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About the Author

Walter Smith took up writing in his retirement, in Norfolk,
after a long and productive career, including being a class-
act goalkeeper.

Walter grew up in London and experienced post-World
War Two London as a teenager. So, the background to this,
his debut novel, is a place he directly saw and experienced
which is perhaps why the story oozes authenticity.

Walter has developed his own unique writing style that
gives the work originality, flare and page-turning appeal. It’s
a refreshing change from the tired, formulaic and mediocre
style that comes out of so many modern writing courses.

The backdrop to Walter’s writing is the murky,
somewhat lawless environment of the time. On top of that,
Walter has used his insightful experiences of human nature
to introduce a story of ghostly happenings, a murder
mystery, a love interest, elements of raunchiness, and
personal discovery.

Walter has written a sequel based upon one character in
this novel, so there will be more to enjoy before long.






PROLOGUE
LONDON DOCKLANDS 1949

The six pallbearers carried the light oak coffin up the aisle
of St David’s church through the arched doorway out onto
the wet flagstones.

The heavy rain had stopped during the service, leaving a
puddled walkway that stretched all around the large stone
building, and a weak sunlight was attempting to light up the
gloomy conditions.

In front, following the coffin, was a lone figure
completely clothed in black; her head, face and shoulders
were covered by a long veil which reached down to her
waistline. Her head bowed, she followed a few feet behind
the hearse and would then suddenly speed up her pace,
leaning forwards to touch the coffin with her hand, then let
it fall away.

Behind her walked four people in line abreast. The first,
a male, middle-aged and of medium height, had black hair
slicked across his skull held in place with thick hair cream.
Overweight, his suit tightly held in his body flesh, as he
walked, his tears unashamedly flowed down his face, but he
never took his eyes off the woman walking in front of him.

Next to him was an older man, tall, slim, and upright, his
white hair cut in a short back and sides fashion, wearing a
dark grey, smartly cut tailored suit, with black shoes highly
polished that they gleamed.

The third person was a much younger man, small in
stature and height; his suit was creased and too big for him,
and his hair was long, which untidily hung down over his
shoulders.

The fourth person was a female, small and slim, with
thick raven black hair cut in a pageboy style, attired in a
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black pinstriped suit, with black shoes to match. Attached
to her wrist was a dog’s lead which restrained a young
greyhound who daintily bounced on ahead, occasionally
turning to look back to ensure that her mistress was still
following.

Behind them came the mourners who had unconsciously
moved into an organised parade, filling the complete width
of the flagstones. Their faces were etched with tears and
grief; the men had removed their hats in respect to the man
they had come to call their friend.

The pallbearers had slowed down their pace; because of
their different heights, it had produced a slight swaying
rhythm as they splashed their way through the different
sized puddles, following the curved path taking Harry Tim
towards his final destination.



CITY OF LONDON 1973

Jay closed the door of the bedroom at the cheap bed and
breakfast hotel where he was staying, went down the three
flights of stairs in a rush, and stepped through the front door
into the bright morning sun. Today was the day of his first
meeting with the director of a large accountancy company
who had head-hunted him and hired him to produce a
computer programme for their business in their new
building. This beginning was a big breakthrough for him; he
had been self-employed for over six months, struggling to
make a living, then suddenly out of the blue came this
approach offering him regular employment. Striding down
the pavements, he reached his destination in a 20-minute
walk and found himself standing outside an enormously tall
white building.

Jay stepped through the swing door entrance and into an
empty reception area. Pressing the bell marked Inquiries, he
waited for a response.

“Can I help you?” asked a crackly voice which came
through a speaker resting on the empty desk.

“I'm Jay Walters, the Computer Specialist.”

He was abruptly interrupted by the crackly voice saying,
“You have come to the wrong door. The tradesman
entrance is around the side of the building.”

“Wait!” shouted Jay. “I am not a tradesman! I have an
appointment to meet one of your directors to discuss the
installation of the company’s new computer in this
building.”

“Oh, wait a moment,” said the speaker and clicked off.

After ten minutes, a door opened, and a man entered the
reception area saying, “How can I help you?” Controlling
his temper, Jay curtly repeated who he was and why he was
there. “You have come to the wrong door,” the man started,
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but Jay shouted loudly, interrupting him, “I'm not a
tradesman; I have an appointment with a director of this
company to discuss the installation of the new computer.
This is my card.” On saying that, he thrust his business card
at the startled man. “For God’s sake, find someone who
knows about this meeting.” After another frustrating period
of waiting, a smartly dressed young man stepped through
the doorway, greeting Jay with a handshake and apologising
for the delay.

“Im Julian Crictley-Carr,” he smiled. “I have the
responsibility for the new computer project. Come into my
office.” Following the man, Jay studied him closely; his dark
hair was neat and tidy, short back and sides with a parting,
good looking, around five feet eleven inches tall, slim,
wearing a smart three-piece suit, white shirt with a dark
mustard Windsor-knotted coloured tie secured by an
expensive-looking tiepin, soft leather black shoes. On his
right wrist was a gold Rolex watch, plus solid gold cufflinks.
Linked across his waistcoat hung a gold chain and fob. Jay
could see that he loved himself and thought that he looked
like a spoilt, moody, charming, womanising prig; little did
he realise that this man would become his arch rival in love.

Crictley-Carr showed Jay the area where the computer
was to be installed, an office for his own use with a promise
of a shared secretary when needed. Handing him the
paperwork containing the installation plans, correspondence,
and brochures of the computer, he left him with a smile
saying, “Just pop up to our accounts department. The
accountant will go through your remuneration that you will
receive from the company with you.” And that was it,
leaving Jay alone in his new office.

Looking around the room, he could see that apart from
the desk and chair, the room was completely bare, dusty,
and chilly. There was no outside window; the office side wall
had its doorway with a large expansive window which gave
him a view of the office typing pool. A knock on the door
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startled him, bringing him out of his reverie. Standing in the
doorway was a smartly dressed, smiling lady.

“Hello,” she said offering her hand, saying, “it’s a
depressing place, but you can soon brighten it up by putting
your own personality into it. My name is Megan Thomas,
call me Meg for short, and for my sins, I am the senior typist
in charge of the typing pool. Don’t worry about Julian, he is
always like that, full of himself; to him, nobody else matters.
When he is around, my gitls are on the alert as he has
wandering hands.”

Shaking her hand, he replied, “Jay Walters, in charge of
the new computer when it arrives.”

“If I can help you in any way, just shout,” she said as she
left the office.

“Thank you, I'll remember that,” he called after her.
Collecting up the paperwork given to him by Crictley-Carr,
he followed her out, moved through the seated girls who
called out greetings to him as he looked for the exit, passed
through the passageway into the reception area, then out
into the sunny day, making his way to the housing agency to
collect his flat keys.



THE FLAT

The block of flats looked old, unkempt, and weather-worn;
six flights of stairs to climb to reach the top floor. A dark
narrow passage led to a front door. Jay inserted the key into
the lock and found that it turned easily. Opening the door,
he saw a long narrow hall with four doors on the left side
and two on the right, all closed. The flat felt cold and had a
slight musty smell. Opening the first door on the left, he saw
a small basic kitchen with a butler sink located under its
window and a large aged boiler fixed to the wall above the
draining board, a cooker that was surprisingly clean, with a
small table, two chairs alongside a kitchen cabinet with its
drop-down door open. Thick tile-patterned lino covered the
floot.

The second door was the bathroom, with a wash basin
fixed under the window, a heavy cast iron-stained bath, and
the third door was the toilet, a narrow pan with a cracked
seat and a thin metal chain that dangled down from the
small system tank that was fixed high above the toilet pan.
The last door at the end of the hall was the bedroom; there
were no curtains on the window, just a single bed. Behind
the door was a large wardrobe, its door slightly open,
showing a fixed mirror underneath a sagging length of
string, its ends tied onto nails. Jay shuddered; it seemed even
colder in this room. Turning, he opened the door opposite
and stepped into the lounge. This was the largest room of
the flat, with two large windows on the outer wall, a
boarded-up fireplace, two old armchairs, a small dining
table, two wooden chairs, and a lone mirror on the far wall.
The rest of the room was bland and bare. He planned to
stay in London for a while, so he took the lease for a six-
month period; the price was much cheaper than if he stayed
at a small hotel or a bed-and-breakfast outlet for that time.

6



The Flat

Also, he could come and go as he wished and did not have
to share a bathroom or toilet with anyone. The big
advantage was that the job was only a fifteen-minute walk
from his flat.

On the first night that Jay was sitting in the lounge
reading, he could hear a scratching noise, which seemed to
become louder and louder, then stop, then start again in a
more frenzied manner.

Looking around, there was nothing he could see that
could be a reason for the noise, but the noise continued on
and on. Standing still in the centre of the room, he tried to
locate the direction of the noise and found it was coming
from the large boarded-up fireplace.

Pressing his ear against the board when the scratching
stopped, he heard movement behind it.

Fetching a claw hammer from his toolbox, he swung a
blow against the board; the hammer bounced off. On his
second blow, the hammer head went right through. Tugging
hard on the hammer, the panel split.

Gripping the jagged edge and pulling hard, he ripped a
large section away from the fireplace, and out popped a
soot-covered pigeon.

Quickly, he removed the rest of the panel, revealing the
hearth inside, and saw the suitcase hidden in the flue. He
tried to remove it, but it was jammed tight.

Unable to get a firm grip on the case, he lay on his back
and then moved headfirst into the flue to get a better hold
on the case and pulled hard.

Down came the case on top of his head, followed by a
huge fall of soot covering his face, arms, and body. Slowly,
the thick black cloud rolled out into the room, covering
everything in its path.

Jay wriggled out onto the mat, pulling the case with him.
The room was a mess; soot was everywhere. Jay looked
around at the blackened room, sighing.

He thought, “Oh well, I was going to decorate sometime,
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now I will have to.”

Stripping off his sooty clothes, he cleaned himself up,
leaving a thick rim of black muck around the bath. He
dressed quickly and carried the suitcase into the kitchen,
where he washed and wiped it down.

Opening its lid, inside were two suits, shoes, socks, and
ties, a number of books/diaries, a watch, a ring, a thick gold
chain and medallion, military items, badges, medals, a large
bundle of white fivers, and a bunch of keys.

That night he had slept very badly; he was cold and
uncomfortable. He had had plenty of blankets covering his
body, but when he had woken up in the middle of the night,
it had felt as if someone else was in the room with him.

Rising early, he quickly washed and dressed, then left the
flat to find breakfast and think things out, deciding that in
the future he would sleep in the small bedroom by the front
door.

Before returning to the flat, he had called into a second-
hand furniture emporium and purchased from a tall, slim,
middle-aged sales lady with large bright blue eyes and a
shock of thick blond hair named Evelyn, a large single bed,
a small wardrobe, and a side cabinet with a table lamp, as he
didn’t mean to sleep in the other bedroom ever again.



STRANGE HAPPENINGS

From the first day of taking the flat, Jay got into the habit
of closing all the doors before he left for work. On returning
in the evening, the bedroom door was always open. He
came to think that its lock might be faulty. The following
morning, he closed all the doors, locking the bedroom door,
and placed the key on the hall table before leaving the flat.
That night, when he returned home, he found the door wide
open with its key still lying on the hall stand. For the next
few days, he repeated this performance, and each time the
door would be open. In frustration, the next day he locked
the door and then tied a cord around the dootknob,
stretching it across the hall and around the lounge
doorknob. “Now move, you bastard,” he said, and left the
flat, slamming the front door behind him. He was late
returning home; it had been a bad day for the engineers, a
big problem with the computer room being too small for all
of its equipment. He had purchased fish and chips on the
way home.

On opening the front door, he could see that both doors
were open with the cord lying on the floor. Swearing, he
moved into the kitchen, switched on the cooker to a low
number, and popped in his evening meal. While changing
and washing, he suddenly smelt something burning.
Dashing into the kitchen and opening the oven, he found
that his meal was a burnt and dried solid lump. Checking
the dial, he could see that it was set on maximum.

“Sod it, I must be losing it. ’'m sure that I had set it at
low.” Yesterday, I left a tap running, and the day before that,
all of the lights were on when I got home. Things are going
missing only to be found in another part of the flat. The
only curtains in the flat, left open by Jay during the day,
would be drawn across the window on his return.
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Jay knew that something strange was going on; he still
felt that he was not alone in the flat. Something was moving
around; temperatures in the rooms would fluctuate between
hot and cold, but he was not able to work out why this
should be happening. Jay started to clean up the lounge
ready for decorating, washing down the ceiling and walls
and removing the sooty mess, working late into the night.
That’s when the heavy feeling came over him while he was
working. Once, while washing down the ceiling, he had
overbalanced; the ladder had teetered, and Jay was about to
fall when he felt the ladder pull itself upright and remain
solid until he climbed down. It took a week of hard work to
finish; he painted the ceiling white, the walls Magnolia, and
the fireplace mantle, skirting boards, and picture rail a cream
colour. As the work progressed, he felt the heavy feeling
disappear, to be replaced by a warm atmosphere.
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THEIR FIRST MEETING

At the end of a long working day, Jay opened the door of
his flat and stepped into the dark hall. Reaching for the light
switch, he found that it was not working. “Damn,” he
exclaimed. He could still see vaguely from the outside street
lighting, so he realised that all of the hall doors were wide
open again. The rope that he had used to tie the bedroom
door to the lounge door in a locked position now lay on the
hall carpet.

“What the hell,” Jay took a step forward. “Who’s there?
Come out and show yourself.” Jay’s head had started to
throb; his ears were ringing, and he felt dizzy. Placing his
hand onto the wall to steady himself, he could see that the
rope on the carpet was moving as if someone was standing
on it. “Come on, I know that you are there, you bastard.”
From out of the bedroom came a bright, shimmering,
floating globular mass which hovered over the rope. A thin
smoky film appeared, which slowly billowed downwards
towards the carpet and began to take the shape of a tall
column. As it thickened out, Jay could see that it had turned
into a figure of a man who stepped forward towards him.
Before him, in full detail, was a dark-haired, blue-eyed, well-
built person wearing a white collatless shirt, black trousers
held up by a thick pair of blood-red braces, plus red socks
and soft black shoes.

“Who are you?” asked Jay.

“My name is Harry Tims, and you are in my home.”

“Like helll” shouted Jay. “This is my place, you’re the one
who is invading my home.”

“Listen, boy, I have lived here for years, since the end of
the war.”

“Wait a moment, I know about you; you’re the guy that
lived here around twenty years ago and was killed by
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