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I have a problem with my memory. It isn't that it ever fails me -
quite the opposite in fact. Indeed, my recall of events from all
but the earliest years of my life is truly photographic, so there
was little doubt in my mind the woman before me now was the one who
had stolen the book.

I had seen her only minutes earlier in Brady's Antiquarian
Book shop, in a corner of its labyrinthine interior. I had looked
up briefly from my perusal of a box of eighteenth century prints,
to see her in the process of tucking the book down the front of her
trousers. Then she had simply walked out with it.

It was Brady himself who raised the alarm because he had
seen her too, though not her face, but from the slightly amazed
stare she gave me as she passed the both of us, he must have
surmised I'd be able to recognise her again. That stare had been
quite haunting, causing me to gaze after her in cold
astonishment.

She was on the street in a moment and would have got clean
away except, incredibly, she blundered into the arms of a passing
policeman. Indeed the whole incident might have been amusing except
for the fact that Brady, having caught her up, then delved into her
clothing in order to recover the book. Now I know she'd stolen it,
but even so there was something ungentlemanly about his actions and
I found myself siding with the woman.

"It's mine," she protested.

"Nice try," Brady sneered.

"No, really" she said. "I just hid it to avoid
confusion."

The policeman listened impassively to this exchange before
asking the woman if she could prove the book was hers.

"Well of course I can't," she said. "But can he prove it's
his?"

It was a good point. She had taken the book from the
second hand section of Brady's shop, where the stock was mostly low
grade stuff and bore no proprietorial markings. The constable
turned to Brady: "Well, can you?" he asked.

Of course Brady couldn't prove it either, but shop lifters
were the bane of his life and I could see he was determined to make
an example of the woman. That was when he turned and jabbed a
finger at me.

"He'll back me up. He saw her take it as well!"

Now in fact I had not seen her take the book from the
shelf. I had only seen her slipping it down her trousers and so, to
the letter of his request, I was unable to help. This may seem a
little pedantic but I should point out that I did not owe Brady any
favours. Many were the times when he had asked me sarcastically if
I'd intended buying anything, a reference to the fact I only ever
browsed. He was not to know I did not need to buy his prints; the
act of simply looking was sufficient for me to possess them. Also,
the affair seemed ridiculously overblown. I had noticed the stolen
book was a tatty volume of essays by one J. V. Lanchester. The fly
cover was missing, the spine broken; why the woman should have
risked prosecution for such a worthless thing in the first place, I
could not imagine.

So, all eyes were upon me: the policeman's, Brady's, the
woman's. She looked pale and nervous, and, apart, from a few
wrinkles around her eyes, exactly as I remembered her from our
first encounter, ten years ago.

"I really couldn't say," I told them.

Brady coloured at once, an ominous bright red, like he was
about to pop. The policeman thought about it for a moment before
deciding to give the woman the benefit of the doubt, then rubbed
salt in Brady's wounds for good measure, reprimanding him sternly
for interfering with the woman's clothing. I turned to Brady and
gave a helpless shrug, at which he gruffly announced he would be
closing his shop for the rest of the day, then proceeded, rather
peevishly, to usher everyone outside.



Walking back to my studio, I thought about the woman. Our first
encounter had been in the library at the Polytechnic, where we had
been students. It had been a wet afternoon and consequently the
place had been busier than normal with very few places remaining to
sit. It was thus by chance we'd found ourselves facing one another
across a cramped reading table.

I'd found her passably attractive but I was 25 at the
time, somewhat older than the norm for a student, and was already
jaded by my experience of intimate relations. It was my memory, you
see? Everything is recorded, all the things you normal people are
the better for forgetting; every slight, every cross word, every
bitter misunderstanding. And I suppose it's in our nature that
emotional negatives carry more weight than the positives - a thing
which in my case provides little nourishment for those first tiny
seeds of attraction to blossom into anything more
lasting.

It was for this reason I had tried to ignore a growing and
somewhat irksome arousal, but with little success. Indeed, such was
the strength of her effect upon me, I had begun to imagine her
undressed and in all manner of lurid poses. I assure you I was not
normally given to moments of such unbridled prurience and at the
time had found the experience quite unsettling. In the end I'd only
been able to overcome my considerable distraction by gathering up
my books and notes and moving to another table.

I did not see her again,… until the day of the incident in
the book shop.

Now, that I can remember her from so long ago, and after
such a brief and, you might say, insignificant encounter is not so
remarkable since I can bring to mind the face of every person I
have ever met. What is remarkable however, as I had first
realised from her expression when she had looked at me in Brady's
book shop, was that she remembered me as well, with equal
clarity.

As I walked, idly reminiscing over the incident, I
suddenly came upon her. She was waiting a few doors down, having
apparently flopped onto the steps of a shop, the tatty memoirs
pressed against her bosom. She looked sickly pale and drawn, and
she was sweating. When she saw me, she eased herself to her feet
and invited by neither word nor gesture, fell into step with
me.

"I should thank you," she said.

I gave a careless shrug. "I did not see you take the
book."

"I'd like to explain," she began, hesitantly at first. "I
don't make a habit of this sort of thing you know." She looked
away, perhaps reading my silence as indifference, and then she said
what she had meant to say in the first place: "We've met before."
She almost whispered the words, as if she couldn't believe it
herself. "I wouldn't mention it except that I believe you might
also remember me, which would be incredible, wouldn't it? I mean,
considering it was so long ago, and our encounter was so
brief."

"I believe we have met, yes. So,… we're the same,
you and I?"

"It would seem that way."

As we walked I noticed her pace slowing, as if she were a
clockwork doll gradually winding down. "I had no idea there might
be others like me," I said. We had stopped now, the weight of her
apparent fatigue having ground us to a halt. I looked at her more
closely, wondering about the power of her memory. "Can I buy you a
coffee?" I enquired. "Perhaps we should talk."

She smiled. "Coffee would be good. And I do believe I need
to sit down."

"Forgive me for mentioning it, but you look a little pale.
Is there anything I can do?"

She smiled and shook her head. "It's nothing," she
replied.

I was not interested in making an impression on this
woman, so I escorted her to the bus station cafe across the street,
which was not exactly renowned for its cuisine, nor it ambiance. It
was rest and refreshment we sought, nothing more.

"You were reading art," she recalled, as we watched the
busses swinging in and out. Her name was Clarissa and indeed her
memory was every bit as perversely proficient as my own. "You were
writing notes, in green ink, with a tortoiseshell fountain
pen."

"An essay on Monet," I remembered. "And you were reading
Wordsworth's Prelude. You had on a denim jump suit, a blue scarf
around your neck, and a little badge on your lapel, a teddy bear,…
yellow enamel."

As we continued to share the recalled minutiae from that
brief encounter, I began to tingle with a rare anticipation: this
woman was different from all the others I had ever known. We alone
could understand one another. Then, almost in the same breath I
cursed the futility of it. A relationship with this woman was no
more likely to succeed than any other - indeed it seemed twice as
likely to fail, neither of us ever able to forget a single word of
all the words we might ever share. And in a million kindnesses, it
is always the handful of insults we would remember.  As a
distraction, I asked her why she had taken the book.

"It's rare," she said. "Possibly the last copy in
existence. I've searched everywhere for it and would you believe
it? I find it on the day I've left my purse at home. It didn't seem
such a dreadful crime - and I was going to sneak it back when I had
read it. As you know, I need only read it once to possess
it."

"But surely Brady would have put it to one side for
you?"

"No, I've asked him to do that sort of thing before and
he's always refused. He's not exactly the most obliging of
characters. I remember finding a book once that he'd marked up for
sale at a pound. But as soon as he realised I was interested in it,
he wanted ten pounds for it."

"He does have something of a cantankerous reputation," I
agreed.

"I know it sounds irrational, but I was afraid it might be
gone by the time I came back, or if I asked him to set it aside,
he'd pull some trick on me, like before. And you've simply no idea
how important this book is to me at the moment."

She took the volume from her pocket and turned to the
inside cover where I noted it was a first edition - 1946. Here
also, the price was scribbled in the top corner: Fifty pence. For
all his faults, Brady did have an eye for a book's worth and from
the looks of it, J. V. Lanchester did not have much of a
following.

"There's one copy of the Lindisfarne Gospels," I said.
"That's priceless. But this?"

She shook her head. "There are many copies of the Gospels
- just the one original, but these essays are probably the last
existing vessel of this man's knowledge. Your paintings by Monet,
my Wordsworth - those works have been recorded and printed so many
times and are in the minds of so many people, they will never be
forgotten,… but Lanchester's childhood in a Manchester slum? His
experience as an overseer in a cotton mill? His views on social
change in the nineteen thirties?"

"But they're just some old geezer's memories,… they're not
important, surely? I mean, they don't exactly make the world a
richer place."

She smiled. "Who's to say?"

Suddenly, she broke off, as if overcome by a sharp pain in
her head.

"You're unwell," I said.

"It'll pass," She looked at me speculatively. "I'm sorry
to ask this when you've already been so kind but will you walk me
home? Please don't get the wrong idea. It's just that I'm afraid I
might pass out on the way."

"Have you seen a doctor?"

"There's nothing anyone can do," she said. "It's my mind.
I've been filling it with too many books, lately. Now and then it
shuts down in protest. I'll be fine, if you could just see me to my
door."

I was horrified. "You mean you still make a habit of
reading books?"

"Of course. Don't you?"

I shrank away from the thought of it. "Not books,… there's
too much information. I collect pictures, that's all. "

It was essential to avoid filling one's head with too much
sensory information. I would even remember the numbers of the
busses manoeuvering past our window and the faces of the passengers
gazing back at us until the end of my useful life. And each day
added inexorably to this burden of trivia: it was enough to cope
with, without actually setting out to deliberately look for more.
If I was careful, perhaps I would have another twenty years or so
before my mind burned out, after which lay only pathetic confusion
in an asylum. Now I understood the nature of Clarissa's sickness:
she was nearing that stage already.

We walked slowly while she complained of dizziness and
paused frequently, crouching on the pavement like a drunkard, her
head between her knees to stave off a fainting fit. Eventually, she
led me to a respectable suburb and to the door of a tidy terraced
cottage. It was here, while fumbling for her keys she finally
collapsed, leaving me to carry her inside.

The house was fastidiously neat, though what struck me
most, given her apparently suicidal thirst for text, was that there
were no books. The walls were plain white, and the floor was bare,
with just a few plain rugs ordered with geometric precision, and
some simple chairs. It was much like my own home - nothing to
arrest the attention, only blank spaces where one might safely
stare and put the ever vigilant receptor circuits on
hold.

There was no sofa to place her on, so I took her upstairs
to her bedroom. This too was in the minimalist style with a low bed
and a plain wardrobe, everything white, and without feature. I laid
her on the bed, arranging her as comfortably as I could and then I
sank down beside her feeling incredibly sad.

She looked so pretty, and we had so much in common, but it
was pointless pursuing a relationship with Clarissa. We could
become friends of course, but I already had a string of women with
whom I shared a pointless friendship - pointless because all my
life I had craved so much more. Had I not been concerned for her
health, and had she simply passed out blind drunk, then I would
have walked away - but under the circumstances, common decency
forced me to stay.

Perhaps it was boredom then that made me carefully slide
Lanchester's essays from the pocket of her overcoat - although I
admit I was also curious about him and I wondered if there might
not be something singularly profound about his insight that had
driven Clarissa to possess his words at any price. In the end
though, I was sorely disappointed. His prose was convoluted and
banal. Speed reading, I ploughed on relentlessly, devouring the
text for just one jewel of timeless wisdom, but there were none.
These were the memoirs of an ordinary, and poorly educated man, the
record of an unremarkable life. Brady and I were of the same mind:
Fifty pence was about its worth and I regretted soiling my memory
with it.

Shortly after finishing the book, I was roused by a loud
rapping on the door and, thinking it might be an anxious relative,
I hastened downstairs to open it only to find Brady on the
doorstep.

"I should have guessed you'd be in it together," he
said.

I was astonished. "You! You must have followed us here?" I
was astonished. "For fifty lousy pence! You're crazy."

"It's the principle," he replied. "Now where is
it?"

I looked down guiltily at the book in my hands. Brady
reached out calmly and took it. "I don't expect to see either of
you in my shop again," he said.



Clarissa slept off her malaise and woke after dawn, looking
brighter and fresher, though I knew her recovery would be short
lived. She gave me a tender look when she saw me waiting at her
bedside, but became gloomy when I told her what had
happened.

"I don't think he'll come back," I assured her, but
Clarissa seemed less concerned about Brady's visit than the loss of
the book he had taken from her.

"I'll never find another copy," she groaned.

I tried to make light of it. "Well, from what I read -
it's not something you should lose much sleep over."

She froze. "You read it? All of it?"

"Yes. Cover to cover."

"So,… you could recite it to me?"

"That might take days!" I protested.

"But you could do it? Word for word?"

"Certainly. But it's dross. Why waste your mind on
it?"

She looked at me desperately. "Please, I must have that
book."

"Why should I help you to commit suicide?"

"Is that what you think?"

"What else am I to suppose, when you seem bent on burning
yourself out?"

She looked at me curiously. "I don't keep this knowledge,
you know? I pass it on."

I was puzzled. "What do you mean, you pass it
on?"

"I mean I pass it on, you know, to students
mostly,… I'm a tutor at the college now. But you don't understand,
I pass it on directly,… from my memory to theirs - not that they're
aware of it of course. They just think I'm a good
tutor."

She could see I was struggling with this bizarre concept,
so she enlightened me further. "That time we met, at college, I
gave you some saucy images of me so you'd want to get to know me
better,… Polaroids I'd taken of myself. I thought of them and then
projected them into your mind. It was cheap, I know, but I was
younger then and not so sensitive. Funny, it had always worked on
men before,… "

I felt myself go pale.

She smiled. "I'm surprised you don't know the technique."
Suddenly she grew serious and drew herself closer. "You don't do
you? You really don't. You're still carrying it all with you! Your
whole life!" She was horrified. "How can you bear it?"

"What choice do I have?"

"Surely, you know that in passing it on you are relieved
of the knowledge yourself? That's why people like us live the way
we do,… so we can put other stuff in there as well - like,.. like,…
those bus numbers from last night and any other trivia that keeps
accumulating."

I shook my head in disbelief. "You dump the garbage into
other people's heads? But don't they know?"

"You can jumble it up," she said. "It's just background
noise to them - and quite harmless,… but to us,… to us, such a
relief!"

"But,… how is it done? How do choose your
subjects?"

"It's easy," she said. "You can do it to anyone - even a
passer by."

It was a revelation, and I realised at once such a
technique would extend my useful life to the norm. If only it were
true! "Can you teach me, Clarissa?"

She looked at me cautiously. "Of course. Just as soon as
you've given me Lanchester's essays."

"But if you teach me now, I could give you the essays
directly," I said. "And rid myself of them in the
process."

"It might take months to teach you," she said, "And I'm
not sure my client can wait that long."



We began after breakfast - me typing out the essays word for word,
comma for comma on her computer. It was not a difficult task, only
tedious, like copying out the pages of a dictionary. Every hour or
so, I would produce a handful of printouts, which she would then
settle down to read. The task took two long days to complete, the
last full stop being punched in around midnight, after which I
slept on a comfortable futon Clarissa had prepared for me in her
spare bedroom.

I woke up the following morning to find her sitting cross
legged on the floor regarding me strangely, as if something was
troubling her - as if perhaps she'd changed her mind, and was
thinking of going back on her word.

"You will teach me?" I reminded her. "You
promised."

She sighed. "Have you thought that the price will be your
memories? Which ones and how many, only you can decide. Once gone,
they are gone for ever and I'm worried you'll be reckless,
destroying half your life in an attempt to preserve it."

"Surely I'm the best judge of that," I said. But I knew
she had a point, for already I had begun secretly sifting my
memories in an attempt to label them for execution, and it had been
harder than I'd thought. Was it only the good memories that
sustained us? The successes? The times of deep satisfaction? Could
I safely dispose of the failures, the cringing embarrassments, the
heartaches, the insults - or were they just as important in
defining us? Was there a danger I would destroy my soul in an
attempt to preserve its mortal vessel?

She reached out and squeezed my hand. "But of course I'll
teach you," she said tenderly. "Besides you still have pictures of
me I'd like returning."

"Ah no, Clarissa," I replied, teasing her. "Some things I
will never be persuaded to part with."

By now she was almost too weak to leave the house, as if
Lanchester's infernal essays had proved too much for her and in the
end, I had to drive her across town to her appointment with her
client. I was curious about him - even more so when she directed me
through the gates of a geriatric home.

We were greeted at the door by a cheery faced nurse and
shown along a corridor heavy with a soporific heat, and finally
into a lounge whose walls were lined by the vacant expressions of
thirty ancient souls. Clarissa picked out a frail old man in a
wheelchair and knelt beside him.

"My client," she said.

He was in a bad way - his skin almost transparent and
drawn tightly over his bones. I offered him my hand, a gesture he
returned by some long embedded reflex. He felt deathly
cold.

The nurse hovered at my elbow. "Poor old chap," she said.
"He's stone deaf,… and he can't even remember his own
name."

"Perhaps he doesn't need to," I replied, for I knew it of
course: This was none other than J V. Lanchester. And now I
understood the value of memory, not just his, but also my own
because what to me had been worthless was of course, to him, a
spotlight cutting clean through the fog of his decrepitude to the
finest of his days - days that had leaked away from him, to be
gathered by chance into the strongholds of two temporarily stronger
minds.

I tightened my grip on his hand and Clarissa closed her
eyes, as if to concentrate. Then she sighed and I swear as I looked
into his eyes, I saw a glimmer of light - not much - but enough I
thought,… .

… ..to sustain him,…
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Thank you for reading this story. I hope you enjoyed it. If
you're interested in obtaining other short works by Michael Graeme
then why not visit the "Rivendale Review" Website at
www.mgraeme.ic24.net. Several novels by the same author are
available from Lulu.com. All are free to download.
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only one character and no story line. But she was
"something",...

She was a hobby I suppose you might say. Other young men had
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I am sitting here in the lounge-bar of the McKinley Arms Hotel,
by the shores of Loch Lomond, and I am staring out into the
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I always seem to go wrong at this point, so you must forgive what
must seem like fastidious caution, but I simply have to get it
right this time!
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A 25 minute read by Michael Graeme: Crime doesn't pay. That's
what they try to teach you in prison, and fair enough, I might even
have left there one day determined to go straight except, suddenly,
I was on an island in the China Sea, gazing at a beautiful girl in
a yellow Bikini. So maybe it had been worth it after all. But
careful now! You had to avoid thinking things like that because
they'd a nasty habit of dissolving back into reality and you'd wake
up right back in that stinking grey cell: five years of your life
already erased, with another two to go, and all because you'd never
been able to resist the puzzle of a pretty motor car!
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Phil and Penny were made for each other - the only problem is
they are married to other people. When they meet at a Tai Chi class
they quickly realise the depth of one another's loneliness and need
for a sympathetic ear. Fearful of the consequences, they go to
elaborate lengths to avoid each other but their paths begin to
cross with chance-defying regularity, pulling them ever more deeply
into one another's confidence. Is this evidence of a mysterious
power at work, or should they simply have an affair? Middle aged
and married for a long time, their apparently unavoidable
relationship causes them to ask serious questions of the meaning of
their lives and their marriages, and finally to demand that their
families respect them for who they really are. But will their
families recognise them? Can they even recognise themselves?

Push Hands is a full length novel, complete and free to
download.
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Magician of Monkton Pier (2009)
Joshua is navigating his eco-boat, The Mattie Rat along a dark
and stinking stretch of the old canal through Monkton - a city
overwhelmed by gangs and gun toting militias. Joshua's seen it all
before: urban decay, corruption and the death of hope.

Living on the water, and with no need for money, he's usually
able to slip unnoticed through these dark town stretches and into
the green beyond. But when he's tricked into picking up a pair of
enigmatic hitchers, Joshua knows there's going to be trouble in
Monkton.

In spite of his best efforts, the wily old Waterman is about to
become an accomplice in the biggest magical stunt of all time. And
if the world no longer believes in magic, well, it only has itself
to blame.
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A twenty minute read: So, I'm standing in this crop circle, down
in Wiltshire, England, and there's a girl dangling a crystal from
the end of a chain. She's very pretty, so I'm thinking I'll have to
find a way of overlooking the fact she's probably also some kind of
crank if I want to take advantage of the situation here,...



	


Katie's
Rescue (2009)
A thirty minute read: It felt odd, driving into Raworth, because
where I come from Raworth does not exist. I know that stretch of
road, you see? It dips down to the river Warfe, crosses over by the
old bridge, then rises up the dale on the other side. Ordinarily
there's just a steep wooded ravine and a picturesque waterfall on
the river but, like I said, on this occasion, there was also
Raworth,...



	


The
Summer of '83 (2009)
Well, that's middle age for you: you either grow up, grow into
it, accept its imperfections, its disappointments, and grow old
grumbling at someone, or you ruin yourself on a mad fling with a
girl half your age that you know won't last, and then you grow old
alone and with only the walls to grumble at.

In the absence of any other alternatives, I know which of the
two I prefer,... but what if there was a third alternative?



	


The
Man Who Talked to Machines (2010)
You have to talk to them, counsel them, mesmerise them into
stillness before you set foot anywhere near them. And, though I may
not be considered wholly sane, at least I have a reputation for the
way I talk to machines.



	


Pandora and
Melanie (2010)
My dear Richard, I apologise for the delay in writing to you but
it's only now I am beginning to come to terms with the implications
of your discovery, and also the news of your collaboration with the
woman known to you as Pandora,...

The author joins in with the doom and gloom and predicts the end
of the world, but as you might expect, there's an upside to every
situation.



	


Rosemary's
Eyes (2010)
A short story about life, and death: Rosemary was by the house,
feeling her way among the delicate stems of a clematis, her light
touch seeking the beauty of its tissue-thin blooms. She paused at
our approach and looked towards me, her eyes passive, waiting. Then
she reached out, inviting my embrace. And when she gathered me in
her arms, she raised her lips to my ear and I felt her whispered
words, hot and curling against my skin.

"Don't be afraid," she said. "Look into my eyes once more."



	


The
Road From Langholm Avenue (2010)
A story of unrequited love, of unexpected love, of love lost,
and found again. With divorce and redundancy looming, our hero,
Tom, is left facing middle age with the feeling that he made a
wrong turn somewhere in his past. Then, as if things aren't bad
enough he's inexplicably haunted by memories of Rachel, a girl he
had a crush on at school. With emotions bubbling up to the surface
he realises the old business with Rachel has never really been
forgotten and that before he can find a way through his crisis,
he's going to have to journey back in search of his deepest past.
Tom sets out to find Rachel and, regardless of her circumstances,
do the one thing he couldn't bring himself to do a quarter of a
century ago: ask her on a date. But things don't quite go according
to plan. Tom discovers a lot can change in twenty five years, but
that some things remain exactly the same. And when it comes to the
business of unrequited love, even those closest to him are not
immune.

This is a full length novel - complete and free to read. It is
not a teaser or a taster.



	


In
Durleston Wood (2010)
A middle aged romantic, Richard Hunter has hit the buffers.
Divorced and estranged from his children, he trains as a teacher
and takes up a post in his home village at his old Primary School.
Never more than arm's length away from a nervous breakdown and
hopelessly in love with his headmistress, Richard seeks solace in
his boyhood haunt: Durleston Wood. But the wood now hides a secret,
a mysterious woman kept hidden there as the apparent "property" of
a villain - or so she tells him. As he learns more of her fate, and
her plan to transfer her "ownership" to him, he tells himself this
is the last thing he wants, while wondering if it isn't actually
something he needs more than anything, that far from destroying
him, rescuing her could be the one thing that stops him from going
under.

This is a full length novel - not a taster or a teaser.



	


The
Lavender and the Rose (2010)
Matthew Rowan finds himself drawn to a secluded valley in the
English Lake District where he meets Amanda, mistress of Cragside,
a cottage nestled deep in a fold between high fells. On the surface
it seems like the ideal refuge from a world gone mad, but what he
doesn't know is that the house sits at the epicentre of a magnetic
anomaly and has a reputation for playing strange tricks on the mind
of anyone who sleeps there. There's also something peculiar about
Amanda, who calls hersef Beatrice and leads a secretive life
dressed entirely in Victorian costume. The Lavender and the Rose is
an unusual love story, an erotic adventure, and a spiritual
odyssey. It's also a psychological mystery whose resolution will
require Matthew to question his understanding of the nature of
human identity, and even reality itself.



	


The
Singing Loch (2011)
Scott Matthews, a disillusioned city worker, finds himself drawn
into a bizarre corporate conspiracy. From the ruthless greed of
'80's London, to the austere beauty of Western Scotland, Scott
begins to unravel the threads of an enigma dating back centuries,
while gradually falling under the spell of the mysterious and
forbidden Singing Loch. Here he discovers love, enlightenment, and
ultimately a truth more startling than legend.



	


The
Last Guests of La Maison du Lac (2011)
Writer Richard Graves arrives at La Maison du Lac, a remote
hotel in the Swiss Alps, where he hopes to find the inspiration to
begin the most important story of his career. It's here he meets
the enigmatic Gabrielle, a beautiful Frenchwoman rebelling against
her over-protective parents.

As he comes to know more about Gabrielle he realises he must
rescue her, and that the story he must write is the one he finds
himself living. The story will be a far cry from anything he's
attempted before, with nothing appearing to be as it seems,
including Gabrielle herself.

As their story unfolds, Richard's instincts tell him that only a
tragic ending is going to make sense, and what follows is a
desperate battle between his desire for a lasting happiness, and
the seemingly darker intent of his muse.

At times mysterious, romantic and erotic, this is a journey that
will take Richard and Gabrielle literally beyond the edge of
reason, where the only guarantee is that neither of them will view
life, or love, the same way again.

This is a full length novel, complete and free to read. It is
not a taster or a teaser.
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