thing was erupting into a big drama.

Why could he not be nicer to her brother whom she had invited to come
over to Ireland for his September break and stay with them. Four weeks for
God’s sake. Only 18 years old, limited knowledge of English, and his first time
to be away from Mamma’s home cooking, there was a limit as to how much he
could converse with Mario. Another three weeks to go. John sighed and lifted
a smelly worn sock off the sofa. He nearly slipped on the discarded T-Shirt
which lay on the tiled bathroom floor en route to the wash basket.

He had suggested that he would be happy to pay for Mario to stay in a
nearby bed and breakfast. “Are you crazy, caro? He is family, we have to look
after him. What would mamma say? He is depressed. His girlfriend cheated on
him. With his best friend. He stays here with us and we help him. Basta.” Arms
were flying, hands gesticulating, eyes on fire, and that was that. Another three



weeks. Great.
Family ties were a big thing with her. John’s parents had passed away long

ago and his brother and sister had both emigrated far away. He loosely
followed their exploits through Facebook, and they called each other via Skype
on birthdays and at Christmas, but they hadn’t met in person since their father’s
funeral 14 years ago. Their mother had preceded his departure from this
world two years prior to the very day, the 29th of October. Both of them had
been interred on the 2nd of November of the respective year of their passing,
their wills having specified in no uncertain terms that neither of them wished to
be cremated. Fiona had flown over from San Francisco accompanied by her
girlfriend who it seems had been expecting to experience some Druidic
Samhain ritual accompanying or at least influencing the proceedings.

There was no such ritual of course, but something odd had happened
nevertheless. God, John hadn’t thought of this in years. A woman dressed in an
ankle-long flowing hooded black cloak had joined the group of mourners. She
had stood apart from the group of what must have been well over a hundred,
keeping herself at a distance of a few feet from the back of the temporary
wooden cross which was placed where the headstone would be returned once
the earth had settled enough and once it had had its newest inscription added.
Irish funerals always draw large crowds, and dad had been a professor at
Trinity College, retired at the time of his death but still known to a great many
people and so the turnout had been good. She had stood motionless throughout
the priest’s graveside prayers and all the time it had taken for everyone to walk
up to the grave, cross themselves, pick up a handful of earth and throw it and
some flowers onto the coffin which had been lowered into its darkness. No one
had spoken to her. Had no one known her? John hadn’t thought to ask around at
the time. She had been standing there still when John took a last look back on
his way out of the cemetery.

Derek had travelled without his then heavily pregnant second wife who had
stayed behind in Sidney. He had been a mess. John was encountering this kind



of thing a lot in his practice. It’s the unresolved rifts, the finality of not ever
getting another chance to mend a falling out, which hits those finding
themselves in such a place of no return to the before this rift occurred nor a
future of the thereafter that would at least hold some potential of a
reconciliation at the time a parent dies the hardest. Henry and John’s ex-
girlfriend Ginnie, she was Henry’s wife then, had been at the funeral as well to
lend John their support. Of everyone there, these two, and Henry in particular,
had brought him the most comfort just by being there. He had been somewhat
embarrassed though when Derek had embraced Ginnie and had held her close
to him for much too long, he had felt, sobbing into her neck.

How strange that he should be thinking of all this tonight. Was it the mention
of the chicken bones over his lunch time meeting with Henry which had brought
this on? The day after the funeral he and Derek had returned to the gravesite
together. A circle of small pale bones had been left at the base of the wooden
cross. Chicken bones they had thought they were. Had it been the mysterious
cloak-clad woman who had placed them there, and for what reason would she
have done that? Derek had been shocked and Fiona’s girlfriend had thought it
awesome that some sort of a ritual had taken place after all and had marvelled
about the significance of what she called the chicken bone henge.

He would have to ask Henry about the meaning and origin of the chicken
bone in Ginnie’s piece of art which seemed to have played some part in the
session with this Ms White which according to the account that had been given
to him earlier had ended in disaster. She hadn’t called yet to make an
appointment with him, he’d made sure his secretary knew to accommodate her
with priority and squeeze one of his regulars out if need be and to let him know
immediately if a Ms Catherine White called.

A loud thump from above made him jump. So Mario was in and no doubt
lifting weights again up there. A bit pissed most likely and letting them drop
onto the floor boards. Making the most of being out of mamma’s sight and
enjoying John’s and Mariella’s hospitality. John had noticed that a Whiskey



bottle had gone missing from the kitchen press. He hoped that the lad wouldn’t
come crashing down through the ceiling. The boy was obsessed with his
physique. And there’d be hell to pay if any harm came to him and mamma got
to hear about it.

John turned the sound on the stereo up. A powerful soprano voice was
belting out a ballad about being heartbroken and not wanting to be alone. He
walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge. Last night’s left over chicken
tikka would do. It was handy the way take outs came in plastic containers these
days. He decided to avoid having to deal with dirty dishes later on and eat it
cold and straight out of the container. The door of the fridge held five cans of
beer. Last night he had fallen asleep on the sofa halfway through the first can
from a freshly bought six pack. He resolved to stay awake tonight and opted for
making himself an espresso instead. It would still be another couple of hours
before Mariella came home.

He lowered himself onto the sofa and put his feet up onto the glass table.
Mariella hated when he did that, but so what. She wasn’t here to criticize him
about it now, was she. He munched the chicken tikka in every way like his
mother had told him not to. He would ruin his shirt with masala sauce stains if
he bloody well pleased to. If the stains didn’t go out in the wash he’d simply
throw it out and wear a new one.

Soon after dinner he found himself engrossed in the file Henry had handed
over to him and urged him to read.
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#16

Welcome Home, Junior [CW series #16]

MJ looked up from behind the reception desk having just pressed the buzzer for
the front door. She had heard the engine of a motorbike outside. Not the sound
she was expecting to hear, not the low chuckle of Henry’s Diesel jeep, its tires
crunching on the gravel.

The clinic was closed in the afternoon and there hadn’t been any other
sessions scheduled after that mad woman had thrown a tantrum and run off
without paying up. She hoped he hadn’t forgotten about the promise of taking
her out to dinner to make up for all she had had to put up with this morning. No
lie-in for starters. And she wasn’t a morning person, found it quite stressful to
be all smiles, welcoming and tea making from 9 o’clock sharp. She pulled her
cardigan across her chest and folded her arms across.

“Just as I thought my day couldn’t get worse. What the hell are you doing
here, Junior?” The chances of a romantic dinner with Henry were fading even
more.

“Hi Em, you look great. You holding the fort here all by yourself? Thought
the clinic was closed to the public in the afternoons?”

“Don’t Em me, you chancer,” she glanced at his dripping rucksack, “I see
you’re planning on staying the night. Two is company, three is a crowd as they
say. I’m out of here so.”

Junior shrugged and held out her raincoat for her. “If you say so. It’s pissing
rain out there and I didn’t see your car parked outside. You planning on hiking
home in this weather?”

“Bugger, forgot that Henry picked me up this morning and was going to drop
me back home. This odd girl he has working for him called in sick with the
effects of the full moon. I tell you this place has gone crazy.”

“Why, what’s wrong and where is he?”



“He said something about time to call on an old friend. He probably meant
John, guess they met somewhere in town for lunch. It was mayhem here earlier
and he seemed worried about a woman who completely lost it during her
session. He should be back by now. Hope he’s not driving around trying to find
her.”

“Oops, can’t have another suicide on the books, can we. You, er, didn’t tell
him what happened in Dublin that time, did you?” Junior threw the raincoat
back over the coat hanger.

“No, but there better not be a repeat of that kind of thing, or I will tell him.
So how come the wind and rain have carried you back up here, thought Dublin
was the place to be and the country was for losers?”

“Long story that. Any chance you could make us a cup of tea?”
“Wrong question to ask today, young man. Piss off and make it yourself. You

know the way to the kitchen. Oh, and you might want this with it.” She grabbed
something off the desk in front of her and flung it at him.

Junior’s reflex was quick and he examined the chicken bone with a
concerned expression. “Looks like my mum’s. Did someone smash her
picture?”
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#17

To Preserve a Memory [CW series #17]

If there was a grave to visit, the grief about the loss of his mother might not be
so very raw still. Junior was relieved that MJ had not mentioned anything
about the moment of madness into which he had lapsed when she had last
visited Dublin. At least things were going alright on that front and she might not
influence the doc against his plan of moving back in with him long-term. He
could convert one of the many sheds, the old cowshed perhaps and live there,
could make himself useful as the resident IT guy. That was a great idea and he
made a mental note to pitch it to him later. There was no sign of him still, and
after what turned into a surprisingly pleasant conversation over a lot of cups of
tea MJ had given up on the wait and decided to call a cab to take her home.

Junior had found a Whiskey bottle in the kitchen press stashed behind
plastic bottles filled with bleach and other cleaning agents. Hm, dad had never
had a need to hide his Whiskey from Ginnie who had been as partial to a little
naggin’s worth of it now and then as he was. It had the look of not having been
touched in years and was almost full. He might have forgotten it was there.
Junior poured from it liberally into a tumbler and put the bottle back where he
had discovered it.

He walked into the Blue Sky Room and stood looking at Ginnie’s picture,
sipping from his glass every now and then. The painting was a landscape, a
meadowy green plateau, off centre to the right was a small circle of standing
stones, some of them toppled over, there was a sheer drop down to a raging
sea below, crowns of white foam whirling about, and the sky above the scene
took up about two thirds of the canvas and it was a perfect blue, nothing in it,
no clouds, no birds, no planes. The painting was encased in a deep frame, and
protected by glass. An unusual thing to do with oil on canvas and he had
questioned that with her, so she had explained to him that she only did this so



that she could place the chicken bone inside it where it would be kept safe and
would not disappear.

Why did it need to be preserved he had wanted to know. It was to preserve
a memory, but she wouldn’t explain any further.

And then she had gone and disappeared a month later, missing presumed
dead. In the days, weeks and months following her disappearance there had
been a lot of alleged sightings. The most credible of all was that reported by a
group of German students. Three biology students on holidays in Ireland who
had been out walking on the Cliffs of Moher, equipped with binoculars for bird
watching, had raised an alarm when they thought a woman must have slipped
and fallen off the edge some distance away from them. They hadn’t actually
seen the fall, because one of them had spotted a guillemot which had distracted
them all for a little while but when they looked back in the direction ahead of
them where they had seen the woman walking she was gone. The description
they had given of the woman fitted Ginnie down to the particular style of
clothing she would have been wearing. How she had come to be there, if it had
been her, had been a mystery then as it was now. The search which was called
off when darkness set in and resumed at daylight the next morning yielded
nothing. It had involved the coast guard and a large number of local volunteers
and holiday makers continued searching for a week after the coast guard effort
had been abandoned without a result. She had disappeared without so much as
a trace.

That had happened a little over a year ago, in the summer, early August,
about two months after Peter’s suicide. Presumed dead. Junior wanted to
believe that she was still alive somewhere. The doc closed down whenever he
broached the subject. “Well, she isn’t here now, is she,” he would say. “If she
is alive somewhere then she is either being kept from us against her will and
that’s unlikely. Who would want to do that to her, to us? Or she doesn’t want to
be found, doesn’t want anything to do with us, and that’s just as unlikely. It’s
unimaginable.”



“But don’t you want to know what happened? Why did she leave the cottage
that day and why on foot. If it was her at the Cliffs of Moher that day, why
didn’t she drive there?” There hadn’t been a day since his mother had gone
missing when these questions didn’t swirl around in Junior’s mind, but the doc
it seemed was blocking them out. Was he resigned to fate, had he given up
hope, or was there something somewhere in the days or months leading up to
Ginnie’s disappearance which he hadn’t revealed to Junior.

Junior scratched his head and ran his mind over what he knew about the
circumstances of his mother’s disappearance again. There had been nothing
unusual about Ginnie deciding to take some time out from North Leitrim and to
enroll in a two week series of creative workshops in some small village in
County Clare. He had spoken to her on the phone himself the day before she
took off to join a group of like-minded people who would spend two weeks in
a few rented holiday cottages practicing their art. She was excited about it,
looking forward to the fresh inspiration she expected this would bring her. It
was to be a mixed group she explained, the workshops on offer attracting
painters, sculptors, poets and fiction writers alike. He was not to expect to
hear from her during these two weeks, she intended to make this a perfect
retreat to allow her creative energies to flow freely.

On day 4, at the break of dawn she had set out on a walk leaving her car
parked outside the cottage which she had been sharing with 4 other participants
in the workshops. When she hadn’t returned by lunch time, they had tried to
contact her on her mobile only to find that she hadn’t taken it with her. It had
been left in her bedroom on her bedside table. Her room had not looked as
though she had intended to be out for long, she hadn’t even taken her oilskin
with her. It had been a lovely mild morning when she had left the house. Some
of the workshop participants had then decided to skip their afternoon
workshops to instead go out and look for Ginnie, some on foot, others by car.
They hadn’t found her and the workshop organizer had driven to the nearest
police station to report her missing. She had called Henry first to let him know



and apparently also in the hope that Ginnie might have been in touch with him
and that he might know where she was.

Henry himself in turn had called the police and demanded to know what
was being done to find his missing wife. He had been told that it was early
days yet and there might be some perfectly innocent reason as to why she had
not yet returned. Did she have any friends in the area whom she might have
visited and decided to stay with them overnight and return to the holiday
cottages the next day. They had recommended that Henry stay put in case she
was going to call him which they had seemed to think was very likely and had
asked to be informed once she had made contact with him. Junior had been
unaware of all this until the next evening when his father had finally called
him, distraught and furious at the lack of progress that had been made in County
Clare to locate Ginnie.

“First one man in shock, now we have two men who need looking after,”
she had looked back at him over her shoulder and winked at him. “I’m MJ.
Don’t panic, I’m just a friend. Your father said you’d arrive in the morning and
I don’t trust him to feed himself in the state he is in right now, never mind make
sure you are getting fed. You look a lot like him, except the eyes. You have her
sea blue eyes and you look like you haven’t slept much. I bet you haven’t had
breakfast either. I’ll make us a big breakfast fry.”

Junior had walked straight into the kitchen out of habit, that’s what he had
always done first whenever he came home on a visit. Walk into the kitchen and
raid the fridge for something to gorge down. Russian eggs, sliced crumbed
ham, a few slices of cheddar cheese. He had been taken aback by the sight of a
woman who he had thought had an air about her as though she lived in the
place. She had been placing the large frying pan onto the hub just as he walked
through the door and was reaching for the bottle of olive oil on the shelf behind
the cooker.

He had found the doc in his study talking on the phone. His voice was angry,
growling, “How can you say it’s still early days? My wife has disappeared.



She has been gone for one day and one night and no one knows where she is,
no one has heard from her. This is not like her. No, we did not have an
argument of any kind before she went away to Clare for the creative
workshops. What are you insinuating? That I did something to make her want to
run away? I can’t stay put here any longer knowing that you are doing nothing,
nothing at all to help her, to help us. My son has just joined me from Dublin.
We will drive there today, I want to speak to the people in the cottage she
stayed in, want to see her room, talk to as many people in the area as possible
to find out if anyone has seen her, has spoken to her when she went out walking
yesterday. I’ll have a friend stay here in our house in case she does get in touch
from wherever she might be. How can she just have vanished? Oh no, no, no, I
will not calm down. I am worried about my wife. Who has gone missing! And
from what you are telling me, I will bloody well have to do your job.”

Henry had smashed the receiver down onto the phone. He had smiled at
Junior and stood up to greet him. Had given him a hug and his voice had
softened, “Thanks for dropping everything in Dublin and making your way up
here so quickly, son. I smell breakfast, have you met MJ? She’s a star, she’ll
mind this place while we’re away looking for your mother. Let’s go join her
and have breakfast, will we?”
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#18

Ginnie’s Diary (III) [CW series #18]

Ginnie’s Diary, 23rd September 1974
 
This morning the gardai came to our house to ask about Cathy. There

were two of them, a woman and a man. How did Cathy seem on the day she
went missing. Did she seem upset about something. Who was she talking
with at my party. What time was it when she left. They asked mum could they
talk to me separately without her and mum said she was fine with that.

I was glad that I had an excuse to go to school late. They asked me lots of
questions about Cathy and the O’Kinnears. They wanted to know if Cathy
had a good relationship with her parents. Had she ever mentioned any
quarrels with Mr or Mrs O’Kinnear. They wanted to know how well I know
Cathy’s parents and if I think they are nice. Had she been missing lessons in
school. I think they think Mr O’Kinnear might have something to do with it,
that maybe he beat Cathy sometimes or kept arguing with her and she ran
away because of him. I don’t think so and I told them that I thought that
Henry was a very strange boy. She had left with him before the party was
finished. They said they had already spoken with him and his aunt and at
this time they didn’t think that Henry had anything to do with Cathy running
away. He hardly knew her, so they were wondering if she had been angry
with her mum and dad perhaps and run away to teach them a lesson. She’ll
probably turn up soon they said and me being her best friend and all they
thought she might get in touch with me first. They also wanted to know if I
had any names of any other friends she might trust particularly so that they
could speak with them also, but she is only best friends with me, so I
couldn’t give them any other names.

I think they suspect that Mr O’Kinnear could have beaten Cathy, but I



told them I would know, she would have said and I would have seen bruises
like the black eye on my mum that he gave her the other day.

Mum is becoming good friends with Miss O’Reilly. I don’t like that at all.
Yesterday afternoon she invited her over for tea, Miss O’Reilly brought
Henry along. Mum made a big fuss about them. Miss O’Reilly seems nice,
but Henry gives me the creeps. He makes the little hairs at the back of my
neck stand up. This is not good.

I don’t think Cathy ran away. Something bad was done to her. She
wouldn’t have run away without telling me.
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#19

Welcome Home, Junior (II) [CW series #19]

Henry whistled as he walked from his car to the entrance of the clinic. It had
stopped raining, Luce had received a call from Cath and she had sounded OK,
and he felt invigorated after Luce’s tea.

The New Agers were honouring the full moon tonight, and he could hear a
drum beat in the distance. The sound was faint. Luce had told him to let it
comfort him. All was good.

He hoped that MJ wasn’t going to be too angry that it had got so late. His
clothes were crumpled and a bit mucky, still damp even after the drying out
session in Luce’s caravan. He’d change quickly and then he’d take MJ out for
dinner in Sligo. There was no need to book a table in advance, on a Tuesday
night none of the restaurants was going to be overrun. He’d let MJ decide
where she wanted to eat.

The reception was deserted as was the adjacent kitchen, but the lights were
on in the Blue Sky Room, the door leading into it slightly ajar. He walked
toward it briskly. “Sorry I was away for so long. Give me two minutes to
change into fresh clothes and then let’s go into town. I’ll tell you all about what
happened on the way. MJ?”

A hefty rattle of snoring came from inside and Henry opened the door wider
to peer inside. “Junior!”

“Dad, you’re late. MJ took a cab home. Don’t look so worried, she isn’t
mad at you.”

“What are you doing here? Is everything alright?”
“Long story, but you should go get changed and collect MJ. I’ll tell you all

about it tomorrow. I’m fine, it’s just – I’d like to stay here for a while. Listen,
if your secretary is still battling with the moon sickness tomorrow morning, I
could fill in for her.”



Junior stood up and walked over to him. He was swaying a little.
“You weren’t drinking, were you? I’m getting a whiff of whiskey here. Are

you sure your story can wait until tomorrow?”
“Positive.” Junior sniffed the air above Henry’s shoulder. “And I’m getting

a whiff of let me see, could it be badger, or fox maybe? I think you should
freshen up before your drive down to MJ’s. I’ll text her to let her know that
you’re on your way.”

“Thanks, you do that.” Henry turned around and made to leave, then looked
back over his shoulder and gave Junior a lopsided grin, “Good to see you, son.
Not sure about you manning the reception, but we’ll see. Might ask you for
help with something John mentioned earlier. He was preaching about storing
electronic records in the cloud. I haven’t a clue what he’s talking about, but I
figure you might be able to help me with that.”

“No problem, I can start having a look at that tomorrow. Hurry up now, I’m
about to hit send on that text. Oh, hang on, MJ told me about that woman who
went crazy on you this morning. Is she alright?”

“Seems to be.”
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#20

Online Research [CW series #20]

MJ texted back a smiley. Junior keyed in another text message, “He said the
woman seems to be OK. Dad will tell you all about it over dinner.”

It didn’t take long before his phone buzzed again. “She freaked me out. Been
thinking about her. Looked familiar somehow but can’t think why.”

“What’s her name? I’ll see if Google throws up anything interesting. You
never know.”

“Catherine White”
He walked up the stairs just as his father hurried down, his shoulder length

hair wet from the shower.
“You smell nice. She’s looking forward to seeing you. Have fun.”
“There’s some bread downstairs in the kitchen and butter and cold cuts are

in the fridge if you’re hungry. Sorry, there’s not much else. If I’d known you
were coming…”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m grand. Had a burger and chips at the motorway
station on the way up. And then MJ and I had a load of biscuits with lots of tea
when I got here. Am still stuffed.”

“Right so. Don’t wait up. You look tired.”
Ginnie’s triptych was still on the wall above the bed in his room. Henry had

wanted to put it away thinking it would upset Junior every time he visited and
stayed overnight, but Junior had insisted that it should stay. He loved that
painting. Felt connected with her through it. “I preserve memories through art,”
she had told him.

He sat his rucksack down on the bed and removed his laptop from it. It took
a while to connect to the internet through the satellite broadband.

He typed Catherine White into the Google search box. Whoa, he hadn’t
expected that many hits. The most recent hit was a post by someone called



Luce Robbins who had blogged about a Catherine White and appealed for
donations to be made at a popular “Mind, Body and Soul” event. There was a
photo of the woman and there were links to other articles asking anyone who
might know her or might have seen her before she was rescued to come
forward.

She had suffered memory loss from head injuries sustained in a suspected
hit and run. White may not even be her real name, it said when asked her name
after regaining consciousness she answered Cath, but she didn’t remember
anything else. The blogger, an aura photography and interpretation consultant,
had befriended her and given her this name – both as a means of integrating her
back into society and as a symbol of a new beginning.

So that must be why MJ had thought she looked familiar. He scrutinized the
photographs. Maybe it wasn’t just that, this lady bore a resemblance to MJ
herself. He could well imagine MJ looking like that in twenty years or so.
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#21

Ginnie’s Diary (IV) [CW series #21]

Ginnie’s Diary, 13th October 1974
 
It doesn’t look as if Cathy will come back. No one has seen her. Her

picture was in the paper and there are notices up on lamp posts along the
roads. It’s not a good picture of her. She would hate it if she saw it. 

Mrs O’Kinnear is in hospital and we went in this morning and brought
her flowers. She fell down the stairs and some of her ribs are broken and one
of her wrists is broken and her nose is broken as well. Mum says she doesn’t
believe she fell down the stairs. She thinks Mr O’Kinnear lost his temper
and beat her and maybe he pushed her down the stairs. Mrs O’Kinnear
didn’t say anything, she just nodded thanks for the flowers. We sat with her
for half an hour, but then Mr O’Kinnear came in and he looked at mum with
crazy eyes. We left very quickly then. 

Miss O’Reilly and Henry were here in the afternoon. Henry was carrying
this big basket into the house. “We can’t keep him, because I don’t have a
garden. Have a look and see if you like him. Maybe you can keep him here
and then Henry and I can visit and play with him ever so often?”

He is only 13 weeks old and he is so cute. His name is Luke. I have little
red marks all over my hands and arms. His little teeth are like very sharp
needles, he doesn’t bite, but when he plays with me and nibbles me his teeth
prick my skin. He is black and white and very fluffy. More black than white
and he has very dark eyes, they are almost black, like Henry’s. 

Henry says he is a Border Collie, and he will be big and can protect me
and my mum when he is grown up. He called him Luke, because it means the
giver of light. Light makes darkness disappear he said. He is a strange boy,
but I think I am beginning to like him. 



I asked him why he always wears black clothes and he said this strange
thing, he said “Because I’m looking for light.”

Maybe mum is right and he is just very sad. It has to be hard when your
mother dies and then your father leaves and completely disappears. My dad
left us but we know where he is and he comes to see us sometimes and then
he and mum always have a row, and he sends presents for my birthdays and
at Christmas, mostly ones I don’t like much and that’s because he doesn’t
really know me being away from us now. But he’s not totally gone. 

Henry and I were playing with Luke, and Mum and Miss O’Reilly thought
I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I heard that Miss O’Reilly told
Mum that she knows one of the gardai who had come to see us and asked lots
of questions about Cathy and her parents. She knows the woman and she
must read a lot because she comes to the library often and takes out books to
read. And she said that the police are wanting to talk to Mrs O’Kinnear
again without Mr O’Kinnear there when she is a bit better and can speak
better again. Mum said she was afraid of him after the box he gave her and
she wouldn’t be surprised if he had hurt his wife and Cathy.

“I’m done with men,” Mum said, “but at least my ex-husband is only a
cheating peacock. He never hit out at me or Ginnie. Imagine being afraid of
your husband. I think the poor woman is terrified of him.”

“Now, please don’t tell anyone about what Chris told me or she’ll get into
trouble.” Chris must be the name of the woman garda who asked me
questions that day.

“Of course I won’t, Ger.” Mum kissed Miss O’Reilly on the cheek and
gave Henry a hug when they left.

 
© Ash N. Finn, 2016

Permalink: https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/10/12/ginnies-diary-iv/

https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/10/12/ginnies-diary-iv/


#22

Ginnie’s Diary (V) [CW series #22]

Ginnie’s Diary, 20th October 1974
 
Somebody else has gone missing now. They’re not sure since when. I

heard Miss O’Reilly and mum talking about it when Henry and I came back
inside after playing with Luke in the garden.

A boy is missing, an older boy. 18 years is still a child mum was saying
and she asked how it can be that they don’t know for how long he might have
been missing. He is a nephew of Miss O’Reilly’s, that makes him a cousin of
Henry’s. Ginger Farrell is his name. Henry says he doesn’t know him very
well at all and that he is a bully. 

Henry’s dad didn’t get on with any of his sisters and he hated the man
Aunt Aoife had married, called him a thug in front of lots of people at the
wedding reception. Henry’s mum had tried to mend things a bit while she
was alive and had invited Aunt Aoife and her family to Henry’s christening
and in the years after to Henry’s birthday parties as well. In turn they had
been invited when Aoife’s kids celebrated their birthdays. 

Ginger is the youngest and there are two older sisters, so I think Henry’s
dad must have been the youngest also with two older sisters. They didn’t
have much contact other than for the children’s birthdays and then that
stopped altogether when Henry’s mum got ill with the cancer.

Anyway, it seems that Henry might have been the last one to have seen
him and that was weeks ago. He’s been trying to remember what day it was.
It was a few days before my birthday. Ginger had followed him on his way
back to Miss O’Reilly’s place one evening, the last bit of the way is through
the park and there weren’t any other people around. Henry still had the keys
to his dad’s house and they don’t know what to do with the house, he hopes



his dad will come back and he still keeps a lot of his stuff there. He went
back to get his guitar.

He thinks Ginger might have been looking for his dad because he bullied
him for money ever so often, and his dad would give him some. He must have
watched Henry leave the house with the guitar and a rucksack with some
other stuff, and then he followed him. He attacked Henry in the park and
stole the guitar when he found that Henry didn’t have any money on him.

Miss O’Reilly said that Ginger wasn’t living with his parents any longer.
He didn’t come to see them very often and when he did they were usually
fighting about him not holding down a job and the lads with whom he was
hanging around. He was staying with different people all the time and
sometimes he was sleeping rough in the park.

He’s never forgotten Aunt Aoife’s birthday though and that was last week
and he didn’t call. That’s when they wondered if something might have
happened to him and they started looking for him and calling into hospitals
as well in case he might have had an accident or something.
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#23

Trickster [CW series #23]

Henry was whistling all the way down the stairs on his way into the kitchen.
There was a lovely breakfast smell, a blend of freshly made toast and coffee.

“Aha, Pergolesi’s Stabat Mater. Had a good night then last night, I take it?
Didn’t hear you come back, I slept like a baby.” Junior pointed toward a large
glass bowl filled to the rim with espresso capsules in different colours,
“Which colour will it be this lovely Wednesday morning?”

“I’ll have an orange capsule, please.”
Junior grinned and reached into the front pouch of the black cotton hoodie

he was wearing and pulled out an orange capsule. “Ta ra! I guessed right so.
I’m good.”

“Impressive. Are you going to tell me how you did that?”
Junior slid the orange coloured espresso capsule into the espresso machine.

He loved the ritual of inserting the capsule and pressing the button to set off the
murmur and vibrations which produced the steamy brown broth, age old
instiller of vitality and clear thought.

“Okay, it was easy. You have five different colours there, see?” He
removed another four capsules from his trouser pockets and dropped them
back into the glass bowl. “It wasn’t difficult to remember which pocket had
which capsule in it. I’ve already had two cups. There was a crow pecking at
the window, woke me up.”

Henry laughed and gave Junior’s arm a playful punch. “Ah, Luce would say
that’s your totem animal and tell you all about what it means.”

“Luce? Not the same Luce who blogs about Mind, Body and Soul events by
any chance? Luce what’s her name, Robbins I think.”

“Now, there’s a surprise. That’s her alright. Lovely woman, if somewhat
eccentric. How did you come across her? I didn’t have you down as a spritual



sort of guy, Mr IT guy and big city dweller.”
“I was a bit wired after you left last night and that woman MJ told me about,

Cath, Catherine White, the one you’d been so worried about after a tantrum
she’d thrown here, she kept going around in my head. So I googled her. I hadn’t
really expected to find anything about her on the internet, but man, you
wouldn’t believe how many hits I got. And there was this blog post by a Luce
Robbins. How much do you know about this Catherine White, can she really
not remember anything from before the hit and run?”

Henry sighed, “I don’t know, I guess not. I’m not dealing with any past life
events in my therapy sessions with people who come to me for stress relief and
to give their overwrought minds a break, so the subject never came up. Not
until yesterday that is. She accused me of not caring. Said she needed help with
remembering and that I was blocking that.”

“Don’t you think it’s weird that no one has ever come forward, someone
somewhere has to know who she is. Her picture was all over the papers and
the internet, Facebook, Twitter, everything. I’m curious now and I’d like to
meet her.”

“Not much chance of that I’m afraid. She stormed out of here and I don’t
think she’ll ever come back to see me again. It was like she thought I was the
impersonation of the devil himself. I tried to reason with her, gave her John’s
card, but she hasn’t got in touch with his practice to make an appointment. Not
yet anyway. She called Luce yesterday afternoon telling her she was going into
a retreat for a couple of weeks. Actually I think I have a flyer from that place
on the notice board at reception. An Tobair Ban it’s called, and they don’t
allow any contact with the outside world, take people’s mobiles and laptops
off them on entry and only hand them back when they leave.”

Junior scratched his head, “Hm, maybe a couple of days retreat would do
me good, too.”

The phone at reception rang and Henry went out to answer it. When he
returned after a few minutes, he flung himself into the chair with an air of



exhaustion.
“Can’t let you go off on a retreat just yet I’m afraid. That bloody moon. Do

you still want to make yourself useful around here?”
“Sure. Secretary still suffering the effects of the full moon then? No

worries, I can fill in.”
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#24

A Choice of P(l)ace [CW series #24]

“So how was your first day as a secretary?” Henry grinned. It was 1pm and he
had just finished his morning’s therapy sessions. An uneventful morning by
comparison to the previous day. He thought Junior had done well. Somehow he
couldn’t help but think of him as an awkward teenager still who at sixteen had
rebelled against his parents’ decision to move from the city to the boring
middle of nowhere, but he was nearing his thirtieth birthday. Time was sure
flying even here in the country where the pace of life was slower than it had
been when the O’Reilly’s lived in Dublin and Henry had been a GP with long
working hours and too little time for his family.

Junior looked happy now. Of course it was easier to be happy, if being in a
place was a matter of one’s own choice. He had followed Henry’s prompt to
change into different, brighter clothes, the concession being that he was
wearing a pink shirt with the black pair of leather trousers instead of the black
hoodie which he had sported at breakfast.

“You look good in pink,” Henry walked over to the reception desk and sat
down on the edge watching his son typing, “I think I have a shirt like this.
Haven’t worn it in ages though. MJ doesn’t like it on me.”

“That’s good, because it is yours. I borrowed it this morning.”
“Ah, that explains why it looked familiar. You can keep it if you like. I see

you’re taking to secretarial life like a fish in water.”
Junior nodded and tilted his head over to a pile of folders beside the

computer. “I’ve started looking at how to best organize your records
electronically. I’m hoping your secretary is good at deciphering your squiggles.
She can start typing these up while I continue looking around for the most
suitable cloud storage solution. I’ll need to talk to you as well to show me your
current system and to decide how far back we want to go with this. I’d suggest



that we start with the live records and work our way back. I’m thinking we’d
need to decide on an approach that makes most sense. I guess you have
regulars, occasionals, once offs, past regulars who have stopped therapy. I’d
like to understand if you already categorize your records in some way. Oh, and
I was looking for Catherine White’s file but couldn’t find it. I know you said
she won’t come back, but you mentioned she’d been a regular up to yesterday
and I was curious and wanted to have a look at the record you have kept of
her.”

“I gave it to John to read through when I met him for lunch yesterday. I’d
given her John’s contact details thinking he might be able to help her, but I
don’t hold much hope that she’ll make an appointment with him. She was really
mad at me and I doubt that she’ll do anything I suggested. She’s gone to this
White Well Hermitage place now for a retreat. I hope it helps her to shut
everyone she knows out rather than plunging her even deeper into anger and
despair.”

“John rang while you had your last therapy session for the day going on. She
was lovely by the way, a bit standoffish at first but then we got chatting and
when she paid up for today she made another appointment for same time next
week. I’ll meet her for a drink tonight.”

“Hm, do I sense romance in the air? She might be coming back to see me
because of you looking so well in my pink shirt. She’s the girl from the village
shop, she’s let me place flyers there and said she got curious about mindfulness
and wanted to see what it was like. I had her down as a once off, but you never
know, do you,” Henry winked, “So what did John say?”

“Said to ring him back. He wants to meet up with you. He said to let you
know that he hadn’t heard, you’d know what he’s talking about. He also asked
me if I speak any Italian. Do you know what that’s about?”

“No idea. His girlfriend is Italian but her English is good. I better call him
back.” Henry went into his study and closed the door. A few minutes later he
re-emerged. “We’re meeting for lunch in Sligo town in the An Fidleir Dubh.



He wants to talk about that file I left with him, says he thinks he came across
something interesting and that he’s spoken with a mate of his to try and verify a
suspicion he has. I said I might bring you along, since you’re interested in the
case and I guess you’re hungry after this morning’s work. Are you coming?
We’ll take the jeep, I’m not sitting on the back of that motorbike.”
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#25

A Close Call [CW series #25]

Junior was both hungry and curious. He jumped at the invitation to join his
father to meet John and find out what it was that John had discovered in the
mysterious woman’s file.

“We haven’t yet had a chance to talk about why you left Dublin. What
happened, want to tell me about it now?” Henry manoeuvred the jeep around a
sharp bend in the narrow road.

Junior sighed. He’d only been back in Leitrim at his father’s place for one
night and already his life in the city felt like it was something remembered
from a distant past.

“I’m really glad I came here, dad. I feel so much better for it already.
Things got so stressful in Dublin, I couldn’t cope. I hardly slept at all, worked
anything up to 16 hours a day and then I started having these weird episodes.
All of a sudden I’d do weird stuff, lose control over what I was thinking and
doing.”

“Did they fire you from work?” Henry turned to look at his son’s profile.
Junior continued looking straight ahead as though the bumpy pot-holed road

was waiting for a response from him and not his father. “No, I quit before they
got a chance to do that. Mind you they mightn’t have because I’d been working
for them long enough to have been entitled to a chunky redundancy payment.
It’s not that I did anything bad, nothing that harmed the business or any of my
coworkers. I was just getting weird episodes when I’d -, I was afraid that I
might – watch out!”

Henry slammed on the brakes and the jeep swerved around a tractor that
had appeared in front of them out of nowhere. He hit the horn twice once he’d
circumvented the unexpected obstacle and steadied the car. “Jesus, that was a
close call. We could have gone into the ditch there. Good thing I wasn’t driving



very fast.”
“Who was the old fellow on the tractor? He just came out of that driveway

onto the road without looking to see if there was anyone else on the road.”
“Peter’s dad. His farm is at the bottom of our hill.”
“Peter, wasn’t that the guy who hung himself last year?”
“Yes, odd man his father. I went to see him and his wife once to express my

condolences. His wife seemed to be afraid of him. She offered me a cup of tea
and he just gave her one look and then she made a quick excuse that she
couldn’t make tea because the water pump had stalled and there was no water.
He couldn’t get rid of me fast enough. The wife, you never see her out and
about. He does any shopping. I had a feeling that she would have liked to talk
to me but he wouldn’t let her. Maybe I imagined it, maybe she just wants to be
left alone. Peter was their only child, they must be devastated, both of them.
Anyway, you were saying?”

“It’s good to be home, dad. Thanks for not minding me staying, I’ll make
myself useful, and I could work on converting the shed. Give you some privacy
and not be under your feet and in your way. What do you think?”

“Sure, you’re welcome to join the family business for as long as you like.
And if you want to talk some more about these weird episodes – is there
anything I can do to help?”

“I was thinking of giving your mindfulness exercises a try. Maybe you could
do a few sessions with me?”
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#26

The Old Man [CW series #26]

The old man continued the drive down the hill to the village on his tractor. He
had recognized the jeep which had nearly swerved off the road when he pulled
out of the driveway. It was the odd doctor from that clinic up on the hill. The
man Peter had gone to see for some sort of therapy. Didn’t prevent his son from
killing himself, did it. Would have served that man right to land in the ditch and
break his neck. He scanned the fields to the left and right to see if Blacky might
be roaming about them somewhere. He was still hoping to find him and hoped
that he hadn’t wandered into one of Jimmy’s fields further down below, close
to the village, and set about practicing his instincts and chase cows and sheep
around. He had gone past his own, barren fields now, and seen no sign of the
dog. The bloody woman. It was all her fault. First Peter and now the dog. He
tightened his grip on the steering wheel. He’d seen to her, given her a right old
beating before he set out on his drive down to the village shop.

He recognized some of the cows and sheep in Jimmy’s fields as the ones
he’d sold after Peter’s death. They were grazing in groups and there was no
sign of any disturbance. If Blacky had been here, he was now either dead,
because Jimmy would not hesitate to send a bullet from his shotgun through any
stray he caught entering his farmland, or had been picked up by someone who
took him in. They might have put a dog found notice up in the shop. He’d have
a look while he was in there getting his groceries.

He liked going to the shop because of the girl who worked there. She was
young, around 25 give or take he guessed. She hardly ever gave him as much as
a glance, kept her eyes fixed to the screen on her mobile phone pretty much all
the time, but she was his type and he had taken notice of her. Red curls, white
skin, a few freckles across the ridge of her nose. She looked a bit like the wife
when she was young, slimmer, not as plump and there wasn’t as much rosiness



to her cheeks. She also looked a bit like the one he had kept in the shed, the one
who had born children for him, his son Peter and later the unnamed girls he had
sold into adoption. Come to think about it, she bore more of a resemblance to
the woman who had got away from him because of the wife. It was all the
wife’s fault. He’d make sure she wouldn’t stop suffering for it until her dying
days. The girl though, the one in the shop, she was about the right age, wasn’t
she, the last of the baby girls that had gone to some childless couple in Dublin
for adoption would be about her age now. No questions asked, fee paid in
cash. Surely she couldn’t be, could she? He shook his head as he pulled up
outside the shop. That would be too much of a coincidence, a discarded child
of his turning up in his village. He’d have another look at her now to see how
much of a likeness there was.

She was watching him from inside the shop as he jumped off his tractor,
stooping and wincing for a moment with some sudden pain that must have shot
up his spine, then straightening himself and turning around stiffly toward the
tractor to retrieve the shopping bag, a large stained cotton bag which when it
had seen better days must have been white. He looked old and tired, no longer
the hulk of a young man with a volatile temper who she had once been afraid
of. Luckily she hadn’t been his type then and had never been the object of his
aggressive advances when they were young, but there had been stories of him
getting rough with some of the girls, even rumours that he had raped one of the
girls or tried to rape her and she got away, depending on who told the story.
Joe’s father had been a much respected and important pillar of the local
community at that time, he was chairman of the farmer’s association, so if there
had been any truth to those rumours, they would have got hushed up by
unspoken local consensus. To look at Joe now, surely he no longer had the
physical strength to do any harm and intimidate anyone. The tragedy of his
son’s death must have subdued him and shown him that God’s power was after
all stronger than the brutish power he had let loose in drunken brawls with the
other lads before he finally got married to a woman who hadn’t been a local



and let herself be controlled by him. Never mixed with the locals, he must have
forbidden her to do that and she would have obeyed his orders. Seemed happy
enough, especially once they had Peter. It was odd that she had kept out of sight
during her pregnancy, had the baby at home. No doctor had ever gone to see
her, no midwife, there had been just the two of them, her and Joe. It was hard
to picture Joe acting the midwife, but there you are. You never know what folk
are really like and capable of behind closed doors. Fiona said the old man
gave her the creeps every time he came to the shop, that he stared at her in a
strange way, took a lot of time over doing his shopping so that he could ogle
her. Eileen made a mental note to tell her that while he certainly had been a
rogue when he was a young lad, he was only a sad old man now. There was no
reason to get spooked by him.

Of course Fiona wasn’t local and couldn’t be expected to be familiar with
all the local types some of whom must seem a bit strange to city folk, she’d
only moved here from the city when she was going out with one of Jimmy’s
sons who had spent some time in Dublin studying to become a vet. Once he
was finished studying he wanted to move back to the farm and she came along.
The relationship hadn’t lasted, but she’d taken a fancy to the area, liked to go
to the seaside to surf and so she stayed. She moved into an old cottage on the
main road leading out of the village. There wasn’t much money to be earned
from working in the shop but the rent was cheap and her parents doted on her
and visited often and every time they came up to see her they gave her a bit of
extra money.

Their eyes met when he entered the dim small shop and she sensed his
disappointment when he noticed Fiona wasn’t there. His eyes darted up and
down the single aisle.

“Where is the girl?” he asked in a scruffy growl.
“Hi Joe, long time no see. How are you and how is your wife? I am well,

thank you, apart from the arthritis which has crept into my old bones. The
young lady who works here and is employed by me to do so is entitled to some



time off. She’s taken a few days holidays to enjoy herself and do whatever she
pleases and I’m all for it, you know. She’s hardly taken any days off at all yet
this year, and there has to be a world outside the confines of this little shop for
someone as young and lovely as her.”

Joe only gave a grunt in response and set off down the aisle to gather up the
items he had come to get. Eileen wouldn’t have known but he bought more than
he would have done had Fiona been in the shop, enough supplies to last him
and the wife for the rest of the week. He had no desire to come back down
until the girl was back behind the till. He stopped for a moment at the end of
the aisle and scanned the notice board. There were all sorts of flyers for local
businesses pinned to it, the odd doctor’s among them, but nothing about anyone
having found a stray dog. He sighed and turned to walk up to the till to pay for
his groceries.

Eileen noticed that he avoided looking at her, but she wasn’t going to be
silenced by this grumpy old man. They had isolated themselves from the
community around them, Joe and his wife, and after what happened with Peter
last year things could only have got worse in that department. Joe had sold off
all his livestock and retired as a farmer so he wouldn’t even get a whiff of a
social life any longer through going to the cattle and sheep markets. It might
just take a bit of confident and gentle persistence on her side to get him out of
his prickly shell a little.

“That’s a lovely bit of ham,” she intoned cheerfully, “got it delivered fresh
from the butcher only this morning. Let me hold the bag open for you and you
can drop all your shopping in, there now.”

No response once again except for a grunt and no eye contact, but he did as
told and placed his shopping inside the filthy shopping bag while she held it
open for him. He handed over a fifty note and she gave him back his change.

“It’s been good to see you, Joe. Tell your wife I asked about her. How is she
keeping?”

This woman was insufferable. He couldn’t control himself any longer and



slammed his fist hard on the counter. “None of your bloody business,” he
shouted and turned to walk out of the shop a lot more quickly than he had
entered it.

Eileen stared after him open-mouthed. She was beginning to think that it
wasn’t such a wonder after all that the old man was giving Fiona the creeps.

Joe let a black Mini pass before reversing back out onto the road. It looked
like the car that was usually parked outside the shop, which he was pretty sure
was the girl’s car. It was going in the same direction he was going, but the little
car was a good bit faster than his old tractor and soon went out of his sight. He
kept ambling along the main road and as he got closer to the end of the village
saw the car stopped by the side of the road, its boot open. It was the girl
alright. He’d recognize her flame red curls anywhere. He slowed his speed
even more to get a better look. Some idiot behind him hit the horn and he
waved him past. A city type probably, how else could it be such a bloody big
deal to overtake a tractor on a quiet road. She was lifting a large bag of what
looked like dog nuts out of the boot of her car and a plastic bag carrying the
logo of a pet shop. He let out a soft whistle through clenched teeth. Bingo.
Now he knew where she lived.

© Ash N. Finn
Permalink: https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/11/12/the-old-man/

https://ashnfinn.wordpress.com/2016/11/12/the-old-man/


#27

Mamma’s Boy [CW series #27]

The contrast to the day before couldn’t have been bigger as Henry pulled up
outside the An Fidleir Dubh in his jeep. Today the sun was shining and there
were a few people sitting at two small tables that had been placed outside.
There was Mariella, her black hair shiny, reflecting the sun rays. She was
taking an order at the table nearest the entrance and gave Henry a smile and a
wave of the hand that was holding the pen she used to write down the orders of
drinks and various sandwiches and an Irish breakfast. A black board outside
the entrance was advertising its all day availability in large, confident, yet
playful and curvy handwriting. Possibly Mariella’s handwriting Henry mused,
it would seem to fit her personality as much as he could glimpse it. Not that he
had that much to go on given that this was only their second encounter.

Inside the place was a lot less busy than it had been yesterday. The Spanish
surfers that had crowded the small pub yesterday and filled it with the
animated sound of their chit chat which seemed to be spoken at the velocity of
machine gun fire and with their laughter and the clinking of pint glasses must be
out doing what they intended to spend their time doing when they chose to
spend their holidays here. It was only barely less dim inside than it had been
the previous day, the cosy atmosphere on the inside rather sheltered from the
bright day outside. The two stained glass windows toward the front of the pub
filtered out most of the sunlight.

John was sitting at a table next to one of the windows and waved them over
to join him.

“Mariella is just serving a couple of tables outside. She’ll be back in a bit
to take your order. I recommend the all day Irish if you’re hungry. Goes well
with the decent stout they serve here also. You look a bit starved, both of you.”

John fixed his eyes on both men in turn as they sat down. “I envy you your



genes, neither of you has an ounce of excess weight and don’t tell me you’re
exercising and eating healthily all the time. I know you’re not. Me on the other
hand. I go to the gym once a month,” he chuckled and patted his little belly
pouch fondly, “and I lift weights at home, in moderation, and these days
whenever that young lad is putting them down for a little while and lets me
have a go at them which is practically never, but I ramble. Good to see you
again, Junior. Henry tells me you’re taking an interest in the mysterious lady
from the ditch.”

“Good to see you, too, and I am, yes. Did dad tell you that I googled her
name last night and couldn’t believe the number of hits I was getting. That’s
quite some story. I’m fascinated and curious to find out more. I’d love to meet
the woman actually. But what’s this about a young lad hogging the weights in
your house. Last time we met must have been about a year ago, right, and you
didn’t have any offspring then. If that’s changed since then surely the boy
wouldn’t be old enough yet to exercise with dumbbells.”

“No, it’s not my lad, it’s Mariella’s …, ah, there she is now. She’ll take
your order.”

“Ciao belli,” a deep southern voice and very pleasant to the ear. So this
was John’s new girlfriend. Junior felt a pang of envy at the ease with which
John seemed to enter into consecutive relationships with it had to be said very
attractive women.

Mariella winked at John, “I see you have multiplied your friends times two
since yesterday, caro. Good on you. I have met Henry, but who is this new
young man, will you introduce us?”

“I’m Junior,” Junior volunteered with a slight blush to his clean-shaved pale
cheeks.

“Junior, this is not your real name though, am I right. It is a kind of
nickname. Why do they call you Junior if you don’t think me too nosy to be
asking such a thing?”

“That would be mine and my wife’s fault I have to confess,” Henry chipped



in with a grin, “We all felt that Henry the second sounded a tad too pompous so
settled for Henry Junior which then quickly got shortened to just Junior and it
kind of stuck. Sorry son.”

Junior shrugged his shoulders and beamed a broad smile up toward
Mariella.

“I like it,” she announced in return, “thanks for indulging me with an
explanation. I am still learning the ways of this country. So tell me, gentlemen,
what can I get you?”

They placed their orders of Irish breakfasts, a stout each for Junior and
John, and a regular coffee and glass of tap water for Henry who was diligent
about not drinking when driving and still a little shaken after the incident with
the tractor on the way into town. Once Mariella was out of earshot, Junior felt
it was safe to quiz John some more about that young lad.

“Did you mean to tell us that Mariella has a son who is old enough to
exercise with weights? And is that why you asked me if I speak Italian,
although if Mariella’s command of English is anything to go by that shouldn’t
be necessary to be able to communicate with a child of hers.”

“No, no, no. Not her son. He’s her brother, Mario. Over for the month on a
break. Allegedly heartbroken over a girl back home in Italy who dumped him
for his best friend last month, although I have a feeling he uses that to his
advantage. He’s eighteen, a spoilt little brat, not so little actually and totally
obsessed with keeping his muscles toned. His English is very limited, unless
he is faking that which I wouldn’t put past the sneaky little you know what
either. A total mamma’s boy, used to being waited on hand and foot. Makes
himself totally dependent on Mariella and crowds me out. He is going to be
here for another three weeks, near enough three weeks, and I’m desperate to
find a way of getting him out of my hair a bit. Not a word to Mariella, please,
he is family,” John rolled his eyes up toward the low ceiling in dramatic
fashion, “and we have to give him first class treatment otherwise there will be
hell to pay if mamma hears of anything not meeting expectations.”



“Hm, I don’t speak Italian, but I was thinking of going surfing one of the
days this week if the weather holds up. I could see if he wants to come along.
Might break the ice a bit and make him feel more confident about mixing with
folks outside of your house.”

“Junior, that’s a great idea. Good man. Just make sure nothing happens to
him, don’t let him drown or anything like that, or…”

“Or there’ll be hell to pay if mamma hears of any mishap, I know.”
A round of laughter erupted from their table and a couple of old men who

were propped up against the bar with their backs turned to them swung around
to scrutinize them.

Mariella arrived with the drinks and indicated that the Irish breakfasts
would follow shortly. “You three look very happy together. You should meet
your friends more often, caro.”
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#28

Dreams [CW series #28]

Henry couldn’t remember when he had last felt so happy. He found himself
enjoying the easy company of John and the renewed closeness to his son,
whose burden, whatever it was, seemed to be lifting off him now that he had
returned home. A flickering thought of Ginnie gave him a brief flash of guilt but
that disappeared as quickly as it had struck him, chased away by laughter
following John’s loud burp after finishing his Irish breakfast. He was reminded
of his student days, a time in his life which when looking back became more
and more glorified, when John had acted as the catalyst of introducing a much
needed mix of lightness, brightness and confidence into Henry’s personality.

Junior sensed that Mariella was keeping watch over their table and tried to
eat a little faster. He was the slowest eater at their table. Mariella appeared as
soon as he had wiped his mouth with the white paper napkin, staining it red
with the ample ketchup he’d used on the potato wedges.

“You’re a lucky man, she is gorgeous,” he said to John while Mariella was
away getting them the second round of drinks which John had ordered. Even
his dad had succumbed to the chummy atmosphere and had ordered a glass of
stout which John reassured him would keep him well under the limit and
wouldn’t impair his driving capabilities in the least bit.

John grinned and shrugged, “She’s taken a shine to you two. I don’t get this
VIP treatment when I’m in here for lunch by myself. Maybe we should make
this lunch meeting a regular occurrence. Which reminds me that I asked you
guys to meet me here for a reason.”

He reached under the table and lifted his briefcase up onto the chair beside
him to pull out a dog-eared and coffee-stained folder.

“Ah yes,” Henry scratched the top of his head eying the yellow post-it
stickers which protruded from it, “you said you had spotted something in her



file. Some sort of a pattern judging by the post-its. What did I miss?”
“Don’t blame yourself, it’s so subtle that I’m not even one hundred percent

sure that I’m right about this, but it’s intriguing nonetheless. I think there’s a
very good possibility that she has started retrieving her memory of past events.
Have a look at this note you made here of something she told you about before
you started your therapy session with her a couple of months back. Of course it
may not mean anything, but …”

John opened the file at the first post-it note and turned it around pushing it
toward his old friend. Henry took his reading glasses out of his shirt pocket
and placed them on his nose. He read with a frown of concentration, moved on
to the next post-it, then the next and the one after it.

“I think I see what you mean. It didn’t occur to me that this could be of any
importance and I only recorded a brief summary of what she recounted each
time. There would have been more detail in what she actually said. I guess I’ve
been blinded by my focus on helping people through making them focus on the
present moment. If this means what I think you think it means then, good God, it
would explain why it all came to a head yesterday and why she was so angry
with me.”

“Can I see?” Junior reached for the file. Henry nodded.
“Dreams,” he looked up at John and then over to Henry, “she told you about

dreams she had and it started about 2 months ago that she did that.” He closed
the folder and pushed it back across the table toward John, “So what do you
think?”

“I think she may be getting close to remembering what was done to her and
who did it. Where did you say Luce said she went, some sort of a retreat?”

“The White Well Hermitage. You don’t think that someone there might have
anything to do with this terrible business?”

“I don’t know, I hope she’s safe there.”
“Junior, didn’t you say you felt that you might benefit from a weekend

retreat? Maybe not such a bad idea after all.”
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#29

Fiona [CW series #29]

Junior felt a little self-conscious when he parked his bike outside the Fidleir.
Had he chosen the right place for what was a first date with a young woman he
had taken an instant liking to earlier this morning, what would she think of him
still (or again rather, because he had taken a shower prior to setting off to their
meeting place) in his father’s pink shirt under the biker’s leather jacket which
would come off as soon as he stepped inside the pub. He hadn’t been able to
think of a different place. Mariella was bound to pass a comment about him
returning here so soon after his first visit. He was out of practice when it came
to arranging a date, that was obvious.

If the circumstances hadn’t been so spontaneous, he could have planned
things out a bit better, researched the gastronomy, suggested a place that would
have been more likely to impress, a good restaurant maybe. As it was, he
didn’t even have clothes with him that would have suited a different setting.
Fiona had sounded happy enough though when he called her on her mobile
after his lunch with Henry and John and if there had been any disappointment at
his suggestion to meet up in the An Fidleir Dubh, her voice had given nothing
away. She had proposed to meet there early, around half six, which would give
them some quiet time there and an opportunity to have a conversation before
the pub would fill up with surfers and get too noisy and crammed.

He removed his helmet and ran his fingers through his straight shoulder
length black hair, still moist from the shower he had taken before he left the
house. Once inside, his nerves didn’t take long to steady. Mariella beamed at
him from behind the bar and shouted a cheerful “Ciao, Junior” and Fiona was
already there looking very much at ease sitting at the bar and chatting away to
Mariella. She was wearing casual clothes, a pair of baggy worker’s jeans and
a black cotton shirt against which her red curls stood out in lively contrast. Not



a bad start.
“Nice to see you’re on your way to becoming a regular here, and good to

see you again so soon,” Mariella said, “Fiona comes here once or twice a
week and we speak in Italian. I’ve just told her that my brother Mario is
staying with us for a few weeks, poverino, with his broken heart and he will
not leave the house much because his English, it is no good and he is too shy to
try.”

“I was thinking of calling around to your place tomorrow or Friday
afternoon to ask if he’d like to come surfing with me. That’s if the weather
holds. Do you think he’d like that? We could rent surf boards and wet suits and
spend a few hours in Strandhill. Might give him a chance to make a few friends
and overcome his shyness, maybe forget about his broken heart for a while,
too.”

“That sounds like a great idea, Junior. I will say it to Mario.”
“Can I come along, too?” Fiona asked, “I have taken a few days holidays

and I was thinking of going surfing myself.”
“That’d be even better. I’ll ask my dad to give me a lend of the jeep and

then I can give both of you a lift. Let’s try for tomorrow. How does 2 o’clock
sound? I’m helping dad out in the clinic in the morning, his secretary has been
out sick and I’m not sure if she’ll be back tomorrow, so the afternoon would
work best. How come you speak Italian?”

“Fiona’s papa is Italian,” Mariella chipped in and winked at him.
“Yes, he is, he runs an Italian restaurant in Dublin. My mother is Irish,”

Fiona ran a hand through her unruly red curls, “I guess my hair comes from
somewhere in her genes even though she doesn’t have red hair herself, hers is
quite dark.”

They decided to move to a table before the pub would fill up some more
and ended up sitting at the same table by the window at which Junior had sat
earlier in the day with his father and John. He found her easy company and
soon he found himself telling her about the mysterious woman who had caused



quite an upset at his father’s clinic the previous morning prior to his arrival
from Dublin. He pulled out his phone and googled Catherine White to show
Fiona Luce’s blog post and the photograph of Cath.

Fiona stared at the picture with an expression of surprise. “I saw her
yesterday. She came to the village shop and bought a few things, bread, cheese,
milk, and a tin of dog food. I didn’t think much of it at the time but when I found
the dog tied up not far from the shop and the empty dog tin beside him I thought
that she must have either left him tied up there herself or maybe he was already
there, that someone else had abandoned him there, and she took pity on him and
bought some food for him to keep him going.”

“Yesterday morning, are you sure it was her?”
“Yes, positive, it was her, I’m sure. I found the dog on my way to the car

after I’d finished work. He’d been left there, tied to a post with a length of old
rope. There was no collar on him. He was wagging his tail at me and whined,
so I took him home.”

“That’s very strange. She was meant to be somewhere else. I wonder where
she went.”
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#30

Creep [CW series #30]

They decided to leave the pub early enough, it was only going on 10 o’clock.
Fiona had started feeling a little restless. She had assured Junior that it wasn’t
that she didn’t enjoy his company, in fact she really enjoyed talking to him and
showed a keen interest in the mystery of the woman who she suspected was
going to discover a great deal of sadness should she succeed in starting to
remember her past. She had touched his elbow and her eyes had glossed over
with a wet sheen when she had empathized with the as yet unknown story of the
poor woman’s life. No, it was the dog she had started worrying about. He
might be afraid, being left alone in her small cottage and she hadn’t thought of
leaving a light on somewhere and maybe she should have left the radio on at
low volume to make him feel more secure. She had no doubts that his story
was a sad one also, although at least even though he had been abandoned he
had been left in a place of relative safety, where his chances of being found
and taken in by someone who cared about his wellbeing were pretty good and
he had been given a tin of food. The circumstances in which the poor woman
had been found and the subsequent loss of her memory and the failed attempts
at rousing someone somewhere who knew her, cared about her, made her feel
very sad.

“She must be a good person to have done that, to have bought him a tin of
food. I wish we could help her.”

They were standing in the small parking lot outside the An Fidleir Dubh,
reluctant to part ways. Junior asked Fiona where she lived and found that the
cottage she was renting on the edge of the village was on his way home. He
suggested to drive behind her on her way home and maybe he could come in
for a few minutes and meet the dog.

“I’d like that,” she said, “and maybe you could help me decide on what to



call him. I think I’ll keep him, and I can’t keep calling him poor dog. That’s not
going to help his development. He seems a very young dog still, and he’s a bit
timid right now, the poor thing.”

There was barely any traffic on the road once they had left the city behind
them. Fiona led the way in her Mini. It was a clear night, the moon still an
almost perfectly round ball in the sky. They drove past fields, and the loosely
strewn about farmhouses, set back from the road a good bit, long driveways
leading to them. One or two large rectangles of light allowing glimpses inside.
People here in the country didn’t use blinds or curtains much and what struck
him was that apart from that the most common denominator between these
dwellings was the large wall-mounted flat screen television. The old Romans
had large murals and mosaics, we have super-sized TVs. He wondered
whether Fiona’s home had one of these immense things also. Somehow he
couldn’t picture it. She seemed to be into social media and he had caught her
checking her Facebook feed whenever he returned having been away from their
table to go to the bar or to the toilet. At one point she had become a bit
flustered about it and explained that she was trying to keep her mother from
fussing and ringing her way too often. She’d instigated the use of Facebook, but
now, whenever she didn’t show enough presence there and didn’t like pictures
and random statuses her mother was posting quickly enough, her mother would
worry that something might be amiss and would call to make sure she was OK.
Comes with being an only child she had shrugged.

They were on the main road through the village now, getting closer to the
end of the village where Fiona’s cottage and the still to be christened dog were
to be encountered. The footpath had just ended, no one had been out and about,
no sign of life anywhere except a tabby cat which had crossed the road at
leisurely pace and forced them to slow down. Just as Fiona indicated right to
signal that she was about to park her car on the side of the road next to a small
cottage the bright headlights of a tractor emerged from behind the bend in the
road and drew closer. Junior was blinded by the headlights and squinted his



eyes to try and see who was driving the farm vehicle into the quiet and sleepy
village at this late hour. All he could make out was a dark shape of a man who
seemed to be keeping his gaze fixed on Fiona’s Mini while driving past at
slow speed.

Junior parked his bike behind Fiona and walked toward the driver’s door to
open it for her. She held on to his arm while she got out of the car and he could
feel her hand trembling. The tractor had slowed to a stop a short distance away
from them.

“Let’s go inside, Junior, quick, please. The old guy gives me the creeps.
What is he doing here and why has he stopped? Can you see if he is watching
us? I’m afraid to look.”
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#31

Useless Now [CW series #31]

There had been no sign of her in the house when he had returned from the shop.
She should have known better, she should have known that she couldn’t get
away far enough, that he would catch up with her and that there would be
punishment.

He had found her at the top end of the field not far from the old cowshed,
Peter’s and Blacky’s shed. He hadn’t believed her when she had said she was
out looking for the dog. As though his day couldn’t get worse she had
disobeyed the rules, but he had taught her a lesson and made sure she couldn’t
get away. He had pushed her and she had fallen backward onto the ground.
Then he had punched her, not in the face, never in the face, all these years
never ever in the face. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten
times. It was all her fault, everything was all her fault. Eleven, twelve, thirteen,
his right fist slamming into the soft tissue of her chest, just below the breasts,
holding her down with his left, putting all his weight onto his left arm, pinning
her down by the shoulder. The sound of a rib cracking with the last punch
before he let himself collapse on top of her. Oh, how good that had felt.

Stupid woman, what had made her think she could get away. She had
whimpered, begged him to take her to the hospital. Why should he, she was no
use to him now that Peter was gone, the livestock sold. He didn’t need her any
longer. Sure, it was handy to have a woman to do the cooking, but there was
nothing difficult about roasting a nice piece of ham and cooking a few spuds.
He’d just do it himself.

He had dragged her back down to the farmhouse and across the farmyard
into the tool shed. “I’ve a vacant hotel room for you in there, you silly cow,” he
had snarled. She had gone limp half way down the field, all resistance gone
from her body. Served her right. There had been no response to his vicious



snarling announcement that she could die in there for all he cared. It was all
her fault. Her eyes had been wide open. Oh yes, let her be afraid, very afraid.
That was how he liked them, scared to death. He had lifted her up and thrown
her down onto Cath’s bed. She had felt limp like a rag doll, her eyes glassy and
unblinking, staring up at him. He had wanted her to scream, then whimper and
plead with him some more but she had remained silent. So he had punched her
once more in the stomach. “I’m punishing you,” he had shouted at her, “do you
hear me, woman? It’s all your fault. You’ll never get out of here. You can rot in
here for all I care. Peter’s gone, she’s gone, Blacky is gone. It’s all your fault.
Say it. Say ‘It’s all my fault’, say it.”

She hadn’t responded, her eyes wide and staring she had just laid there.
Useless. He had wanted a reaction, no, he had needed a reaction, so he had
picked up the empty glass that had been sitting on the bedside table and filled it
with water from the tap over the little sink in the corner of the room. He had
gone back over to her and thrown the water into her face. She hadn’t reacted at
all, her eyes had stayed open the water running over them and down along the
sides of her face onto the pillow under her head. It was then that he had noticed
the smell of piss and feces that was coming from her.

He had slammed the door behind him and locked it before going back into
the house. He’d keep her locked up in there for a while anyway. If she had
thought she could escape his punishment that easily she had been wrong.
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