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  # HANDBAGS AND THE GLADRAGS THAT YOUR POOR OLD GRANDAD HAD TO SWEAT TO BUY YOU #


  The Stereophonics blared out from the stereo in Ben’s Volkswagen Sirocco as he pulled off the coast road. He heard the shale of the car park crunch under his tyres. He remembered the car park from the day before, and had taken a mental note to its position as it was shielded from the open sea by a bank of sand dunes peppered with reeds and grasses. He liked it, it was secluded. He noted the car park was empty as the beam of his headlights swept the deserted area. He lowered the volume before stabbing the button on the door, causing the drivers window to sink into the body of the door. Why he’d lowered the volume he couldn’t say as he was very unlikely to disturb anyone at midnight situated where he was on the South East coast of England on a cold and damp night in November. Maybe it was just habit?!


  He sat and observed the black wall that was the sand bank, wondering what to do next. He had never come to terms with his bouts of insomnia and somehow doubted if he would. Some of them would last for a couple of weeks at a time. The longer they lasted, the more his brain felt invaded by cotton wool forcing the necessity of a trip out in the car to a place of solitude and seclusion.


  He swung open the door and stepped slowly out of the warmth of the leather interior. He stretched, then rotated his body around his hips a couple of times to release the tension and stiffness therein. Turning back, he slammed the door, and pressed the button on the fob. The indicators flashed 3 times, confirming that the vehicle was secure. The orange indicator lights sent an eerie illumination through the deserted car park. He slid his hand into inner pocket of his leather and pulled out small but compact torch. Turning it on, he test scanned the car-park with a beam that was surprisingly strong for its size. Satisfied, he returned it to his coat. He turned and strode purposely toward the dunes and was soon scrambling his way toward the peak, two steps up and one step back down. Even so, he was fairly fit and was soon standing on the crest, staring out over the massive beach.


  Although it was so late, the moon was huge and illuminated the beach in a strangely gothic scene. The wind though was a different matter, out of the shelter of the dunes it was still winter and the wind was cutting, causing Ben to zip up his jacket to the throat. He gave an ironic smirk, T-shirt, fleece and leather jacket, and it was still friggin freezing. He wished he had brought his gloves, but hey ho too late now. He shoved them deep into the side pockets of the leather hoping that they would soon warm up. The temperature clash between a cold November night and a full blast heater in a car was distinct and uncomfortable.


  He closed his eyes and lifted his head, he could smell and taste the salt on the wind, and the he calmed his mind by listening to the to-ing and fro-ing of the sea as it washed in and washed out. As he opened his eyes, he looked over to where the sea started and was genuinely surprised when he saw the distance he was from the waters edge. Man, sound certainly does travel he mused. He half ran and half stumbled down the shore side of the dune, and then walked slowly toward the sparkling abyss that was the sea. He stopped some 30 feet from the white foam tipped breakers and stood in reverence, watching the swell of the water. The mountains and crevices that it created were as per usual almost hypnotic. He gazed out beyond his natural vision, out to the lonely almost desert like expanse. He smiled, ‘desert’, could it be a bigger contradiction in terms. He poked the to of his boot into the sand checking its state before approaching the waters edge and noting that it was still drenched which confirmed that the tide was in fact on the way out, so he still had some time before having to think about the dangers of an incoming tide cutting him off. This had always been one of the fears that he couldn’t push out of his mind.


  He crouched and scooped up a handful of wet sand, letting it slip through his fingers, landing on the floor with a ‘splatting’ sound. Descriptive word ‘splat’ thought Ben. He wiped off the residue of the sea and sand from his hand on his jeans, and stood again.


  He looked up at the moon again. It was so bright, so clear, so close that he imagined that if he had wanted to, he could have reached out and touched it. He had to resist the instinct to take his hand out and try his hypothesis. His memory flicked to a conversation he’d had only last week with his good friend Billy.


  “You honestly believe that there is a creature that is part human that at the turn of the full moon changes into a hairy furry killing machine!?” The sarcasm in Billy’s tone was cutting, and Billy was an expert at sarcasm. Ben shrugged his shoulders as he prepared to deliver the coup de gras of the conversation. “Are you naïve enough to believe that the moon, the big ball in the sky that controls the tides, the waters of the world? That the moon would have no effect on the human form, which as you should know is 62%!?” Ben always felt good when Billy had to concede which wasn’t often for a young man with an IQ of 152 (tested by MENSA as he so often pointed out). Billy was a really nice guy, but he knew he lorded over most of his peers when it came to intelligence. Ben smiled as he recalled the victory.


  He scanned the deserted beach, bathed in the eerie pale light of the moon. It was almost like a false daylight he thought. He looked to his left, and did a double take. Just for a second he thought he saw a light, no, some lights further along the beach. But then they were gone. Mmm, the penalties of sleep depravation were sometimes weird to say the least. Like hearing a phone ringing when it wasn’t, or seeing shadows move when they couldn’t have, could they?


  What the hell, as he was looking that way, that’s the way he would walk. He glanced back at the dunes and noted the masts and flags placed sporadically along the coast line, and decided to count them as he walked, as such he would be able to count back the markers and find his way back to the car if he wanted to before dawn broke. Odds on though it would be daylight before he returned to his vehicle.


  He patted his pockets and found his iPhone, then checked the internal of his pockets. “Shit, no headphones! Great!” He declared out loud, pausing his walk. He thought back and recalled leaving them on the bedside cabinet in his hotel room. “Oh well, didn’t want any music anyway!” He mumbled. He checked the phone for messages and on spotting there were none, shoved the phone back into the depths of his jeans pocket, frustrated.


  He turned his collar up and started his meander along the beach, pausing occasionally to pick up a rock to throw into the swell, seeing the plume of water spreading out. He raised his head and studied the sky above him. His rambles in the middle of the night, which often happened, never failed to confirm to him how miniscule he was in the big picture. Gazing out at the myriad and multitude of stars that glinted and shone, standing out against the bluey black velvet blanket that was the night sky, the universe, his mind often drifted. He imagined others like him, on other planets, staring out at their perspective of ‘the universe’, one of the ‘glinting stars’ they were staring at being the earth. The sky was such a huge canvas that many a dream could be painted on to, what was the saying…….. “There are many more things in heaven and earth…….. Blahdi blah blah!” He couldn’t be bothered extending his memory search to get the rest of the saying. He laughed out loud. “Man, this is getting a bit deep!” He stated to the ether.


  He closed his eyes for a moment soaking in the emotions, then opened them again resuming his wander.


  As he looked into the distance, he noticed something. The lights again, this time they were more distinct, more real. He stood, cocking his head to the side, looking and listening. Was that a sound coming from the same direction? Music? His eyes now fixed on the scene in the distance he started forward again. Toward the lights, toward the music. Every now and then he would check to his side, counting the poles as they stood stark against the pale moonlit sky, he was up to 12 now.


  As he approached, the scene became clearer. The lights were coming from flaming torches, spaced out amongst what was now clearly a crowd of people. He could hear music but couldn’t make out where it was coming from, he assumed there must be some kind of sound system somewhere out there. He was trying to recognise the music but couldn’t, it was something he hadn’t heard before. The closer he got, the more bizarre the scene became. They all seemed to be wearing fancy dress. He got to within a hundred yards of the group and stopped.


  He surveyed the crowd, hearing the laughter and chatter that drifted across the space between him and the group, it all seemed to be a good time being had by all. He examined them closely. The clothes they wore were varied to a great extent. All the garb looked so realistic. “Bloody good provider for the fancy dress.” He murmured. He glanced around him, weird place for a fancy dress party though, but then again, no one can complain about the noise where they are.


  His attention was drawn to a girl standing on the edge of the group, casually playing with a black Labrador which was bounding playfully around her feet. She threw a ball into the air and the dog chased it, and as the dog retrieved the ball, she glanced over at him watching him quizzically. They stood, a hundred yards apart, carrying a silent conversation.


  Suddenly she broke away and walked casually toward him. The dog ran ahead and stood in front of Ben, barking and wagging its tail. “He seems to like you!” the girl called. Her voice floated across to him, almost musically. “He is usually quite stand offish when he first meets a new person.” She picked her way over the sand and stones glancing down every now and then to negotiate a rock until she stood in front of Ben.


  “Hello!” she said, holding out her hand. “My name is Emily, Emily Kelly, and this bundle of fun is Sam.” Ben laughed. “Hello Emily Kelly!” then leaning down to rub the dog’s head “and hello Sam! I’m Ben, Ben Blackstock.” She was a good looking girl, blonde shoulder length hair in a bob and what looked potentially a good body underneath the period looking dress she was wearing. He looked passed her at the crowd. “What’s this party for? And I’ve got to say I like the fancy dress.”


  Emily turned and surveyed the scene. “We all gather every now and then for a party, it breaks the monotony of what we class as an existence round this place!” There was a resignation in her voice. Ben sighed. “I know what you mean. My parents are a drag and I wish to God they’d leave me alone to live my own life instead of trying to run it for me!” Hearing the edge on his tone, Emily turned back to him. “How old are you Ben?” she smiled. “19 going on 29!” he laughed. “Why, how old are you?” She tilted her head to the side, still looking at him, “don’t you know its bad manners for a gentleman to ask such a question of a lady?” She laughed. “Actually, I’m 20!” She replied, “And it feels like I’ve been 20 for an eternity!” She held her hand out, “walk with me!” A little surprised, Ben looked at her hand, then thinking “what the hell” took it. They walked slowly and silently toward, then into the crowd. As they passed the groups, he caught snippets of conversation. Emily acknowledging greetings as they strolled along. Sam had fallen in alongside Emily and was walking proudly with his head and tail held high.


  As they walked past one of the groups, a couple of younger girls ran out holding wooden beakers, offering them to Emily and Ben. Ben looked to Emily who smiled re-assuring, “it’s a local grog that is the lubrication around these parts, a little harsh at first but it grows on one!” They took the beakers and the two carriers turned to each other covering their mouths, laughing, and then ran back to their group glancing back every now and then.


  Ben took a tentative sip. It was luke warm, and had a sweet taste with an after shock on the back of the throat, but not unpleasant. All in all, palatable. He noted Emily looking at him, and raised his beaker, “not bad!” he stated, then added “Cheers!” Emily returned the toast, “your health”.


  A further few yards and Ben found they had reached some large rocks raised above the sands. He jumped up on the closest and then offered his hand to Emily. After helping her up, he found a flat portion of the rock and sat down, patting the place next to him for Emily to join him. She sat down and then looked out to open sea for a moment. “It’s beautiful isn’t it!” Said Ben, following her gaze. “Yes it is, but so lonely!” She replied. Ben looked at her, her face deep in thought. “Yeah! I’d never thought of it like that, but I suppose it is!”


  After a moment the silence became a little uncomfortable. He cleared his throat. “Are you on holiday round here Emily?” he asked. His voice snapped her out of her dream. “I was, but now I’m just visiting. I loved it round here, many a fond memory, and some not so fond………” Ben tried to keep the conversation running without seeming like a dork. “I’m stuck here with my parents in ‘The Grand’, on the front, up the coast!” He said “the only condition I made was that I could bring my car with me!” Emily’s eyes lit up. “You have a motor car?” she said excitedly. “Yeah, a Volkswagen Sirocco, not new I know, but she’s a beauty.” Emily frowned. “A Volkswagen Sirocco? Mmm, can’t say I’ve heard of that one, my daddy has a Ford.” Ben waited for the rest, “a Ford what?” he prompted. Emily laughed “I don’t honestly know, just a Ford as far as I’m aware. I know very little about automobiles!”


  Suddenly something landed in a pool of water just behind where they were sitting, splashing water all over them. Ben turned to see four young men standing a few yards away laughing at their reaction. They were all dressed in tunics and had thigh length wading boots on, they all wore hats of varying descriptions but could only be described as scruffy gits.


  Emily turned, her eyes blazing. “Jacob Whiting, I presume you consider that you’re amusing don’t you!” Sam was barking loudly at the men, backing up his mistress’ anger. “You’ve got to know it were a good shot though!” Jacob called. “Don’t you think so Adam?” Emily was now standing facing them. “Well I think that you’re extremely rude and ill mannered you uncouth boy!” Jacob’s laughter subsided swiftly. “I isn’t no boy, and don’t you be calling me one, little miss stuck up and prim and proper!” The others sniggered behind their hands. “I’m a growd man, an don’t you be forgettin that for one moment!” He threatened.


  Ben stood and faced the youths. “Ok guys, back off now, we’re not going to have any problems here are we?” Jacob and the others now focused their attention on Ben. It was ok when a mere girl had a go at them, but now another alpha male had challenged them. Jacob took a step closer. “We weren’t looking for a problem Mr. Ladi Da, but if you’re havin a problem maybe we should sort it right here right now!” Emily placed her hand on Ben’s arm. “Leave it Ben, they’re not worth it!” At this, the youths started laughing again, and two of them started making clucking noises like a chicken which really pissed Ben off. “You go doin what the little lady say now sir, be a good boy!” More hoots of laughter from the youths.


  “Shit!” thought Ben, “I come out for a peaceful night and end up playing the knight in shining armour! It’s not worth it, turn round an ignore them, they’ll get bored.”


  He sat back down with his back to them, and a couple of seconds later a shower of water splashed them as another rock was thrown into the pool. With that Ben stood and started toward them. Emily called after him but these oiks had really pissed him now. “Ok gattling gob! If that’s the way you want it, that’s the way you’ll get it, but I’d better warn you I’ve done Martial Arts training!” The youths looked at him strangely, “Martial what training?” they repeated. Their demeanour had changed now though, they fanned out a little, and Ben still moved forward until he saw the glint of metal in the Jacob’s hand. He stopped. “Shit man, you come to a party tooled up!? Are you really such an arse?” “I ain’t got a tool but I do ave a knife!” Said Jacob grinning manically.


  “Jacob Whiting!” A voice boomed out of the shadows, causing the youths to freeze in their respective positions. “And what in the name of our good Lord do you think you are doing?” Jacob palmed the knife back into the folds of his clothing. “Nothing Reverend Fallow! We ain’t doin nothing but havin a little jest at the cost of Miss Emily and her beau.”


  Out of the shadow loomed a huge man, totally dressed in black but around his throat standing out like a badge of honour was a brilliant white dog collar. He towered over the youths behind them as they stood, frozen to the spot, scared to turn and face him. They obviously knew who he was and his presence had totally thrown them. He stood with his hands clasped across his midriff. “Mmm, it most certainly didn’t appear that way to me my lads. Maybe I was mistaken, but it appeared to me that you were attempting to intimidate this young man with Emily. Would this be a fair choice of words young sirs?” Jacob turned to him, cowed. “If it seemed that way sir, I am sorry.”


  The clergyman closed his eyes and shook his head. “I believe that the apology does not belong to me, but to these two young ones that stand before you!” Jacob turned back to Emily and Ben, Ben still stood, head bowed, still furious. Jacob turned back to the clergyman. “but we were only jestin’” he insisted, glancing over at his cohorts for support, only to find that they had each found another focus for their attention leaving him all but alone. Emily stepped up behind Ben, touching his shoulder.


  Jacob took a deep breath and grunted something unintelligible. The clergyman’s voice boomed once again, causing them all to flinch with its resonance. “I believe I said an apology young Jacob, we didn’t want to hear you showing your prowess at creating pig noises!” One of the youths sniggered but was silenced by a withering look from the clergyman.


  Once again Jacob steadied himself. “Young miss, young sir, if I offended you with my jests, I tell you it was not meant as a bad. Please take my apology which is given in all good faith!”


  Emily gripped Ben’s shoulder tighter. “I accept your apology Jacob. Ben?” Ben raised his head slowly, looking into the eyes of Jacob. “Ok, I’ll accept the apology on the condition that you all fuck off and leave us alone!” Before there was a chance of any more reaction Reverend Fallow stepped forward grasping the shoulders of two of the youths. “I believe we have a compromise before us lady and gentlemen, go on your way in peace.” The four youths turned on their heels and sauntered away, Jacob glancing backward over his shoulder occasionally attempting his version of a withering look toward Ben!”


  Reverend Fallow watched them for a moment, then turned back to Emily and Ben. His whole demeanour now changed, his stern expression softening to a smile. He stepped forward, offering his hand to Ben. “I regret your evening had to be upset by such ignorance. My name is as you heard Reverend Fallow, Reverend William Fallow.” Ben loosened up a little and took the big mans hand. “I’m Ben Blackstock, and I think I heard you say you knew Emily?”


  The Reverend smiled. “I do indeed. Young Miss Kelly and I know each other well don’t we Emily.” Emily grinned “we do indeed reverend!” she agreed. “For many years!” Reverend Fallow raised his head and scanned the coastline. “Tis a fine night tonight don’t you agree.” He stated, nodding at his own comment. The three of them stood for a moment, admiring nature’s canvas with its imposing scene.


  He turned back to Ben. “And how long have you been acquainted with Miss Kelly?” He asked. “Oh, we only met tonight father, not that long ago.” A quizzical frown fluttered across Reverend Fallow’s face and he turned to Emily, as if for confirmation. She had quickly moved forward and was standing off Ben’s shoulder. “Ben isn’t from round here Reverend, he is holidaying at ‘The Grand Hotel’ along the coast, with his parents!” Reverend Fallow looked from Emily to Ben, then back to Emily. He took Emily by the upper arm and gently maneuvered her away from Ben.


  He lowered his voice from Ben, but it was still audible. “Then he is not…?” “No!” Emily interrupted. “Does he know…?” “Again no, and I do not wish him to!” He looked deep into her eyes for some time, and then with a forced smile he patted her hand. “Very well my dear, but you will be aware?” Emily nodded. “I will Reverend!” He looked at her one more time then turned back to Ben. “Well young man, I will not impose my presence on you two youngsters any more than I have already, I will be on my way!” He stepped forward and taking Bens hand in a firm grip, looked him in the eye. “As we will more than likely not meet again, may I wish you a long and successful life my boy!” He turned to leave, nodding to Emily. “Miss Kelly.” And walked slowly but with purpose back into the crowd.


  Watching him go, Ben moved toward Emily who was also following the Reverends progress. “Did I say something to annoy him?” He asked quietly. This seemed to bring Emily out of her observation. “No, not at all. If it were anything, it was me that may have disturbed him!” This confused Ben, but he decided not to push it.


  Emily slipped her arm through Bens, and with a strained levity, smiled and pulled him. “Come now, don’t let this spoil the evening. Let’s walk.” Ben smiled back. He noticed for the first time how cold Emily’s hand was. “What kind of a knight in shining armour am I? You must be freezing in that dress, haven’t you got a coat?” Emily’s smile wavered for a second, “oh, I left it over there somewhere!” She said, indicating further along the beach. Ben slipped her arm away and removed his jacket. Realising what he was doing, Emily protested. “No, no. I’m fine, honestly, I have no need for your coat!” Ben shook his head, refusing to take no for an answer draping it around her shoulders. “But now you’ll be cold!” She objected. “No I won’t!” He assured her, “I’ve still got my fleece on haven’t I?”


  “Well then thank you kind sir!” She curtseyed. “It’s not often I meet a knight in shining armour these days!” She again slipped her arm through Ben’s and snuggled in closer to him. They walked slowly in silence for a time, passing small groups of folk enjoying a sing-song, or laughing at a some or other tale being told. Emily was acknowledged on several occasions, and they were all very polite but inquisitive about Ben. Some of the fancy dress outfits were amazing. A couple of the young men had come in what looked like RAF pilots uniforms from the 2nd world war, and there was another dressed like a pirate. He nudged Emily as they passed him, “he’s obviously come as something from ‘Pirates of the Caribbean’!” He laughed. Emily looked at him, “Pirates of what?”


  Ben looked at her, “Pirates of the Caribbean. You know, Captain Jack Sparrow and all them!” She still looked puzzled. Maybe she hasn’t seen it he mused. “Doesn’t matter!” he re-assured her. They continued their stroll.


  It was Ben that heard the sobbing first. Straining his eyes he spotted a young girl of about 10 holding the hand of what appeared to be a little boy of around 4 or 5 years old. The youngster was sobbing his heart out. He steered them toward the duo and on reaching them, he crouched down in front of the boy. “What’s up mate, why you crying like that?” He looked at the girl. “What’s the matter with him? Is he your brother?” The girl was a little shy. “Yes, he’s my brother Robbie!” Ben stood so as not to looking up to her. “And what’s your name?” She half turned her head, as if looking for someone. “I’m Toni, Antonia!” She affirmed. He looked back at the boy, still sobbing with his hand half in his mouth. “And what’s up with Robbie then?”


  Toni looked at Emily for assurance. “He’s lost his stuffed toy!” She explained. The little lad was trying to form words through his tears. “I want Pooh!” “Well maybe we should take you behind the rock and let you have one. The sea will soon wash it away!” He looked to first Toni then Emily for reaction. “Ok, joke in bad taste.” He mumbled, blushing at his crassness. He turned his attention back to Robbie. “Where did you lose Pooh mate?” He questioned. Little pudgy fingers attached to a little pudgy arm waved in a direction behind them. Ben pointed. “Over there?” he quizzed. The sobbing head nodded deeply. “Well come on little one, let’s go and find him!”


  He turned back to Emily. “Come on then, let’s both be knights in shining armour for Pooh!” Emily laughed and took his hand as they started in the direction of Pooh’s last known position. Toni looked around for re-assurance again, but followed with the now slightly quieter Robbie. After a couple of hundred yards he turned back to the following Toni and Robbie. “Right. Where was it that you last saw him?” Toni was looking over the sand that lay all around them. “I’m sure it was round her somewhere.” She offered.


  Emily touched Ben’s arm. “It’s a little bit dark to be looking now, I’m sure they’ll find it later.” Ben was in search mode though. He moved over to Emily and slipped his hand into the jacket causing her to flinch and tense. “No, no!” He assured her. “I just wanted this!” he stated pulling out the torch. He looked at the end and switched it on. He swept the area in front of them, revealing nothing but the obligatory sand. He turned slowly in a circle, examining the area carefully. He moved the torch in an arc and so as not to shine it in the eyes of any of the others on the beach that night he avoided the groups.


  After a moment he turned to Emily. “You coming to help me?” He laughed, holding the torch out to her. As the beam of light crossed her arm, Ben froze. He moved it away, and then moved it back. No, he hadn’t been mistaken. As the beam crossed her arm, the arm disappeared. He followed the arm up to the shoulder which also disappeared. He moved it off her, and then back on to her again. There she was, there she wasn’t. “What the fuck??” he muttered. He looked up at Emily’s face. It had so many emotions crossing it at that very moment.


  He turned and shone the torch beam at Toni and Robbie. They disappeared. He turned it away from them, they came back. He shone it at one of the groups, they vanished, leaving empty sand and rocks, he switched the beam off, and there they were again. He turned again to Emily, struggling to take in breathe, struggling to take in what was happening. “What the fuck is going on Emily? What the fuck is happening? This is impossible!” Emily hurried toward him but he stumbled back, not wanting contact. “No, tell me what’s this all about?” He noticed the groups of people had gone quiet now, many eyes were on him. Gone was the music, the singing, the laughter, the noise. He turned the beam back on and swung it in a completed 360% sweep. Every person, every body that the beam hit, faded, only to return when the beam left them.


  He heard someone call “it’s time to go!” Those who were seated stood and as one they all started to make their way toward the waters edge. He felt a hand on his shoulder and spun round, losing his footing he fell on to the sand. When he looked up it was Emily that was looking back down at him, sadness in her eyes. She held out her hand to help him up but he flinched and pulled himself away from the disappearing hand. As the people passed him, they looked down at him, in their eyes he could see that same sadness.


  His mouth opened and closed like a manic goldfish. Words refusing to come out. As the retreating figures reached the waters edge, they faded slowly as they entered the water. One by one they were disappearing. One by one, until there was only Emily and he left. No more figures, torch on or torch off. He looked at Emily but this time with eyes steeped with fear and confusion. “What the Fuck!” He shouted at her.


  She bowed her head, and then looked up once more, into his eyes. “I didn’t want you to know! I just wanted to talk to someone that wasn’t like me, or the others. Just once!” She bowed her head again. “It’s been so long since………..” She stopped and raised her hands to her face. Ben could see she was crying. “Who the hell are you? What the hell are you?” He snapped. “I’m Emily Kelly, and I was lonely!” She shouted back, then turned her back on him, her shoulders heaving as she sobbed.


  Softening slightly, he struggled to get to his feet, still wary of what or who stood in front of him. Suddenly she straightened up, drew her sleeve across her eyes and turned back to face Ben again. “I have to go now!” She stated, clearing her throat and sniffing her tears away. “You…….. you do this then bugger off without any explanation?” He held his hands out. She thought he wanted to take her hand and stepped forward again, but Ben moved back. Realising her mistake she stepped back again. “I can’t explain, I just can’t! I have to go, now!”


  She slipped Ben’s jacket from around her shoulders, and laid it over her arm, offering it to Ben. He stood for a moment, then hesitantly stepped forward, taking it from her.


  They stood, eighteen inches between them. Gazing into each others eyes. One for an explanation, the other possibly for forgiveness. How long they stood for, Ben was unsure. Finally, Emily took a deep breath, sighed, and started to turn away. She paused, then turned back. She went to the front of her dress and pulled free a broach of pearls and gold, the pearls being the flowers and the gold being the stems of the flowers. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to touch you Ben!” She said as she moved slowly toward him. She laid the broach gently on top of his leather. “Even if it was for only a very short time, I enjoyed your company, and I hope that you enjoyed mine! I am deeply sorry for upsetting you but what is, is! I hope that you will accept this broach as a gift in the spirit it is offered and that someday you may look upon it and have a fond memory of our time together.” Without another word she turned and walked toward the sea. As she approached the edge she turned back to Ben. She gently raised her hand and gave a little wave. She raised her fingers to her lips, kissed them, and then blew the kiss toward Ben. All he could do was stare. She turned back to sea, and faded into nothingness.


  



  EPILOGUE:


  That’s were they found him the next morning, still staring out at the rolling ocean from an empty beach. In his hand he held a torch which he was continuously turning on and off.


  It was three days before he had spoken a word and three weeks before he regained any semblance of the Ben he had been before the happening. He had tried to explain to others, and to get an explanation from others, to make some sense of what had happened that night. Taking account of some of the looks he was receiving and the comments he was hearing, he clammed up about the night until his mother had convinced him that this would only be detrimental to his health to suppress it. She persuaded him to seek professional help. As it happened, there was Stuart, a friend of a friend in the family who was a councilor and had agreed to see Ben on a casual basis.


  After some preliminary meetings one day Ben opened up and told Stuart exactly what had happened that night. Meeting Emily and Sam. The run in with Jacob Whiting, someone else called Adam and two others. The meeting with The Reverend William Fallow. Finally about the little boy Robbie and his sister Toni and a missing Pooh Bear. The vanishing crowds in fancy dress and all. He had expected some amusement from Stuart, but Stuart had explained that although most would consider the tale to be an impossible event, in Ben’s psychie, the tale was true so why should anyone want to ridicule it? They scheduled another meeting for a fortnight’s time and left it at that.


  Ben almost missed the next meeting due to work commitments, but remembered in time.


  He entered the old Victorian house in which Stuart had his office. He was only waiting for a couple of moments before Stuart came out of his room. He beckoned Ben in and informed the receptionist that they were not to be interrupted under any circumstances.


  As Stuart closed the door, Ben had already taken his normal seat. Stuart seemed uneasy and agitated. He stood looking at Ben for a couple of minutes before moving over to the windows and pulling closed the curtains. There was still enough light to see what was happening as he walked over to a small table alongside his desk. He paused again. Then changed his mind, walking over and taking his place in his own seat, facing Ben. He sat on the edge of the chair with his arms folded.


  “Remember all that you told me last time you were here, stupid comment sorry, of course you remember.” He was trying to choose his words carefully. “As you will recall I was taking notes, the names and such. I was interested in the way you wove the character details and defects around the names.” He sat back. “have you heard of the study of body language and facial expression used for confirmation as to whether or not a person is lying or not? Whether they are remembering or inventing!” Ben nodded. “We did some of it for our psyche studies. It’s supposed to be quite accurate isn’t it, you know if you look up or down, or to the left or right it shows whether you’re making it up or remembering!”


  “Exactly!” Exclaimed Stuart leaning forward again. “Well, your facial actions, the up and down, left and right eye movements indicated that it was a memory that you were accessing rather than a fallacy. Which prompted my curiosity.” He stood and moved back to the table. He flicked a switch and a bright oblong sheet of light lit up the white wall of the office. “I borrowed this projector from a friend upstairs and he also showed me how to link it to my laptop. I did some research on the internet about the area in which this incident happened, and I’ve got to say that I never expected to uncover what I did. Watch the screen Ben.”


  The first few screen shots were of the area surrounding the beach on which Ben had had the experienced what felt like an age ago. A brief history of the area. Then the rest. Stuart continued. “The names you gave. Emily Kelly; and here we have a screen shot of a news paper page dated 17th November 1922, announcing the sad loss for Mr. and Mrs. Kelly of their daughter Emily. It would appear that Sam the beloved Labrador of young Emily had got into difficulty in the swell of a stormy day, and Emily had lost her life attempting to reach the dog, being swept off rocks by a large wave.”


  “The Reverend William Fallow” The screen shot this time was an excerpt from parish records dated 11th May 1904, announcing the service to be held for the Reverend William Fallow who on a stormy night had received word that one of his parishioners had been taken seriously ill. He took a shortcut along the top of the cliff path to try to reach the ailing lady. He had not arrived and his body was found on the rocks below with evidence of the crumbling cliff. Jacob Whiting and Adam; the screen shot showed a clip taken from a book of local history from some years before describing how a seventeen year old Jacob Whiting and three friends, Adam Williams, Simon Allis and Peter Quill had taken Jacobs fathers fishing smack out in stormy weather to prove to their parents that they were old enough to be treated as adults. The boat had foundered on the rocks and all four had lost their lives. This extract had been placed at 27th February 1835!”


  Stuart paused. “The next two were more awkward!” He stated. “I had to play the detective with this one. All you gave me was a boy called Robbie, a girl called Toni or Antonia and a lost Pooh Bear.” The projector changed again. It was a news paper article dated 20th May 1996. The story was about Robert and Antonia Hisling, who had returned to the beach to search for the lost Pooh Bear cuddly toy of Robert, but had had their path cut off by an incoming tide. Their bodies had been washed up two days and several miles apart.” Staring out at Ben from the makeshift screen were the school photo of a young Antonia Hisling and a photo of a party-hatted young Robert Hisling, holding a Pooh Bear stuffed toy. The same faces that were etched into Ben’s memory. The very same Robbie and Toni that Ben had met what felt like a lifetime ago.


  Ben didn’t remember much of the rest of the session. When his brain started to re-assemble itself, he was in a park sitting on a bench. So many thoughts and fancies were bouncing around in his head like a pinball table in overdrive.


  The thought that wouldn’t leave him. That night. With Emily. With the others. Had he stepped into their world, or had they stepped into his. Stuart had said something about the fact that he could possibly have read about these events and with the sleep deprivation, woven this story which in Ben’s mind WAS reality.


  Ben knew that this wasn’t the case. He had had proof, but Stuart was still skeptical, but he had proof. He felt in his pocket and pulled out his wallet. He opened it up, and pulled out a broach. It was pearls and gold. The pearls being the flowers and the gold being the stems of the flowers. He’d been given it by a friend. A friend who he was now beginning to understand why she was so lonely.


  



  The End
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