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Prologue 
 
The hysterical screaming of young voices rung through his sensitive ears. It was a 
surreal moment and he couldn't comprehend what was happening, it was as if he was 
drunk  He looked around and saw the dead man slumped to the floor, the knife 
sticking out of his chest. Blood covered the floor of the room, and it didn't just belong 
to the dead man. 

His legs shook so violently, he found it hard to stand and he scanned the room, 
looking for his son. Where was he? 

He stepped over a young body and his shoes made bloodied footprints on the hard 
floor as he headed towards the soft play area. He tried to call out, but his voice had 
been stolen by fear, by the horror of the episode he had just witnessed, by the surreal 
nightmare he was imprisoned in. 

His tremulous legs began to snowball upwards and his arms began to judder 
uncontrollably. Fuelled with fear and adrenaline, he scanned the soft play area and 
could clearly see two young bodies hiding, desperately trying to outwit the bad man. 
But he wasn't interested in them, it was selfish, but all he wanted was his son. 

Again, he tried to call out, but his voice was paralysed. The cacophony of disturbed 
wails and moans coming from behind him, never phased him, he wasn't interested in 
them. He wanted to see his boy. 

At last he heard a young voice whimper out "daddy." A small sensation of relief 
brushed over him, he tried to call out but could only muster a noise which was a vast 
improvement on his last effort. 

The young four year old ran at the adult, his arms outstretched and relief evidently 
clear on his face. Both father and son embraced, both father and son cried 
unashamedly, both father and son had survived. As other adults ran into the room the 
screams and hollers of distressed voices rang through Billy's head. One seemed to 
stand out more than the rest. 

It was a voice from a woman he recognised. Her name was Pauline and the 
hysterical woman screamed constantly. "Katie! My Katie! Oh God help us! God help 
us!" 
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One 
 

Wherever he went, whatever he did, he was constantly surrounded by the reminder of 
death. No matter what drug he took or how much alcohol he consumed, Billy Jones 
couldn't escape the mental prison that had been passed onto him nearly three years 
ago. His tortured mind had beaten him and had forced him to lose his job, become a 
slave to anti-depressants and dependent on the state to keep him secure. 

He awoke at nine o'clock almost, and crawled his way out of bed of his one 
bedroom apartment. Wearing nothing but a pair of socks, he yawned loudly as he 
approached his living room and plonked himself on the second hand couch he had 
bought him by a kind relative. 

He flicked the remote and began watching meaningless daytime television, and his 
appearance of being naked, apart from the socks on his feet, never bothered him as his 
curtains were drawn and the spring was marching on and it was apparent that there 
had been a steady surge in temperature outside. He had no heating in his flat and after 
enduring the coldest winter in twenty years (this was according to news reports), Billy 
was quite happy to let it all hang out after spending the last couple of months of going 
to bed fully clothed. 

He lived at the top of a six block apartment and never went out his way to get to 
know any of the other five sets of residents. It was a extraordinary situation, nobody 
went out their way to speak to anyone. It was like an apartment block for the socially 
retarded. If there was too much noise coming from one of the apartments, nobody 
would complain. As far as Billy was aware, they all pretty much avoided one another. 

It was a Friday now, and Billy hadn't left his apartment for three days. He had spent 
most of his days sitting in the apartment half dressed, snacking on anything he could 
get his hand on, but he was slowly losing the will to live and he also needed food. 
Decent food! 

He got up and strolled to the bathroom to drain his aching bladder. He took a quick 
look in the bathroom mirror and checked his appearance. His dark hair had got longer, 
his face was sporting five days of growth. He didn't look dishevelled, he just looked 
different to how he looked last week. He kind of liked the way he looked, for now. 
Then after he got to a certain stage of neglect, he would get his hair cut off followed 
by a clean shave. 

After his shower, Billy slumped onto the couch and saw, not for the first time, an 
image of the young girl again. Here eyes were wide, doll like, her face remained 
emotionless and still. The sad individual took a hard gulp and shook his head almost 
trying to temporarily remove the image from his mind like an etch-a-sketch. 

He cursed under his breath and grabbed his keys as he left his apartment with 
vamoose and walked down the staircase and saw one of his neighbours passing him 
on the stairs. Neither one of them muttered a word to one another, as Billy left for the 
supermarket.  
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Two 
 

Carrying the shopping bags from the supermarket, Billy stumbled into his local shop, 
situated a hundred yards away from his apartment. He plonked the four bags of 
shopping onto the floor of the empty store and smiled falsely at the shopkeeper 
standing behind the counter. 

"Well what do I owe this pleasure?" Ali snapped with a thin smile. 
"Forgot cigarettes," Billy sniffed. "How are you today Ali?" 
"I'd be even better if you lot would stop going to that bloody supermarket. I've been 

in this country for twenty years, and for the first time, I'm thinking about giving it all 
up. My business is dying here!" 

"Sorry Ali, but it's cheaper and I have to get by on the state." 
"Why did they have to build that bloody thing a mile away from here, fuckers!" Ali 

shook his fist up high at nobody in particular. 
Billy shrugged, he couldn't care less. 
Ali looked like he was constantly wound up and Billy worried that if he continued 

the way he did, a heart attack would be imminent for the middle aged Iranian. 
Billy took the cigarettes that Ali handed him and gave him the correct money in 

change. "So how's Mrs...." 
"Zarindoost." Ali said with a smile. "Just call her Mrs Ali, I don't expect you to 

remember our surname. After all, you've only been here for a few years?" 
"Ok," Billy laughed. "Point taken. " I haven't seen her in years." 
"She's fine, we're still at it like rabbits." Ali winked. "Women eh, give them an inch 

and they fake a smile." 
Billy smiled, he could always rely on Ali to perk his day up. It was one of the main 

reasons why he visited his shop. It was good banter, and despite his over 
aggressiveness sometimes, he had a good sense of humour. He liked to mock his wife, 
but Billy was under the impression that if she could hear some of the things he said, 
he'd be in deep trouble. Ali was the local shopkeeper, and his wife was a history 
lecturer at the local college. Their kids had grown up and moved down to London, to 
Ali's disappointment, they had one other addition to the family. Ali Junior, or AJ. He 
was a late surprise addition to the family, and they worshipped the young boy. 

 
Billy trudged home with the shopping bags and passed a young man he had never 
seen before on the stairs as he headed for his apartment, the young man smiled thinly 
at Billy. Billy never responded and scrunched his face in befuddlement. This was the 
first time he had seen any response from one of his neighbours. All of his neighbours 
seem to be the same as him. Quiet, single, depressed, no job, living off benefits and 
spending most of their time mulling around their apartment feeling sorry for 
themselves. 

His legs began to ache as he reached his door, his body wasn't used to exercise, he 
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opened the door and felt a little guilty that he didn't respond to the young man's timid 
salutation from before. He promised himself to greet the youngster with a "hello" next 
time. A big deal for the residents of these apartments as nobody conversed with one 
another. 
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Three 
 

Saturday was Billy’favourite day of the week.  
He woke up to the alarm on his phone, and sprung out of bed almost immediately. 

He showered, shaved and put on fresh clothing. With a spring in his step, he galloped 
down the stairs outside his apartment and walked out into the fresh air that caressed 
his face. It was a reasonable warm day for the month of March and Billy thought that 
he could get away with taking his son to the park. He hated the winter. The weather 
was cold, everything was damp, which meant every time he needed to take his son 
out, he would have to put his hand in his pocket. If his son wanted to go swimming, or 
soft play or somewhere else, it would usually cost money. The park cost nothing, and 
Billy was pleased to see the arrival of spring. 

Since Billy couldn't afford a car, he took the short journey by bus and stepped off 
his destination. He looked up and an angry looking black cloud slowly skated its way 
across the blue sky. 

"Don't you dare rain today," he grunted. 
He arrived at the front door of a house that he used to live in himself. 
Every time he saw that front door, his mind wandered back to what it was like when 

he was married to Lisa. She was his childhood sweetheart, he had never loved anyone 
else, he still loved her even now, but knew there was no chance of any reconciliation. 
He had fucked things up good and proper. When your husband, your childhood 
sweetheart, turns into a violent monster, a drunk, a depressed individual who loses his 
job and becomes virtually unemployable and is impossible to live with, then it's time 
to ask them to leave, no matter how much history you both have together. 

He could understand why Lisa asked him to leave. He could understand why Lisa 
had decided to divorce him. It was for the benefit of Joseph. Their son. Billy knew 
that kind of atmosphere wasn't healthy for a young boy, and needed no persuasion to 
leave. He thought at first it was temporary, but when he received a letter from his 
Lisa's lawyer filing for divorce, he broke down in tears. 

A day later, he was found slumped in a park, drunk. He was arrested and put in a 
cell for the night. Never again.  

Billy knocked on the door, he wasn't surprised to see thirty six year old Peter 
Gregory opening the door, dressed in his usual sport attire. Peter smiled at Billy. 

"Joseph, your daddy's here." he said mockingly. 
Billy found it weird that he wasn't allowed to step into, what used to be his own 

house since Peter arrived on the scene. As far as Billy was aware, Peter was Lisa's 
first relationship since their split. He didn't live there at the moment, they had only 
been seeing each other for two months. 

Billy could understand why he wasn't allowed to just walk in, but it still irked him 
that this younger man, this personal trainer who was now banging his wife and 
playing with his son, was standing by the door of a house he didn't own, preventing 
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Billy from stepping inside. 
"And how's Billy boy today?" Peter joked. 
"Fine. What you two up to?" Billy asked solemnly, as if he couldn't give a shit. 
"I've got a client in an hour, and Lisa's still in bed bless her." Peter leaned over to 

Billy and said in a whisper. "I think she needs her rest after last night, if you know 
what I mean." he winked. 

Billy shook his head. Peter's immature comment angered Billy a little. He never 
understood why Peter had some sick pleasure on taunting Billy, it was not as if he was 
a threat. He and Lisa would never get back together, so Peter's behaviour always 
baffled Billy. Peter was a few years younger than Billy, better looking, had a job, was 
fit, muscular, and more than likely a better lover. There was no chance Billy could be 
a threat to this new relationship, even if he won the lottery. 

"Dad!" A seven year old Joseph said with excitement, all dressed and ready. 
"Hi squirt."  
Billy and his son gave each other a hug, Billy sank his nose in his son's brown hair 

and gave it a big sniff. 
Peter shifted uncomfortably and said goodbye to Joseph and shut the door. 
Billy and Joseph walked side by side, Billy looked to the side and saw his son 

looked generally happy to be with his dad. Billy felt a wave of emotion forcing his 
eyes to fill with salt water. He didn't know why his son was so pleased to see him.  

Peter and Lisa for the last couple of months have spoiled him with trips whereas 
Billy had taken him back to the apartment and sat with his son to watch television. He 
leant over and kissed his son, a solitary tear fell from his left eye and rolled down his 
cheek onto his sons dark hair. 

I love you Joseph. 
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Four 
 

The park was empty, it was only ten o'clock so it was still early. Joseph raced for the 
swings straight away. Although Billy loved spending time with his son, he did worry 
if the seven year old was having a good time or not. He wondered if it ever came to 
the stage that Joseph would turn around and decide that he didn't like spending time 
with his dad anymore, and that the Saturday visits would begin to taper off, like what 
happened with his own dad. 

A few months ago, when both of them were in Billy's apartment sitting watching 
television. Billy did once ask Joseph, "Why do you like coming here?"  
Joseph replied: "Because you're my dad?" 
A response that moved and pleased Billy simultaneously. 

No matter where Peter would take Joseph, and no matter how much money he 
would spend on him, Billy was still the dad, and Peter could not compete with that. 
Billy sat on the bench watching his son on the swing, he remembered once upon a 
time he was needed to push his son, but not anymore. Billy looked round to see if he 
could get away with a crafty cigarette. Probably not the best idea to have in a 
children's park, but he decided against the idea when he saw another father with his 
son entering the parks gates. 

When they were together, Billy and Lisa used to take Joseph to the park or 
swimming on a Saturday, they always noticed that there would be a large number of 
men on their own out at the park or the swimming baths with their child or children. 
Billy and Lisa joked that Saturday was Divorced Dads Day. Now Billy had become 
one of the DDD's himself, and his mocking all those years ago had backfired 
somewhat. 

The other dad who had entered the park with his son, took his son over to the swing 
next to Joseph. Billy looked down, but he could feel the mans eyes on him, he 
couldn't explain it, but he knew he was being stared at. It was something he became 
accustomed to. Billy made a decision to gaze up at the man, and when he did, he 
found that his intuition was correct.  

Once the two sets of eyes met, the man turned away and continued to talk to his son, 
similar age to Joseph, and as the young boy began to gather momentum on the swing, 
the man looked over once again and slowly walked over to Billy. He sat down next to 
him on the bench. Billy could almost hear the mans mind working, as if he was 
thinking hard about what to say to this stranger. 
Billy wasn't surprised when the man eventually spoke. 

"Nice day for a change," the man quipped. 
Billy nodded his head in agreement. The man was a lot younger than Billy, thirty 

maybe, and Billy was in no mood for conversation. Billy could feel the mans glare 
burning at the side of his head. 

"So what's the story, you divorced?" 
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Billy shook his head. For a stranger, it was such an unusual and personal question to 
ask. Billy finally spoke. "Who are you? Press?" 

The man laughed. "God no!"  
Billy's comment was so absurd that the man began to cough hard as if he was 

choking on his own laugh. Either the guy was a great actor or he was telling the truth. 
Billy believed the latter, but was still in no mood for small talk. 

"Who are you then? I'm trying to have a relaxing day with my son." 
"I'm just a...an admirer. You areBilly Jones, right?" 
Billy sighed, his eyes looking to the heavens. "Another one." 
"I'm sorry, but what you did was incredible, and the fact that you never made any 

money out of the situation, no interviews to the press, no book release- 
"All I want," Billy raised his voice an octave and put his hands on his head,  "is to 

be left in peace and for my son to forget what happened, or at least to put it in the 
back of his mind. And people...reminders like you don't help." 

"I read that you had gone off the rails, and- 
"That's just the press pissed off because I wouldn't speak to them, that I couldn't be 

bothered to speak to them. So they just made shit up until the story became old news." 
"All the same Mr Jones, you're a national treasure." 
Billy stood to his feet, and called Joseph over. Joseph got off the swing and dragged 

his feet towards his dad. 
The man also stood to his feet. "I'm sorry if I've ruined your morning Mr Jones." He 

held out his hand apologetically. 
Billy shook the mans hand and said. "Don't worry about it, I should be used to it by 

now." Billy then turned to his son. "Let's go somewhere else." 
Joseph shrugged his shoulders and never put up a fight. He always wanted to try the 

new park near the pond as was hoping that was just what his dad had in mind. It 
would take five minutes on the bus, but the journey would be worth it. 

Billy sighed and shook his head, as he left the park holding his sons hand. "Different 
person, same thing every fuckin' week!" he muttered quietly, being careful that is 
moan was out of earshot from his son. 
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Five 
 

He ran down a brightly lit brilliant white corridor, a corridor that seemed to have no 
ending and the door he was trying to reach at the end of the corridor seemed miles 
away and the harder he ran, the less it made any difference. There were no windows 
or doors at the side of the corridor, just the one door that Billy couldn't reach. The 
door grudgingly, refused to get nearer no matter how hard he ran and Billy screamed 
out an expletive in frustration. He was getting out of breath and could feel the sharp 
pain in his right side, but he decided to try and sprint through it. He couldn't stop now! 
People needed his help. 

Within seconds the door suddenly got nearer at such speed that Billy was taken 
aback and ended up crashing through the door. His momentum decreased as he fell to 
the floor and saw an empty room with three young bodies lying at the end of the 
room. He helped himself up from the floor and shaking stood on his weary feet. The 
room was completely empty, and had been decorated white like the corridor he had 
ran down. The marble floor was immaculately clean and no furniture or paintings 
were in the room, it was completely bare. 

The bodies looked like they had been perfectly placed onto the floor, and spaced out 
as if they had been carried, and all three corpses were laid on their back, their face 
facing the ceiling and their arms by their side. 
Billy walked on the clean marble floor tentatively towards the three lifeless bodies. 
There was no sound in the room, he seemed to be the only living soul there. He 
gulped hard and closed his eyes as he got nearer to the first body to the left of the 
room.  

He opened his eyes and saw the face of young Steven Anslow. His eyes were closed 
and his Batman t-shirt couldn't hide the evidence of the one stab wound the poor soul 
had received to the middle of his chest. Billy's tears unashamedly ran out of his eyes 
as he walked to the right to see the next body. 
He stared at the lifeless Craig Miller. Poor Craig had had his throat slashed. The 
wound was still there for Billy to see, but it was now an old wound as there was no 
blood surrounding the children plus their faces were pure white, like ivory. Craig's t-
shirt was unrecognisable from the dried in crimson that was soaked up when he had 
received his trauma. Billy walked over to the final body.  

Her name was Katie Wherton. Her body seemed untouched. Her flowery t-shirt 
looked unharmed as well as her clothes. Billy knew the story behind young Katie 
Wherton. She had received four stab wounds to her back, she had died immediately. 
She was the first to die. 
All three children were four years old. 
 
He woke up from his nightmare soaked to the bone. He blamed the mild temperature 
outside and the fact that he had fallen asleep with his clothes on, but his sweat stained 
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appearance had occurred because of something more sinister. 
The vivid dream had Billy awake by 3am. He felt wide awake, and beforehand 

needed a glass or three of Merlot to help him relax. Now he was awake, he was 
seriously contemplating whether to get up and finish off the bottle, and maybe even 
start the other. 

Whenever he dropped Joseph back at his mum's, he always felt down, the same way 
a recreational drug taker would feel after their class A drug had worn off. Going back 
to that lonely apartment didn't seem very appealing to Billy Jones, so after he dropped 
Joseph off, he decided to walk home. He spent the remainder of the evening watching 
television, consisting of so called celebrities who would go to the opening of an 
envelope, ballroom dancing for a competition. Still feeling down after the news, Billy 
had taken his anti-depressants followed by a few glasses of the red stuff. He then fell 
onto his bed fully clothed and passed out. 
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Six 
 

Billy Jones woke up Sunday afternoon at precisely 1:12pm. He knew this because that 
was the time of he saw when he looked over to digital alarm clock sitting on his side 
table next to his bed. He looked around the room, his head pounded unmercifully 
hard, and he felt like his cranium was about to crack open. He had never felt a 
headache like it. 

He crawled out of his bed fully clothed from the day before, still wearing his boots, 
and peered into his living room. Just as he thought, three quarters of his bottle of 
Southern Comfort had been polished off when he had woke up at 3am. The bottle sat 
idly next to the television. His memory was starting to come back to him now, 
although he had no recollection of trashing the room afterwards. His couch was 
unharmed, but his living room mirror had been smashed, his table had been knocked 
over and his lamp was lying on the floor next to his window in a dozen shattered 
pieces. 

"At least I remembered to turn the telly off." 
Billy didn't have a drinking problem, or at least he thought he didn't. Getting wasted 

on a Friday and Saturday night was usually his "weekend treat." Saturday more so 
than Friday, as he had Joseph to look after on a Saturday daytime. He never drank 
during the week. Whatever Billy went through, no matter how down he felt, he still 
wanted to see his beautiful boy grow up to be a young man. Despite Billy not liking 
himself for whatever reason, his son still adored him and Billy's death would only 
damage the fragile little boy. He couldn't put young Joseph through that. 
He staggered into his kitchen to find any medical treatment that could cure this 
dreadful feeling, he had nothing. Realistically he would be better off with two pints of 
water, a multi vitamin and some milk thistle, but he decided to go and see Ali and get 
some of the hard stuff. 
 
Five minutes had passed and Billy had walked into the shop to be greeted by a 
flustered Ali. 

"What's up?" Billy asked. 
"Bloody kids!" he snapped. 
"Robbed me they did, bloody bastards!" Ali did that thing where he shook his fist in 

the air to no one in particular, Basil Fawlty style. Billy found it humorous. Not the 
robbery, but Ali's response. 

"What did they get?" 
"A handful of chocolate bars." 
Billy let out a rare chuckle and shook his head. "Christ Ali, I thought you had been 

held up the way you were talking." 
"Hey Billy, that's not the point. It's still money coming out of my till!" Ali slammed 

his fists onto the counter. 
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Billy laughed out loud. He only seemed to laugh when he was in the presence of his 
eccentric shopkeeper. 

"I don't know what you're laughing at." 
"I'm not laughing at ," Billy protested. "I'm laughing withyou, you're just not 

laughing."  
 "Little cunts!"  
"Ali!" a female voice screeched in the background.  
From the back of the shop appeared Ali's wife Naghmeh. She was a lot younger than 

Ali, by ten years at least, very beautiful, and was dressed with a thin black scarf over 
her head. 

"Oh hi Billy," she greeted, and turned to her husband. "What are you doing using 
foul language like that in the shop, don't forget that your boy is upstairs?" 

"I'm sorry Naghmeh," Ali began to crawl. "Are we still closing up at half past one?" 
A young boy appeared from the back of the shop through the door that led to their 

house. He was seven years old. 
Billy smiled with sadness as he saw the young boy. An awkwardness covered the 

Zarindoost family. And Naghmeh ushered the boy back upstairs and returned to the 
counter, standing next to her husband. 

"So how are you Billy?" she asked sympathetically. 
"I'm ok just come to pick up these headache tablets." 
"You're not going to charge him for them?" she grilled her husband. 
Looking half petrified, Ali sighed and said. "Look, apart from his apartment, this is 

probably the only place that Billy can come to without being pestered by people, 
people wanting to shake his hand. Yes, I willcharge him, and yes I dojoke with Billy 
and sometimes I even insult the miserable looking bastard. And do you know why? 
Because he just wants to be treated like a normalperson!" 

Naghmeh glared at her husband and pointed at Billy. "This man saved our boys 
life." 

"And I will be eternally grateful, but Billy needs normality woman." 
Billy stood sheepishly his head bowed with slight embarrassment. Still holding the 

packet of headache tablets, he handed Ali the correct change for the product. 
"I'm sorry Billy," Naghmeh spoke softly. "I didn't realise." 
"It's ok," Billy smile thinly. "Just trying to get this third year anniversary out of the 

way, it's next week." 
Both members of the Zarindoost nodded their heads. They knew the third 

anniversary was coming up, after all their boy was there when the tragic event 
occurred.. 

"Can't believe I haven't seen you in years," Nagmeth continued it's such a small 
town as well." 

"I don't go out much."  
An awkward silence enveloped the three adults, and Billy forced out a polite smile 

at the couple, wordlessly, he turned to the exit of the shop and left the premises, 
heading back to his one bed roomed prison. 
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Seven 
 

He grabbed the right hand of the attacker and fell to the floor, both men struggling to 
survive. Billy looked into the man's eyes. Billy was no medical expert, but the man 
looked gone. There was no other way to explain it. He just looked gone! 

Billy was fighting a losing battle, the man was so much stronger than him and 
thankfully when the man fell onto his back, the knife fell out of his hand and skittered 
its way across the floor. Billy desperately reached out for the knife, and without 
having time to think. He clasped both hands around the handle of the knife and drove 
it through the right side of the man's chest. 

The attacker let out a deep sigh, as if he was annoyed by something, his left hand 
grabbing the sleeve of Billy's jumper. His eyes closed as he took his last breath, his 
arm fell to his side. Billy looked down onto his attackers chest. It was obviously 
bloodied from the penetration of the blade, and formed almost a perfect bloody circle 
around the area of where his heart once pumped. His hands were still tightly clasped 
around the knife, oblivious to the frantic screams of female adults and mainly children 
that swirled around his head. 

He looked around and saw young bloodied bodies scattered over the floor, some 
were moving, some weren't. Some stood crying, other just stood there shaking. Some 
were being comforted, whilst others stood on their own. Billy remembers young Ali 
especially. He stood in the corner of the room next to the poster with the alphabet on, 
and shook violently, sobbing, urine trickling down his frightened legs. Billy would 
never forget that image. 

He stood to his feet, dropping the knife and scanned the room. Stepping over the 
man's corpse, he then suddenly realised why he was there. 

"Joseph?" 
 

Billy snapped out of his daydream and took another slurp of his tepid cup of coffee. 
He always hated Mondays, even when he was working. He reached for the remote and 
turned on the television. 

. 
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Eight 
 

Billy had remained in his apartment and finally decided on Wednesday morning, that 
he needed some air. He needed a shower, he stunk, he hadn't been washed for days. 
But his laziness forced him to put a coat on top of his clothes. Maybe that will hide 
the smell? he thought. 

He opened his door to exit his premises, and just by luck, his new neighbour was 
getting out of his apartment also.   

"Good morning," his neighbour said with a genuine smile. 
"Morning," Billy mumbled.  
Billy trudged down the stairs slowly one by one and could feel the man gazing at 

him, as he remained stood by his door. 
Billy stopped walking. "Anything wrong?" he asked without turning to look at his 

new neighbour.  
"I think we need to talk." the man announced. 
"Oh?' 
"Please", the man said almost pleadingly. 
Billy screwed his face in confusion, and leisurely began to walk back to the top of 

the stairs. Once he got to the top, he stood close to his neighbour and glared at him, 
not threateningly, but wondered if he knew the man. 

"My name is Gary. Gary Anslow." 
Billy still gazed at the young man who looked like he was still in his teens. 
"This better be good," Billy snapped, and opened his apartment. "In here," 
Gary shyly walked into Billy's scruffy apartment, and looked around unimpressed 

how this man lived. His living room looked a mess, the sink in his kitchen had dishes 
sitting there, they must have been days old. The apartment had a strong odour to it, as 
if it needed a window to be opened. The apartment was desperate for fresh air to be 
pumped into the place. 

Billy never offered Gary a drink, he just needed to know what he wanted. 
Gary sat down in the armchair sitting underneath the window without asking Billy's 

permission. Billy didn't seem bothered about his new neighbours rudeness, and sat 
down himself on the end of the couch so he was as far away as he could be from his 
new mysterious neighbour. 

Billy exhaled impatiently. "Well? So what do you have to say, Gary Anslow?" 
"I just wanted to meet with you." 
"I don't know what you're on about, but my patience is getting a little thin." Billy 

combed his greasy short brown hair with the fingers of his left hand. 
"I need to know what happened at the school, I- 
"Jesus Christ!" Billy snapped, and got to his feet sharply, ready to usher Gary out of 

his apartment. "Have you moved in next door on purpose? What paper are you 
working for?" 
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"I'm not working for any paper?" Gary spoke tearfully. "I didn't even know you 
lived here until someone in the street told me about you." 

"So what do you want to know? 
"Did he suffer? Did you see him suffer?" 
"Who?" 
"My brother, Steven Anslow! My four year old brother!" 
Billy sat down slowly. It seemed to take forever for his backside to touch the couch. 
He had been so wrapped up in himself, he had given the other families hardly any 

thought. Sure, he thought about the children that were killed, and the many hundreds 
of people who could have been affected by their deaths. 

He did occasionally think about the children that were unharmed physically or the 
ones that were injured. Were they possessed with nightmares afterwards? Were they 
scared of the dark? Did they have to plead their parents to leave the light on when it 
was bedtime? Of course he had thought about the others, he just didn't think about 
them as much.  

"Tell me what you ." Billy said. 
Gary wiped the tears from his face with the sleeve of his coat, and shrugged. "I only 

know what's come out of the police report, and the public inquiry. But they didn't go 
into detail, y'know, how the children died. Did they suffer." 

"Why after three years, you want to know that, you would want to put yourself 
through that? It must be hard enough to lose your brother, but to bring it all up again- 

"I need to know. Was he in pain? Did he say anything before? I know it must be 
hard for you- 

"Its' not hard for me at all Gary. You know why?" 
Gary shook his head. 
"Because I play the same scene over and over again in my head, three to four times 

a day, every day. So speaking about it isn't a problem. I didn't want to speak to the 
press because they were handing me out ridiculous amounts of money to go into gory 
details to satisfy the morbid curiosity of their readers. What would the parents think of 
me then? Cashing in on their dead, injured, their mentally scarred. I'mlucky to a 
certain extent. My Joseph had a few nightmares at first, but he never suffered like 
most. He had no physical scars, he didn't need counselling- 

"I just need to know. For days I think to myself, did Steven suffer, was he scared, 
did he call out for his big brother, his mummy?" Gary broke down. 
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Nine 
 

Unmoved and robotic like, Billy stood up and walked to the kitchen to fetch a box of 
hankies that sat near the second hand cooking utensils he never used. He entered back 
into the living room and placed the box onto the side table next to Gary. He then sat 
back down to his original sitting area and position. 

"So what do you want to know? If your little brother suffered?" 
Gary nodded.  
"Your brother was stabbed once in the chest. I'm not gonna lie to you, but if that was 

me, I could imagine it being painful, I could imagine it being fuckin' terrifying! Is that 
what you wanna hear?" 

Gary tearfully threw his arms up in the air and shrugged his shoulders, he reached 
for a hankie out of the box and blew his nose. "I just wanted some kind of...clarity, I 
dunno. It said in the report that you had a...feeling was wrong." 

Look, the guy that did this shit- 
"Jamie Thompson." 
"Yeah, he had some kind of breakdown. His wife left him, she took the kids with 

him, and about a week later something up here," Billy pointed to the temple of his 
head, "just snapped!" 

"No one will ever know what went through his head. His kids went to that school as 
well. The theory is, and its only a police theory, is that he went there to kill his own 
kids to punish her, but it obviously didn't work that way." 

"So what was this...feelingthat you had." 
Billy sighed, and rubbed his left itchy eye with the two fingers of his left hand. 
"It was a normal day. I dropped Joseph off, well, I walked him to his class as 

normal, we were a little late that morning, so we were in a bit of a rush. I walked out 
of his classroom and headed for my car. I then sat in my BMW and began messing 
with my iPod." 

Gary looked, his eyes narrowed as if to say, Did he say BMW? 
"I used to be a lawyer." Billy smiled. 
Gary look wide eyed with amazement. 
"I never always used to live like this y'know," he looked around his untidy 

apartment. "Anyway, that's' when I saw him.' 
"Jamie Thompson?" 
Billy nodded. "As bold as brass. Stomping his way to the entrance of the nursery 

section of the school, where myboy...and yourbrother were playing. His body 
language didn't seem right. Don't know whether it was intuition, not too sure that's 
just a woman thing, but I got out my car and walked back to the school. I returned 
back into the reception area of the nursery.  

“It was then I started to hear that horrible high pitch screaming, a noise only a 
cluster of four year olds could make. It was awful. I ran as hard as I could down this 
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white corridor, the door seemed to take forever to get to. I burst through the doors and 
saw the maniac stabbing and thrashing his way through the class. I hesitated for a 
second, then jumped on him. We struggled, I drove the knife into his chest. I looked 
around." 

Billy paused for a few seconds and looked at Gary, who was hanging on every 
word.  

"Imagine the most horrific scene you could imagine, times it by ten, and you're not 
even close to what I saw there that day. Your brother was the first I noticed, he just 
lay there motionless with his wound. I don't know what his last words were, I didn't 
get there in time A little blond girl also lay dead." 

"Katie Wherton." Gary nodded, and reached for another hankie. 
"She had been repeatedly stabbed in the back. And there was young Craig Miller. I 

used to speak to him and his mother everyday when I used to drop Joseph off. He had 
his throat cut. He lay on his back, his eyes wide like doll eyes, the blood still seeping 
quickly out of the wound. It was horrific, and of course another three were stabbed, 
and a teacher was slashed across the face and hands, she was trying to protect the 
children.  

Gary spoke." I remember afterwards. Still to this day. I was sixteen. Hundreds of 
people stood outside that police station when you were being questioned. I remember 
seeing the cameras, then you stepped out of the police station and the whole crowd 
erupted. People were trying to get a piece of you, I think you were guarded by about 
ten officers when they took you to their van." 

"It was actually twelve, but who's counting? My family had to spend weeks in a 
hotel because of the media. Then we had police guard for months before the press and 
other wackos started getting bored. I lost my job, my wife, but at least I still have my 
son." 

Gary blew his nose, and folded the tissue and used it to wipe his eyes. 
"You going to the school memorial on Friday?" Gary questioned. 
"Nah, never do." Billy shook his head. Quickly changing the subject, Billy asked. 

"You wanna drink?"  
Gary nodded. 
 
Note: This is a free digital edition from www.obooko.com. If you paid for this ebook please advise 
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Ten 
 

It was a beautiful March Friday morning, only one solitary white cloud was ruining 
the almost sky blue sky, and while the temperature was still moderate, the sun shone 
the best it could to heat up the small town Billy had lived in all his life. 

Friday had come round quickly for Billy Jones. It was a day he was dreading, but 
bizarrely the actual day seemed just as painful as any other day. The build up seemed 
to be more counter productive toward his body emotionally, rather than the actual day 
itself. 

Although a little tired from his four hours sleep, he showered and shaved before his 
walk, and was strangely dressed in a suit. It was an old suit, but a suit all the same. 

Billy had walked the few miles to his old house, enjoying the fresh wind that gently 
caressed his face. He exhaled slowly as he got to the front door of his house to calm 
his heart rate down, and knocked audibly on the front door with little hesitation. 

Lisa opened the door, she was dressed, and had already her coat on. She looked 
stunned to see him 

"Billy?" Lisa gazed at her ex husband. He looked handsome, for the first time in a 
very long time, he looked attractive to her. 

"Hi," Billy glared down at his shoes and saw the dirty scuff marks at the front. 
"Shit!" he bent down and spat on his finger to clean the dirt off. Then stood back up. 

"What do you want?" 
He blew out a breath. "I'm coming with you. To...to the memorial." 
"Really?" Lisa put her hand on her chest and her eyes filled a little. "That's 

wonderful." 
"Right, are we ready to go?" A voice bellowed from the kitchen area. 
Peter Gregory appeared at the door and put his hand on Lisa's shoulder. 
"You're a day early Billy boy," he scolded. "It's Saturday tomorrow. We're off to the 

memorial." 
"Billy's coming as well." Lisa announced. 
Peter's face looked drenched in disappointment. "Too late now, where were you last 

year, or two years ago." 
An uncomfortable silence suffocated all three adults, and neither one of them could 

muster the energy to break the silence. To Lisa's surprise, Billy finally did.  
"What was I doing?" Billy snarled. "I tell you what I was doing. I was trying to 

come to terms with seeing three children carved up like pigs, that's what I was trying 
to do." Billy spoke coldly, glaring at Peter. "Trying to come to terms that I nearly lost 
my son, trying to come to terms that I also killed a man." 

Peter's face frowned and his head lowered a little, almost ashamedly. 
"Why don't you come with us?" Lisa asked Billy. 
"Wait a mi- 
"Quiet Peter!" Lisa snapped. "Peter, I love you, but this man standing here saved the 
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lives of dozens of children, including Joseph, who you adore." Lisa turned to her ex. 
"I know the incident has messed you up Billy, and you may never get over it, but I'm 
so glad you were there, I'm so- 

Peter held Lisa and allowed her to sob gently on his neatly pressed shirt. 
Peter looked up to Billy, Billy's head was cowered with embarrassment. Like most 

people, he was a humble man, and praise was the last thing he wanted off anyone. 
"If you're embarrassed now," Peter quipped with a friendly smile. "Wait till you get 

to that assembly hall." 
Peter looked at his watch. "You know what. I've just realised I have a client, I'm not 

gonna make it."   
Lisa looked flabbergasted. "But Peter- 
Peter shushed Lisa. "I think you should take Billy with Joseph today." 
"You sure?" Lisa began to spill tears. 
Peter nodded. 
 

Lisa's car pulled up at the school car park. It was typical. There was a never a space 
available. Peter looked at the school, the nursery section was at the front of the school, 
and Billy got out of the car.  

Hand in hand with his son, he walked up the steps that led to the entrance, the same 
steps he saw the knife wielding man walk up three years previous. He hadn't been 
back since the incident, the place hadn't changed at all. 

His heart began to gallop. This surprised him as he felt fine this morning, but he 
began to feel the way he did for the first anniversary where he stayed in his new 
apartment and smoked marijuana all day. It was his way of dealing with it. Billy 
stared at a beautiful young oak tree, sitting near the garden opposite the car park. 

"The school planted that two years ago," Lisa said. "On the first anniversary." 
Billy lowered his head and nodded. He held out the door and was surprised to see 

the school so quiet, apart from two security men standing at the entrance. 
"It's so quiet." he said with a whisper. 
"Lisa half giggled. "We're nearly five minutes late, we'll just hang out the back." 
"What usually happens?" 
Lisa shrugged. "Erm, the parents of the children get up to make a speech, prayers, 

songs....youget a mention every year." 
Billy felt his face flush with embarrassment, and took a look through the double 

doors that opened up into the brilliant white hallway that led to the nursery. It looked 
different, it had been re-painted, plus it was covered in children's paintings and 
drawings. 

As Lisa opened the doors to the assembly room, the words from the headmaster 
could be heard bellowing out from the PA System, as he spoke into the microphone. 
Hand in hand with Joseph, Billy quietly entered the room, that was holding at least 
two hundred people, and urged Lisa to come with him to walk to the corner of the hall 
and stand behind the last seated row, he then lowered his head. He felt it was time he 
needed to be there, but he didn't want to be recognised either. 
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The headmaster stopped in mid-sentence and Billy held his breath. Lisa tugged on 
his shirt and he knew why she was doing it. 

"Excuse me!" came the voice over the PA system. The headmaster scrunched his 
eyes and waved his arms. "You at the back!"  

The crowd, which included parents, grandparents and children turned around to 
glare at the Jones family standing up at the back in the corner of the hall. 

The headmaster tried to compose himself and puffed out his chest, trying not to let 
the emotion of the day get to him. 

"I believe there are three spaces here at the front," he pointed to the front, beckoning 
the Jones family to sit down with the rest of them. "There always have been." 

Lisa took Billy by the hand, and swiftly threw her head to the side as if to say to 
Billy "come on" and gently pulled the reluctant man with him as they slowly walked 
down the aisle that split the attendance in two. Some people remain seated, most 
slowly got to their feet, and as he felt the eyes of these people glaring at him, he heard 
the sound of people talking amongst themselves growing louder. Billy tried to 
quicken his pace, but couldn't seem to get to the front quickly enough. It reminded 
him of running down the hall on the day of the massacre, it seemed to have taken 
forever to get that door that led to the nursery room. The chattering amongst the 
attendance grew even louder as the Jones family progressed down the aisle. 

At first he heard the sound behind him, it sounded like hands clapping. Then within 
seconds, the sound began to snowball and Billy and his family who were ten yards 
away from the front, looked around and saw the full attendance of the assembly hall 
applauding the man. 

A woman of about seventy, walked into the aisle in front of Billy and his family and 
hugged the man, and then kissed him on the cheek. "God bless you," she said wearily. 
"God bless you." Billy didn't know who the woman was. A grandmother maybe? 

Most people restrained themselves, as if they knew this is not what Billy wanted, 
but some people couldn't help themselves. He felt dozens of hands patting him on the 
back, he turned around once more saw people in tears, he was given another hug by 
another individual, this time by a woman he recognised right away. It was Pauline 
Wherton, Katie Wherton's mother. The same Katie Wherton who Billy had found 
stabbed repeatedly in the back, the inquest claimed it had been four times, he half 
embraced Pauline, who he knew very well, but managed to keep a hold of Joseph with 
his other hand. He saw Gary Anslow near the front, and he gave Billy the thumbs up. 
Billy responded with a nod. 

Billy, Lisa and Joseph finally managed to get to their seats. A few more pats on the 
back from the row behind him occurred as he made himself as comfortable as he 
could be, and once Billy got settled, he began to feel emotional. 

A tidal wave of emotion crashed over him, the lump in his throat grew to such a size 
it would have been impossible to speak, two single tears left each of his eyes and a 
dull throbbing in the middle had affected his breathing. After a few deep breaths later 
he had managed to compose himself, he had managed to hold his emotional 
breakdown to a halt. He was hoping that he would contain himself until he got back  
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to his apartment. 
The headmaster wiped his eyes with a hankie, and looked at the Jones family. He 

beamed at the family and then looked up to the rest of the audience, and cleared his 
throat. 
"Let's continue," he spoke. 
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