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  Prologue 

Nicholas 

Caroline and I were two souls born as one. How we became I do not know, but 

what I do know was, we were destined to always be together and our names by 

some magical force would remain the same throughout eternity. 

Caroline was my world; we lived in bliss. In a space without time, without 

wars, famine, poverty, some would say this was paradise, but my paradise was 

with her. Most days I sat and watched her tend our garden. She was in her element 

growing flowers, vegetables and for many years we stayed in our own blissful 

space between your world and heaven, unaware that one day we would be parted. 

Then they came for her, the powers that be, the soul delegators. They ripped her 

from my arms. 

    ‘Nicholas,’ she screamed, she held out her arms as I tried to pull her back to 

safety, but there were to many of them. 

    ‘Nicholas don’t fight this,’ said one of the officers behind me. ‘Please, let me 

say one last goodbye.’ My voice caught in my throat, I felt it constrict as I tried 

to swallowed down my emotions. I had to be strong, but all the while I was feeling 

helpless. This was something I was unable to control and for the first time since 

my existence I didn’t know what to do! 

    ‘Make it quick,’ one of them said. I held her tightly as I buried my lips into the 

side of her neck. I whispered into her ear. ‘Find me Caroline, promise me no 

matter where I am in time, find me.’ I felt her shudder beneath my embrace. My 

gaze held her for the last time, it was almost as if I needed to take a mental picture 

of her in my mind, because I knew this might be the last time, I ever saw her.  Her 

beautiful green eyes glistened with her tears; her voice broke slightly as she 

spoke. ‘My soul will find yours; I promise Nicholas.’ I could feel her sorrow and 
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hear the panic in her voice. ‘Be brave love and I promise you we will be together 

soon.’ The soul delegators appeared beside her almost instantly, they each took 

an arm, they nod towards me.  I gave her one last quick kiss goodbye, then she 

was gone. Vanished before my eyes. 

 

 

 

 

Caroline 

 

My palms were clammy the knot of fear twisted painfully in the pit of my 

stomach. Small beads of perspire broke out behind my neck, one escaped and 

trickled down and around the curve of my breast. I stood waiting in a line along 

with the other souls unaware what was going to happen to me. The line was 

getting shorter by the second as I watched a soul delegator inject a white glowing 

substance into the sides of their necks with a small syringe.   

   ‘Excuse me,’ I said, catching the arm of the older soul in front of me. ‘What’s 

happening?’ A fear of mingled dread and confusion bubbled through my stomach.  

    His face screwed up in thought and he exhaled and inhaled rather deeply. ‘We 

are having our memories wiped, before we step through the portal.’ He said as he 

shuffled and few more steps towards the front. I felt the panic rise within me. 

‘Pardon, did I hear you correctly?’ I said with certain amount confusion. ‘They 

don’t want us to remember.’ He said as the sadness clouded his features. ‘But, 

why?’ I questioned. We shuffled another step forward.  

    ‘It’s a game for the angels, it’s to see if soulmates can find each other once 

their soul has been placed.’ The line shifted forward once again. ‘Placed? I don’t 

understand?’ Terror overtook my body as I waited for his explanation. ‘Every 

new being born on our fathers world needs a soul, we were created for that 

purpose.’  
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    ‘It doesn’t make any sense…well it does…but how come this is the first time 

I have heard of this.’  

    ‘You’re a new soul, yet to be assigned.’  

My breath quickened; my head felt light and airy. The older soul took my hand 

as he sensed my distress. ‘Try to stay calm my dear, take in a couple of deep 

breaths.’ His eyes welled up as he spoke to me. I inhaled in and out slowly to help 

steady my racing pulse. My head became clearer. ‘How do you know that? I 

asked.  

‘I know because every death I make my way back up here, to my soul mate…then 

we wait again, to see if we can find one another on our fathers earth. Sometimes 

we do, sometimes we don’t, and other times we don’t even make it up here 

together. But as soon as you arrive back up here, we reset. Then it repeats again 

and again until you fulfill your destiny.’ 

    ‘My destiny? but how do you know when you have completed that circle?’ We 

shuffled another step forward. I was now only the fourth behind. 

    ‘I don’t know I haven’t reached that far.’ He said as he took another step 

towards the front. If they took my memories how would I find my Nicholas? My 

instincts kicked in; no way was I going to let that happen. I checked the distance 

between myself and the soul officers, if I ran now, I might just make it. He must 

have sensed what I was about to do. ‘If you run before your memories are erased 

you will be punished!’ 

    My feet moved before I thought it through, my inner voice was yelling, ‘Just 

run Caroline, run as fast as you can. So, I ran towards the light of the portal, I 

heard voices shout out behind me, ‘STOP HER!’ 

My speed increased as I sensed the soul officers close at my heels. ‘YOU WILL 

NEVER BE ALLOWED TO STAY TOGETHER EVEN IN DEATH!’ I heard 

the words of the older soul as he shouted them at me, but they didn’t register in 

my head, all I could think off was Nicholas. I took no heed of his warning. 

‘DON’T LET HER TOUCH THE LIGHT,’ one of the officers shouted as he tried 
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to grab me, another officer tried to intervene but was too late. My fingers touched 

the white glow in front of me, then I was gone. 

 

 

 

Chapter 1 

Whispers in the Wind 

I love history. Not just the buildings or the people that time had slowly left behind, 

it was the knowledge of change and how quickly time travelled through our lives. 

When I was younger my parents would often take my sister and I on day trips to 

castles and old estates. As we walked around and explored the grounds, I would 

always wonder who in the past walked where I walked. Touched where I had 

touched as I tried to envisage the lives they had lived. As I grew older my passion 

with history never changed. My social life was great, I had the occasional 

boyfriend, but my relationships never lasted. It was like I had a longing for 

something, or someone, but I could never quite put my finger on it. This feeling 

even followed me with the jobs I took. Never settling as I floated from one 

workplace to another, until one day I applied for a job with the National Trust.  

    I became part of a team that helped restore historical gardens and for the first 

time in years I was satisfied. Over the next six years we had been slowly restoring 

the old estate of Copped Hall. The House and land dates to King Richard 1st and 

in nineteen-seventeen the main house was gutted by an accidental fire, after which 

followed a period of total neglect. As kids growing up, we would often go there, 

explore the ruins, tell ghost stories of how the house was burned down by witch 

covens or devil worshipping cults. Children and their imaginations!  In its heyday 

the house would have been magnificent.  

 



5 
 

* 

It was early June, a typically normal Thursday afternoon. I was working to 

recreate the Ha-ha, which was a manmade ditch that surrounded the back of the 

house. I decided to work late this afternoon as the sun was still high in the sky, 

which gave me plenty of time to make a start on laying the turf that had just been 

delivered. I glanced at my watch, four thirty in the afternoon most had left for the 

day except Alan and I. Alan had been my mentor for the last six years, he taught 

me everything I needed to know about all types of flowers, plants and vegetables, 

even down to the medicinal purposes of everything that could be grown from our 

soil. However, despite his teachings and guidance I had some deep knowledge 

within me that I couldn’t quite place.  

 ‘Alan, shall we make a start on laying the turf?’ I shouted across the garden to 

him.  

 ‘Might as well!’ he shouted back.  

  I glanced at the rolled-up piles of turf and gave a huge sigh. ‘Right Caroline let’s 

get cracking,’ I said to myself as I pulled on my pink wellies. I put my earphones 

in and selected my playlist on my phone and turned up the volume. Nothing like 

listening to good music whilst you worked! 

    Two hours later, and only ten square meters laid. ‘Phew that’s challenging 

work,’ I said to Alan as I took out my earphones.  

 ‘Yep it is a real back breaker, but it will be worth it in the end…you wait and 

see,’ He stopped what he was doing and pulled his garden gloves off.  

 ‘Still reckon grass seed would have been better.’ I said as I stretched out the dull 

ache from the bottom of my spine.  

 ‘Caroline don’t spoil the ship for a ha’porth of tar.’ Alan squinted and he raised 

his hand above his brow to shield his face from the glare of the low afternoon 

sun. ‘Suppose your right, if we are going to do an excellent job, do it properly.’  

    ‘That’s my girl.’ He gave me a wink and I saluted back with a laugh. 
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‘Right, that’s me done for the day Caroline; my missus would have put my dinner 

on, and she will only nag me if I’m not home by seven to eat it.’ 

    ‘I probably won’t be too far behind you…but before I go, I’m going to check 

up on the roses by the garden house at the west front.’ 

    ‘Don’t stay too long.’  

  He lifted his eyebrows at me. ‘I promise!’  I gave him my best brownie salute 

and chuckled as I took off my wellies and put my flip flops on.  

‘Yeah, I know what your promises are like, you get so lost you forget the time.’ 

He said as he wagged his finger at me.  

‘Okay! I won’t leave it too late…hand on heart!’ I placed my hands over my heart 

and drooped my bottom lip. He harrumphed under his breath. ‘Don’t give me that 

look miss…I’ll see you in the morning.’ He chuckled as he started to walk away.  

‘Night Alan.’  

    ‘Night Caroline.’ He waved his hand in the air, then disappeared around the 

corner.   

I loved this time of day. It was so peaceful. Just me the house and the beautiful 

countryside. I strolled down the path through the Holly shrubbery towards the 

roses, I had planted a few weeks ago.  

‘Caroline.’ A faint eerie whisper behind me made me stop. I turned behind. 

Nothing.     ‘Caroline.’  There it was again! I spun around quickly in every 

direction. Did I really hear that? I was starting to question myself, but all I could 

hear was the pounding of my heartbeat in my ears. ‘Caroline, find me!’ Now I 

know that was not my imagination. The voice was stronger. It was a man’s voice, 

soft and velvety. The hairs on the nape of my neck prickled as the uneasiness 

crept down my spine, it made me shiver. Then a small cyclone of wind picked up 

it circled around me, my throat tightened, and I struggled to catch my breath. I 

blinked several times from the dust which had been kicked up with the wind, but 

within a matter of seconds the wind dropped and the air around me stilled.  

Without hesitation I ran back to the house. Encountering no-one on the way!  
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* 

 

The thoughts of what just happened were whirling around in my head as I sat 

quietly inside my car. I leaned my head back against the headrest and took in big 

deep breaths as I tried to make sense of it all. I couldn’t.  I fumbled with the key 

in the ignition as my hand shook a little. Maybe I’ve imagined life in the past so 

often that I was starting to hear things that were not there. Laughter bubbled up 

inside me, I wasn’t quite sure if it was out of stupidity or just my silliness.  I 

glanced back at the house in my rear-view mirror as I pulled out of the driveway, 

a shiver ran through me. I pushed the phone button on my steering wheel.  

‘Dial mum.’ I said allowed. The bluetooth picked up my voice and paired it to 

my phone. The ringing vibrated through my speaker system. ‘Hello Caroline,’ 

My mother’s calming voice was crisp and clear. ‘Hi Mum. Any chance I could 

come round for dinner?’ I said as I indicated to turn left.  

‘Course you can, you don’t have to ask! what’s up?’ Mum always had that six 

sense when something bothered me. ‘I had a strange experience at work, and it 

scared the crap out of me!’ I pulled out onto the main road and changed up a gear 

as my speed increased.  

‘Are you driving?’ I could hear the reprimand in her voice.  

‘Yes, mum…I’m driving.’ 

‘Don’t talk and drive…just tell me all about it when you get here please.’ 

‘Do you want me to stop off and get anything beforehand?’ 

‘Nope, your dad has just started the BBQ and your sister’s getting the wine,’ 

‘Great! I won’t be able to have a serious conversation whilst Claire is there’. 

‘Don’t be like that, she means well.’  

‘Sorry mum! Anyway, I’ll see ya soon, bye.’ 

‘Bye darling.’ She clicked off. 
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  I drove through my small village and I saw my cousin Nicola pushing her 

daughter Olivia in the pram, I beeped my horn and waved as I passed, but not 

stopping until I got to my parent’s house. I let myself in with my key. ‘MUM!’ I 

shouted out as I closed the door behind me. ‘We are in the dining room Caroline.’ 

She shouted back. I walked through the lounge and into the dining room, the bi-

folding doors were opened out onto the garden and dad was cooking on the bbq.  

‘Hey Dad,’ I shouted through the doorway at him.  

‘Hey Caroline.’ He waved his large bbq tongs at me.  

‘You’re early!’ My sister grinned at me. I slung my bag down on the floor and 

kissed them both hello. ‘Oh, you know what I’m like… I get so carried away I 

lose track of time.’ I felt mum’s warm hand on my forehead. ‘Are you feeling 

alright darling…you look white a ghost…what’s the matter?’ she said with a 

worried look on her face. ‘It’s silly really.’ I said as she passed me the placemats. 

I put them on the table, then Claire followed with the knives and forks. ‘What’s 

silly?’ Claire stopped what she was doing and waited for my explanation. ‘I had 

a strange experience at work…someone was calling my name…when I looked 

around there wasn’t anyone there.’ 

 ‘GRUBS UP.’ Dad interrupted us as he placed the cooked meat onto the table. 

‘Umm, smells delish.’ My mouth watered as the aroma of the steaks hit my nose.   

Our conversation was temporally forgotten as Claire poured the wine and we all 

tucked in. ‘So, Caroline how are the gardens going?’ Dad asked with keen 

interest. ‘Gardens are going great; we have just started laying the turf and next 

week we are going to start designing the parterres…would you like to come for a 

visit Dad?’ ‘That would be lovely Caroline, thank you.’ He flicked some crumbs 

off his chest and on to the floor. ‘Harry! Did you have too!’ The reprimand in my 

mum’s voice made him jump. ‘Well at least you can introduce dad to your ghost 

then!’ Claire smirked as me as she passed me the salad bowl. ‘Did you have too?’ 

I said with an exasperated sigh. ‘What!’ Claire looked at me all innocent. ‘What’s 

all this nonsense about?’ My attention was back on dad. He was trying to cut into 
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his steak. ‘Mmph bit tough!’ he said as he popped a bit into his mouth, chewed 

for a few second, I could tell he was deep in thought. ‘I think someone was play 

around, trying to scare me.’ Then told him what had happened. He didn’t say 

much, just nodded now and again. It wasn’t long after that Claire butted in. ‘It’s 

a ghost you know!’  Dad answered for me ‘Stupid girl! His eyes darted towards 

Claire, then turned his attention back to his plate. He had another go at trying to 

cut his steak.  

 ‘Told you Harry you were cooking them far too long…but you didn’t listen to 

me!’ Mum sighed with exasperation. ‘Sandra! I know how to cook a bloody 

steak…been doing it for the last…god knows how many years…and if you don’t 

like my cooking then by all means, you do it next time!’ He said rather matter of 

factually.  

 ‘All old houses are haunted didn’t you know?’  We all stopped what we were 

doing and looked at Claire, she was totally oblivious to the disagreement our 

parents were having and the fact we had changed our topic of conversation. 

  ‘Mmph…don’t be bloody daft girl.’ Dad said and rolled his eyes upwards. Claire 

flipped her hair off her shoulders with her left hand and continued with her absurd 

notion.  

    ‘Well I believe in ghosts.’ The corners of her mouth lifted slightly.  

‘…and I agree with Dad.’ I lifted my chin to look at her.  

 ‘You would…anyway how do you explain it then?’ Her eyes narrowed at me. 

‘Well I can’t…can I!’ I flopped back in my chair and crossed my arms over my 

chest. 

 ‘Alright! That’s enough you two, stop the bickering…Caroline it’s probably 

someone playing around.’ Mum said as she tried to calm the situation. ‘S’pose 

your right…but it did un-nerve me though mum!’ I said as I reach for my wine.  

    ‘How do you explain the wind then?’ Claire interrupted again as she rested her 

chin in one hand and drummed her fingers on the table with the other. ‘I don’t 
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know! Can you just drop the damn subject now!’ She was starting to get on my 

nerves. 

    'Boohoo’ Her eyes gleamed in mischief.  

‘Just drop it!’  I gave her a dirty look and went to help mum clear the table. 

 

The evening was still quite warm, so we all sat outside on the patio.  Mum and I 

caught up with all the neighborhood gossip whilst Claire and my dad were on 

their phones. Claire was on Instagram and dad was playing online solitaire. I 

placed my empty glass on the table and stood. ‘I’m off home now.’ I said as I 

yawned and stretched out my back. ‘So soon?’  Mum looked a little disappointed. 

‘I have got another early start tomorrow; I want to get the rest of the turf laid 

before the weekend coz next week is s’posed to be piddling down!’ 

    ‘You’ll be lucky, it’s s’posed to rain in the morning.’ Dad said as he looked up 

for his game. ‘Oh, Bloody hell!’ I said with as much exasperation as I could 

muster.  

    ‘God forbid…you will just have to have an easy day…for a change!’ Claire 

said as she poured the last of the wine. She held the bottle over her glass and 

shook the last few drops out. ‘Don’t think you’re gonna get any more out of that 

bottle!’  I lifted a single brow and smirked.  

‘Your such a Bitch!’ She said as her face lit up. She grinned at me.  

‘…And you’re a Brat!  

‘Enough you too!’ Mum said with her strict telling off face. ‘We are only 

playing.’ We both replied together.  

‘That’s it piss off home the pair of ya,’ said Dad. 

‘I ‘am home!’ Claire swats him with her hand.  

‘Yeah, don’t I still know it!’ He added before he went back to his game.  

Mum gave me a lopsided grin. ‘Well it’s been quite an…’ 

   ‘Eventful evening!’ I finished for her.   
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* 

 

My morning started like most mornings; I didn’t take my usual route today as I 

fancied a more picturesque drive down windy curvy country roads with long 

avenues of blossom trees and green freshly cut fields as far as the eye could see.  

I drove past the village golf course and a little row of old seventeenth century 

farmers cottages, all still in use with a wonderful variety of flowers which filled 

their front lawns. Just ahead I could see the old wrought iron gates that were once 

the entrance to Depden Hall. This old estate was once owned by Nicholas 

Trevelyan, and according to local history he was beheaded in 1649 for helping 

the Prince of Wales, later known as Charles II escape in the aftermath of his defeat 

in the royal uprising, when he tried to put his father back on the English throne.  

The rain on my windscreen brought me back to the present as I pulled up outside 

work. Dad was right! I thought myself as I made a quick dash from the carpark 

to the servants entrance of Copped hall.  

I shook out my coat and hung it on the back of the door in the lobby.  

‘Morning honey bunny’ Mark my supervisor followed in behind me.  

He air kissed both my cheeks. ‘And how are we this morning?’ 

I just loved his little endearments and quirkiness.  

‘Morning Mark…and I’m fine thank you for asking,’  

I was always pleased to see him. ‘you look superb as ever darling!’ He glanced 

down at my scruffy appearance. ‘Why thank you.’ I followed his gaze. We both 

laughed. ‘I don’t think I’ll get much done outside today, so have you got anything 

that needs sorting out?’ 

    ‘Glad you asked, I was coming to find you anyway to ask a big favour.’ He 

gave me a huge grin. ‘Okay, I’m all ears.’ I glanced at him a little doubtful as I 

was wondering where this conversation was going to take me. He clasped his 

hands together rather dramatically and continued. 
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    ‘You know we have put a reward out for locating the lost wrought iron gates 

for the front of the drive.’ He unclasped his hands and waved them up towards 

his shoulders. 

    ‘Yes.’ I said rather skeptical. 

    ‘Well nothing has come of it and we are trying desperately to find old gates 

that we can restore, and I was wondering if you had any ideas of where we could 

find some?’ he clapped his hands together make me jump a little. He just stood 

there like he was praying waiting for my response. ‘Gates! Really! That’s such a 

coincidence, I drove past the old entrance to Debden hall this morning and the 

old gates are still there.’ 

    ‘Debden hall…Mmph’ He put his finger and thumb on his chin and glanced 

skyward. ‘Do you think we could use them here?’  

‘Yep, they are literally hanging off and I reckon if you make a few calls you could 

get us those gates.’  

   ‘It’s worth a try!’ He said as he turned and walked away.  

‘How’s Steve?’ I shouted after him.  

‘Grumpy as ever…but I still adore him.’ he said as he sashayed off. ‘I’ll let you 

know the outcome later’ he shouted back at me as he closed his office door.   

    I smiled to myself as I made my way towards the staff room to grab a cup of 

tea and a Danish pastry, which was brought in by Ms. Hughes the estate secretary 

every Friday.  

As I walked into the staff room, I found her bent over the large dining room table 

placing her home baked goodies out for us all. ‘Morning Mrs Hughes.’ I must had 

startled her because she turned around rather quickly. ‘Oh, you made me jump 

Caroline.’ She placed her hand over her heart and chuckled. ‘Sorry Mrs Hughes, 

I didn’t mean too!’ ‘pish!’ She waved a hand towards me. ‘Never mind me, Mr. 

Hughes is always saying I jump at the silliest of things.’ 

‘How is Mr. Hughes, still enjoying his retirement?’  
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She frowned as her eyes narrowed. ‘He drives me up the wall, his always 

underfoot…that’s why I have taken to working three days a week rather than 

two…I told him he should join the local bowls club.’  

   ‘and did he?’  

    ‘No, don’t be daft, he would sooner potter around in his garden and take Copper 

for long walks…anyway enough about us, what about you missy…I heard from 

Alan that you were here late again last night?’ Her brows snapped together as she 

questioned me. ‘and how many times have I told you; you need to get out and 

meet a nice young chappy!’ 

‘Ooh you know me; I like my own company…anyway I haven’t found any nice 

young chappy that would be worthy of me!’  I said feeling rather pleased with my 

answer. 

‘Tut, tut, your girl!’ she said as she passed me one of her Danish pastries. I 

laughed as I bit into it. ‘Ooh cinnamon my favorite.’ The flakes of pastry fell onto 

my cardigan and I absentmindedly flicked them onto my plate.  ‘Glad you like 

it...tea?’ She said. 

    ‘Mmph, yes please Mrs Hughes.’ She passed me a cup of tea. I took a sip ‘Ooh 

lovely, thank you; you certainly know how to look after me!’ 

    ‘You’re welcome honey…anyway that’s what I’m always here for and I will 

always be looking after you.’ she said as she walked towards the door. I thought 

her comment was a little strange, but I shrugged it off. My phone beeped with a 

text message. I took it out of my bag and checked to see who the message was 

from. Claire! 

‘Bumped into your ghost yet?’  

‘No, and it’s not a bloody ghost lol. I messaged back. 

Smiley face and ghost emoji’s popped back up. 

‘Leave me alone I’ve got work to do xx’ 

‘Don’t forget you’re taking me shopping 2morrow.’ 
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Bugger, I’d forgotten, clothes shopping with Claire was the last thing I wanted to 

do on my day off!’ 

‘Okay, but we are leaving early, coz I don’t wanna spend all day out.’ A sad 

face emoji popped up. 

 I placed my phone back in my bag, and I walked over to the large bay window. 

I sat down on the plush duck egg two-seater sofa that was nestled in the bay and 

sipped my tea. I stared out of the window and watched the rain fall over the 

countryside. My eyes glazed over, I become lost in my own thoughts. As my 

thoughts drifted, I had a sudden fleeting image of a lady pushing me in a swing 

in this very garden, but I was only small, six or seven maybe. But she was dressed 

so differently. The noise of the door opening brought me back to reality. Mark 

thundered into the room with excited energy. ‘We’ve got the go ahead!’ His face 

gleamed with enthusiasm. ‘Blimey that is quick, you don’t hang around.’ I said. 

    ‘Any chance you can go with the lads to collect them?’ 

    ‘Now!’ 

    ‘Well, finish your tea and cake first.’ Mark said as he gave me a cheeky grin. 

‘You’re sure?’ I lifted a single brow at him.  

‘Don’t be bloody cheeky you.’  

I knew he was joking because we often played off one another. ‘Course I will, I 

don’t mind.’  

    ‘Great Caroline you’re a star.’ 

    ‘Yeah, I know.’ 

 

I went in search of Lee and Dean our heavy-duty lifting boys. I found them in the 

car park lifting out some ornate stone flowerpots from the pickup truck. 

    ‘Hey Caroline,’ both said in unison. 

    ‘Hey Boys, got a job for you both, you wouldn’t mind driving me to Debden 

house? 
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    ‘What the old fatty Parkers place?’ Dean said as he jumped down from the 

truck. ‘Yes, that’s the one…do you know I haven’t heard that in years!’  

I never really knew why the local kids called it that, think it might have been once 

been owned by a farmer of that name.  

‘What are we going there for?’ Lee asked as I watched them struggle with the 

pots.  

‘The gates…we’ve been given permission by the owners to use them here.’ 

‘What the old rusty ones at the front?’ he questioned.  

 ‘Yeap, those ones if that is okay with you both?’ 

    ‘Yeah that’s fine, we’ll just take these round the back first.’ Dean said I 

watched them disappear around the corner. 

 

 

* 

 

We were outside in the rain. The boys were trying to get the gates off without 

much luck. The hinges had become so rusted over time that they would not budge. 

‘I’ve got a good idea.’ Lee said, ‘Why don’t we knock part of the wall away 

instead of trying to get them off at the hinge?’ 

‘Will that work?’ I questioned 

‘Should do…it’s better than trying to lift it off.’ Dean said as he gave Lee a bolster 

and hammer. They started to knock the stone away around the hinge, chunks of 

brick were flying everywhere. Next thing I heard was, ‘watch out Caroline!’ A 

searing pain exploded at the side of my head, I lost my balance and I fell to my 

knees. Did something hit me? I tried desperately to stay focused. Then I noticed 

a large chunk of stone lying on the floor next to a dirty puddle of water. A few 

drops of my blood landed in the center and it sent circular ripples to the outer 

edges.  My brow creased together in confusion as I looked at myself in the 

reflection of the water. It was just a shallow muddy puddle caused by the rain, yet 



16 
 

the image was so clear. It was like I was looking into a mirror. Although I 

recognised myself I looked so different. My hair was the palest of blondes, with 

streaks of curly gold running through, not my usual brown. It was piled on top in 

a tight bun with two side ringlets draped over my shoulder.  

Suddenly the wind picked up. It swirled around me like cyclone with the leaves 

following in its wake. I felt sick and dizzy, my mind tried desperately to urge my 

body to move, but it didn’t want to obey. My fingers started to buzz, and I had 

this deep sense of urgency to touch the image that stared back at me. My hand 

moved before I thought it through. Then I was falling into darkness not fast but 

in slow motion. I floated down and down, just like Alice did down the rabbit hole. 

‘Caroline!’ Was someone calling me? Then darkness consumed me.  

 

 

 

 


