PART THREE - THE DEATH OF MARCY

One

That had all happened nearly two years ago, and as Steven looked back on it, he remembered affectionately the rather bumbling way in which they had met.

He was sitting in the park. Marcy had gone to get them both ice creams.

They had moved in together a year earlier, in fact, almost as soon as it was legal to do so. Their parents were mildly disapproving, but it was obviously to anyone that they were categorically and passionately in love, so there seemed little reason to stop them.

Steven had intimated that they may not have too much time left together, and that they should make the most of it. Marcy had wondered what he meant, but he often acted weird so she let it pass.

She would often find him taking to himself. Rather than pretend she was mistaken he would admit that he had been talking. To a ghost. Whenever he said this, Marcy had laughed. The idea of her boyfriend holding a conversation with something made out of a sheet was simply ludicrous.

But that was part of the reason she liked him - he was wacky. Totally off the wall. Very little of what he said made any sense. She was so down to Earth that they were perfect for each other. She would be the level headed one while he was somewhere up in the clouds. Life with him was so unpredictable. It was great.

Obviously in the novel I actually dramatised this, and yeh, they do make an adorable couple. IT'S SO TRAGIC!

They were in love. There was no doubt. They were just as much in love as anyone had been in the history of the world. They would each gladly give up their lives to save that of the other. They spent every night together, each counting the hours and minutes until their respective jobs were over and they could be in each others arms again.

Of course, these days that sounds a little co-dependent. But when you're sixteen this is the sort of thing you write, as people who searched for Ten/Rose fics on the Teaspoon know only too well.

After a shaky start their love had not diminished an iota. They love each other at least as much as the previous day.

All their friends said they were a perfect couple, made for each other.

No one doubted it.

Recently Steven had been thinking about Marcy’s death. It couldn’t be too far away now. Well, they had had a good innings. They had loved each other more and for longer than, ooh, anybody they knew.

So he could just let her go?

Rubbish. He could never let her go. The day she died would be just as painful if it happened tomorrow as any day. Sure, they had been together a fair while. But it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. Something so beautiful should never end.

Once she died, of course, she would find herself magically transported back in time to a few weeks before they met. And the cycle would start all over again. They would meet again. They would fall in love again. She would die again.

And yet again she would wake up the young Steven with a beautiful kiss.

I like how no one's actually wondering what the ghost's actual purpose was, which is like the major theme of the novel!

For her it was never ending. But for him, there would be pain. There would be a hole in his soul. He would be incomplete. He may waste away and die from sheer grief.

He would never fully recover.

Marcy brought the ice creams. They sat there, looking into each other’s eyes, slurping away.

They must look pretty stupid. But hell, who cares? Who cares what anybody thinks? They’re just jealous.

Given the wavering viewpoint in this section, I like to imagine that that last bit is the voice of the author...

“Steve?”

“Yeah?”

“You seem a bit distant. You’ve been like it a week or two. Is anything wrong?”

He took her hand and squeezed it.

“No. Nothing’s wrong.”

She knew him so well. He couldn’t lie to her.

“You can tell me, Steve. Go on. I’m a good listener.”

“It’s about my job. I might lose it,” he lied. He hated lying to her, but he had to. He couldn’t say she barely had weeks to live.

In the novel it's a thread that Steve is actually a bit worried about losing his job. I satirised the growth of call centre stuff at the time. He worked for company called "BLOB" (Bradford something Online Banking, I think) and there was much hilarity about his "Blob job".

“Never mind. We’ll get through it.”

“I might not be able to afford the flat. We could have to move back in with our parents.”

“Don’t worry.” She smiled as reassuringly as she could.

They finished their ice creams and walked hand in hand through the park gardens. The sunlight flitted through the leaves of the Willow trees that lined the park.

“Marcy,” he said. “You could watch a good film, and enjoy it, couldn’t you, even though you knew it would end soon?”

“Yes?” she smiled the bemused smile that she often reserved for Steven’s sporadic “weird” conversations.

“And, even if you knew there was little chance of you seeing it again, you’d still enjoy it?”

“Well, of course I would. Why?”

“It’s just... We may not know each other for too much longer...” He looked down. He didn’t want her to see the tears welling in his eyes.

“Don’t be stupid. We’ll always...” she trailed off as a thought dawned on her. “No! Don’t say it!”

“Don’t say what?”

“You want to break up with me, don’t you?” There was something like despair in her voice. “Oh god, please, Steve, don’t. I love you more than ever...”

He put a finger to her lips and shushed her.

“Don’t be stupid. I could never, ever break up with you. I love you as much as I ever have done. I’ve loved you from the first moment we met.”

She grinned. “In the canteen?”

He was thinking of a different moment, but he nodded. “In the canteen.”

Heh. This is a whole chapter in the novel where Marcy gets the wrong end of the stick. It was quite emotional to write because they're so lovely.

“So what are you talking about, then? Your job? Your afraid to lose it?”

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t nod, or shake his head. He couldn’t lie to her.

“Don’t worry, Steve. Love conquers all, or some bollocks like that.”

She ran off, and he chased after her. They collapsed, laughing on the grass near the pond.

“I love you.”

“I love you.” She lay on her back, looking up into the sun. He looked at her face, not daring to blink, because if he did it would be one moment, just one tiny moment without her.  Even a blink would rob him of a tiny, precious gem within him.

“What are you staring at?”

“You.”

“Do you want a picture?”

“I’ve got plenty. But pictures aren’t alive. You are.”

“Look at me as much as you want then. It’s quite flattering.” She grinned. God, what a beautiful smile. How much longer did he have? Why couldn’t he freeze this moment for all time? Why the hell did they have to part?

He kissed her, not bothering whether anyone was looking.

“You do love me then,” she smiled.

He couldn’t smile back. He just couldn’t. He was going to cry. “What’s the matter?”

“I’ve something in my eye, that’s all.”

“Bollocks you have. Something’s really wrong with you, and I’ll tickle you until you tell me!”

He just turned away.

“This isn’t about your job at all, is it?”

He just shook his head.

“What is it then? Please tell me, Steve.”

He couldn’t. He wanted to tell her, God he did. He wanted more than anything to tell her. But he knew he couldn’t.

He couldn’t betray time. After all, if he told her she was going to die, wouldn’t she try to prevent it? It would be only natural.

“I need some time by myself,” he blurted, stood up and walked off.

Two

By the time he got back to their flat he was crying more than he ever had. The tears were streaming down his face, salty pearls dripping onto the carpet.

He looked in the mirror.

What a mess.

A ghostly image swirled next to him.

“You look the worse for wear,” came the voice. “D’you want to talk about it? I’m a good listener.”

This only caused him to cry more.

“Was it something I said?”

“Were you out there?”

“No, but I remember it. It’s already happened to me, see.”

“Will she ever forgive me?”

“Forgive you for what?”

“I’m treating her like an outsider. Shutting her out.”

“You’ve no choice.”

“Will she forgive me?”

“Forgive you? For loving her? For giving her two years of your life?”

“She deserves more than this,” his sobbed. “She deserves... everything.”

“You’ve already given her everything. She... I’ll always have that.”

“What if...” his could hardly speak, his voice choked with emotion. “What if she goes with out me saying goodbye?”

“She won’t.” There was a firmness in the ghost’s voice.

“I’m going to tell her.”

“No. I’ve told you over and over again. You can’t change time.”

“Look. I’ve given this a lot of thought. You said when you first appeared that you came back for a reason. You never said what it was.”

“I thought it was to get you two together.”

“But you’re still here. Your job isn’t finished.”

“Yeah.”

“And you don’t know why?”

The voice reluctantly came. “No. 'Fraid not.”

“Maybe it’s to prevent your own death.”

“That’s ridiculous.” But there was doubt somewhere in that voice.

“It’s not. I must be meant to change time. I must be. That’s why you’re here. To make me change time.”

“Well...”

“The soul  of Marcy will never rest, never, until that time has been changed to what should happen.”

“I follow what your saying, Steve, but do you realise what you’re getting at? I don’t even know which specific part of time is meant to be changed. What if I make you alter the wrong bit? Things’ll be a real balls-up then.”

Steven wiped his eyes.

“I’m going to tell her. I’m going to tell her every thing.”

“I don’t think she’ll believe all this premonition business, Steve. I wouldn’t... which kind of amounts to the same thing.”

“I don’t care. I’ll never live with myself if she dies without me setting everything straight.”

Interesting character stuff there. This sort of discussion is there throughout the novel, as I said. We get the impression that the ghost doesn't want to prevent Marcy's death for somewhat more personal reasons that just bollocksing up time.

Three

Steven arrived back at the pond. She was still there, hugging herself. She looked to be crying. He went up and put his arm around her.

“Get off me.” There was a venom in her voice he had never heard before.

“What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? You’re a weasel, that’s what. You can’t even come out and say that you don’t love me anymore. Why can’t you just put me out of my misery?”

“I can’t say I don’t love you because it isn’t true.”

She turned away. “Oh I see. We can still be friends, and shit like that? It stinks.”

“You’re not listening to me! I love you I love you I love you I love you!!”

“Then what’s all this needing time alone business?”

“I want you tell you. I need to tell you. But not here. Let’s go back to the flat.”

Whether because of the total commitment in his voice, or a dogged determination to see it through to the end, Marcy took Steven’s hand, and they walked out of the park to their flat.

Four

She sat on their bed.

“D’you want some tea? I think you’ll need it.”

She shook her head. “Just say what you have to.”

“All right then.” He sat down on the bed and put his arm around her. She displayed token resistance.

“You’d better brace yourself...”

“I’m ready.”

“Okay.” God! Where to start? He hadn’t a clue what he could say to her. The ghost was right. Any mention of things that go bump in the night and Marcy would be out of that door and probably wouldn’t come back.

“Do you swear you’ll listen to everything I have to say?”

“Of course I will, Steve. Just get on with it.”

“Righto.”

Right then. Marcy, your ghost is in this room, she’s here to change time, you’re going to die soon.

Hell, he could barely believe that himself.

In the end, he didn’t need to. The third person in the room spoke up.

“Marcy.”

Marcy talking to Marcy? This had to be tearing the continuum straight down the middle.

One of my favourite bits in the novel, because it's unexpected, but also because it's the first time that the ghost kind of comes over to Steve's side of the whole changing time dilemma. DO NOT SHIP THEM.

Marcy looked up at the translucent image in front of her.

“I thought all that stuff about ghosts you made up.”

Steven didn’t know how to reply. The two were smiling at each other. There was infinite joy in that smile.

Neither seemed particularly surprised. Steven was, however.

“You can see her?”

“Of course I can.” There was mild irritation in the alive Marcy’s voice.

“Marcy,” the ghost repeated. “Listen to everything Steve says. He speaks the truth.”

Marcy swallowed. “Okay.”

The image of Marcy’s ghost started to fade.

Marcy turned to Steve.

“Out with it, then.”

“Right. That ghost of you appears every once in a while. She had to change time.”

“I see.”

“And...”

“Yes?”

Steven looked down. This was going to be so difficult.

“You’re going to die soon.”

“I’m going to die?”

“Yes.”

“Where? When? How?”

“I don’t know. The ghost won’t tell me.”

“All these time I’ve thought you were talking to yourself... you were receiving instructions from her. I mean me. I mean-“ 

“Yes.”

“And that’s what you’ve been trying to tell me. That I’m going to die.”

He nodded.

“I’m not afraid of death.” She said the words as if they surprised her. “I really aren’t. If it has to happen, then it does.”

He looked up. “I don’t want to lose you...”

“You won’t. I’ll always be there, in your heart. Always.”

They hugged each other tightly.

“It’s going to be so painful,” he said. “I don’t mean to sound selfish, you’ve got a pretty bum deal too, but... Living without you is going to be the hardest thing in the world.”

She looked at him. “I know. I know. At first it will be painful. But after a while, the pain will go, and you’ll be able to think back to all the wonderful times we had together.”

She kind of comes to terms with it a bit quick! Of course I could expand this in the novel. But I didn't really, because it was boring and I wanted to get on with the EXCITING CONCLUSION.

“The pain will never go. Never.”

“Promise me something.”

“Anything.” The ghost had asked the same thing two years ago. He’d kept that promise.

“Don’t mourn for too long. Meet someone else. Fall in love again.”

He felt like screaming. How could he keep this promise?

“I can’t do that. I won’t.”

“Do it for me.”

“I’ll never do it.” His voice was firm. It was bad enough that she was taking this so well. Didn’t she care about her own life? Didn’t she understand that her death would be his death too?

“All right then. It was a stupid thing to say. Forget I said it.”

They were silent for a few minutes. Steve stared deeply into her eyes, Trying to memorise her features, so he wouldn’t forget her. He didn’t want the memory to fade.

She grinned. “We’d better get moving,” she said through a voice that was cracking with emotion. “We’ve got fifty years of love to get through in a few weeks!”

Five

Steven got the sack. This didn’t bother him a jot. Marcy stayed off work claiming to be suffering from a rare illness, and they stayed in their flat for weeks together.

They didn’t often bother to get up. If they did, it was to go to the toilet or get something to eat. They looked a mess, and, quite frankly, they stank.

But what the hell? They loved each other.

All this staying in bed all day in the dark gave Steve the daft notion that they were like babies in a womb, perhaps twins, waiting for their time to end so they could go out into the big cold world.

They pledged not to even think about her death until the actual moment. They didn’t discuss it at all.

The money that they had been saving for a better flat they blew on a small camcorder and taped many cassettes full of Marcy. 

Steve said it would be better than photographs. Photos don’t always capture how a person acts, or talks. They just show one moment. He didn’t want that. He wanted to be able to sit down for hours and relive the precious final weeks.

He recorded them talking, them watching telly, even they eating spaghetti. He got Marcy to do cartwheels, etc, in front of the camera.

They had fun.

This kind of fun wasn’t strictly allowed; it was irresponsible, and for some reason society had deemed irresponsibility as an unnecessary evil.

The idea of life was, you went to work during the day, you slept at night. You got paid for working, which you spent on food, clothing, etc.

That was the way life worked. Ordered, calm, normal.

That way of life was referred to as civilisation, a particularly nice sounding word which suggested that this particular way of life was the proper way, the best way. It had been developed over the past six thousand years, so it had therefore stood the test of time.

If you had asked Steven or Marcy, they would have called that way of life, the civilised way, to be the biggest waste of time ever.

Not just bad, but criminal; because life is the most precious gift anyone has, and to spend it working is a mistake to say the least.

AHEM yes, obviously I've grown up a lot now and wouldn't advocate something so irresponsible... 

When Marcy dies, Steven would revert to a more civilised approach: he would get another job, and spend all day doing it. He would probably dislike it, but then, most people do. You can’t argue with sixty million people. Jobs, were, it seemed, there to be disliked. He would give the flat a good clean, brush his hair, clean his teeth, all to fit in with a group of people usually referred to as humanity, that, frankly, he didn’t fit in with, and, honestly didn’t want to be a part of.

There was no choice. He was born, therefore he had to act like a human being for the rest of his life. He had to sleep at approximately the same time every day. He would even eat at regular times, unlike the past few weeks where he had eaten whenever he got hungry.

If there was a heaven, for Steven it would be a place without responsibilities. A place where he could do what he wanted, with in reason, when he wanted. It would also be a place where others would not criticise him for doing so.

In short, heaven was being with Marcy 100% of the time. Paradise was his flat, with the curtains drawn, a place that was warm, cosy, and a place that his mother would describe as the “Black hole of Calcutta.” Whether or not there was anything remotely resembling a black hole near Calcutta, Steven wasn’t sure, but if there was, he wanted to be there. Because paradise is where the Marcy is.

Heh, my mother did used to say that sort of thing. The Black hole of Calcutta is actually a sort of prison or something, so I don't really want to go there.

It was while walking a bizarre quiz show early on a Monday morning (although Steve had given up the concept of Mondays. Days and nights did not exist in his small pocket of un-civilisation nestling in the middle of Suburbia) that the ghost of Marcy appeared.

“It’s tomorrow. The big day.” That was all she had said, before disappearing again.

So they spent the rest of that day clearing out all the garbage that they had simply thrown in the corner of the room. They vacuumed the carpet, took their clothes to the dry-cleaners, and washed themselves. By that night, they were civilised again.

They spent their last night together, before one of them was killed.

OH MAN, said Mr Johnson, YOU JUST GAVE AWAY THE SURPRISE TWIST!!!!! And he's right. This whole bit was more refined in the novel.

Six

And so, on the 5th of March at 4 O’clock in the morning, the two Marcy’s and Steven found themselves haring down the road in their car, with the ghost of Marcy giving directions.

“And... next left,” said the ghost of Marcy.

“Look, how do you know where we’re supposed to be going?”

“I’m a ghost.”

Oh. The usual answer.

The car was borrowed from Steven’s parents. And if his father knew what speed they were going, he’d likely repossess it quick smart.

“Right here.”

Steven screeched round the corner.

“Can you hurry up?” the ghost pleaded.

“Look, do you want Marcy to die in a road accident, instead of wherever we’re going?”

“Sorry.”

The alive Marcy had kept quiet. It was the day she was due for dying, anyway, she could hardly be expected to be in the best of moods.

Steven was in a decidedly bad mood. Again, that was to be expected. He was snapping at anyone who talked to him, which was usually the ghost of Marcy.

“Right here.”

He turned the car.

“There.” The ghost pointed.

It was a fire.

It was a mother of a fire. “What’s that got to do with us?” 

The ghost shrugged. “That’s where I died. Trying to rescue a baby.”

Notice how nobody wonders why she was here back then, if she didn't have her own ghost for prompting. This point is expanded a lot in the novel, but also the fire takes place in their own block of flats. My original idea was for them to be on a plane that had to crash and Marcy died rescuing some other passengers, but I felt that a big fire had a kind of mythic quality to it that I preferred.

Steven slowed the car as they neared the blaze.

“But why Marcy? Can’t the fire brigade do something?”

“I’m only telling you what happened to me.”

For the first time, Steven began to realise that Marcy didn’t have to die.

Until now he had thought that her death was inevitable. But here was a clear cut decision.

He could turn the car round, and head back to their flat. Marcy would go to work, and he would spend the rest of the morning scanning the job advertisements.

It was so simple. So easy.

But could he live with himself? Knowing that the choice of life or death for those children was his? Could he cope with that on his conscience?

Marcy made the decision for him. She got out of the car.

“Here we go.”

He jumped out after her.

“Well, goodb-“

“No goodbyes, Steve. People say goodbye when they part. But I’ll never leave you. I’ll always be in your memories.”

“But...”

She kissed him, one last time.

“There isn’t enough time, Steve. Those babies need saving.” She took off her coat, slung it in the car, and ran towards the woman standing outside the house.

MAN STEVE I GOTTA GO SAVE ME SOME BABIES! In the novel the mother is her friend and the baby is the friend of her daughter.

God, thought Steve. This is it. This is finally it. And all I want to do is just die with her.

He watched, and the crying woman pointed to the first floor window. Marcy walked towards the building. The woman pleaded with her not to go in. But she did.

The ghost of Marcy floated to Steven’s side.

“You’re still here?”

“Looks like it.”

“So your job still hasn’t been done?” The ghost shook its head.

Steven looked at the ghost.

“You’ve really messed up, haven’t you? You’re here to change time, but you’re so wet you haven’t changed anything.”

“Steve, that’s not fair. That’s me that just went in that house, you know. I’ve been there.”

“That’s just what I mean. You haven’t changed anything.”

“Without me, you’d never have met Marcy.”

“You don’t know that for certain.”

“Oh, come on, I had to tell you which blasted room to go to!”

“We went to the same school. We would have met eventually.” Steven started to walk towards the blazing house. Then he broke into a run.

“Where are you going? You can’t both be killed! It’s stupid!”

Steven turned to her. “I don’t give one fuck what you think!” he shouted, running to the blazing house, pulling off his jacket as he did so.

I think in the novel he doesn't give TWO fucks. Because everything is bigger and better there!

The ghost just looked on forlornly.

She whispered to him, and though he was too far away to hear, her voice rang in his mind.

“When you feel the wind blow... remember me.”

With that, the ghost of Marcy faded away for the last time.

With the implication that it's Steve's decision to rescue Marcy that was the ghost's purpose all along. This bit is massively expanded in the novel with the ghost suffering real anguish. She actually fades as Steve is hugging her, which is so much better because it suggests Steve forgives her being a bit useless.

Seven

He couldn’t see Marcy anywhere. He went up to the first floor.

What had started the fire he didn’t know. It looked to be fiercest upstairs. Much of the ground floor was untouched, but for a few black flames here and there.

Mr Johnson said this is not like what a house fire is like. What am I, some guy who does research? He told me to watch the movie "Backdraft", but I watched "Backshaft" instead and got a whole other take on the behaviour of firemen. That didn't really happen.

As he walked up the stairs, he could feel the unbearable heat beating down on him. Stripping off his T-shirt and casting it aside he continued up the stairs.

He got the shock of his life.

There she was.

Marcy was lying there. A great chunk of burning wood must have fallen on her.

She wasn’t moving.

He tried lifting the wood. It was heavy, and burnt him hands, but he succeeded in moving it off her.

She didn’t move.

He let out a long, low moan. Why did it have to end like this? She hadn’t saved any children, they were still trapped in one of the rooms.

It was pretty obvious to him now why the ghost had come. To prevent Marcy’s premature death. And the ghost had made a complete cock up of it.

Now I can't remember off hand whether this is quite the same in the novel – I think that Marcy had at least achieved something at this point. Because otherwise why does she even need to come here? Another twist in the novel is that the ghost knew what started the fire and in theory could have prevented it while she was alive, suggesting that she's messed up about the whole thing and thus helping to explain her dilly-dallying. I'm not quite sure that works but I think it's a big improvement on this version.

The flames licked at either side of him, as he brushed her hair away from her face and gently bent down the close her eyes. She moved.

She moved?

She moved! He yelped with joy! She was alive!

She opened her eyes and smiled at him.

“Steve!”

“I’m getting you out of here. You’re not meant to die. I realise now that the ghost was sent to prevent all of this.”

He picked her up, and carried her down the stairs.

“Steve...”

“Yeah?”

“I’m pregnant.”

See what I mean about it being tacked on? Even at the time I saw this as an afterthought because... well, it was... but I didn't want to rewrite the earlier sections in case I stuffed it up. When I came to write the novel I had carte blanche so I brought the thread in much earlier. Note how it's unclear whether the ghost was pregnant when she died which potentially adds a whole other layer to her character.

He almost dropped her.

“What?! That’s marvellous! What the hell are you risking everything for by doing this?”

“I thought it was predetermined. Meant to happen...”

“No, I’ve got all that sorted out.” He carried her outside laying her down on the ground.

The woman immediately ran to her. “My babies are still in there,” she wailed.

MAN AIN'T NO ONE GONNA SAVE ME SOME BABIES? HOT DAYUM!

“Oh.” Steven had forgotten all about them. “I’ll go back.”

“Don’t!  You’ll be killed!”

Steven smiled at the woman. “That’s a risk I’m prepared to take.”

He hurried back in the house and up the stairs.

There was a crying sound coming from one of the front bedrooms.

He opened the door carefully. It was warm.

But inside, there was no fire.

A baby in a cot and a toddler were both crying their eyes out. “It’s okay.  I’ve come to get you out.”

He picked up the toddler.

But when he went out of the room, the fire had practically blocked off all sides except to a smaller bedroom next door. There was no way Steven  could get down the stairs. He went back into the room.

The window!

He opened the window and looked outside. The lawn wasn’t too far below. The woman was standing at the bottom shouting “My baby...”

WE HAVEN'T FORGOTTEN ABOUT NO BABIES, SERIOUSLY NOW.

Steven shouted to her that he was going to lower the toddler out.

The woman stood at the bottom ready to catch the child.

Steven grabbed the toddlers hand tightly and lowered him out of the window.

Just a fall of about a metre.

He dropped the boy and the woman caught him. The toddler was unhurt.

One down, etc.

Steven took the baby out of the cot and lowered it out of the window too. The baby fell into its mother’s arms.

Steven felt an overwhelming sense of relief. Marcy saved and the two babies. A job well done. Now all he had to do was get out himself.

He stood on the window sill. It was quite a jump, and it probably wasn’t a good idea for the woman to try to catch him. Still, the worst that would happen was a few broken bones! What was that compared to spending the rest of his life with Marcy?

A sound like an explosion roared behind him. The fire that had been kept at bay thus far by the closed door raged into the room like a fireball as the door buckled under its pressure. 

Momentarily distracted, Steven lost balance. He felt himself begin to fall out of the window. He reached out to grab something to steady himself with, but nothing was there.

Steven fell head first off the window ledge.

The woman underneath instinctively jumped back as Steven crashed down on the grass.

With a sickening crack, Steven broke his neck.

The First Epilogue

So, at a quarter past four in the morning, on the fifth of March, Steven died.

This didn’t come as too much of a surprise to him. In fact, the last few moments of his life had been so violent he would have been more surprised if he had lived.

What did surprise him was what happened after his death.

But that’s another story entirely...

This epilogue is similar but carries on until the point at which Steve wakes up in Marcy's bedroom two years in the past. It's not just padding! It allowed me to end it on a paraphrase of a seventh Doctor line "wake up Marcy, we've got work to do!" and by comparing and contrasting it with the prologue you get a sense of how differently Steve approaches the whole thing.

The Second Epilogue

Several months later, Marcia went into labour and brought forth a bouncing baby boy whom she named Steven.

Mr Johnson said this is not what labour is like. IT TOTALLY MIGHT BE SOMETIMES?

She had become close friends with the woman whose children her boyfriend had died trying to rescue.

The woman’s youngest baby was a girl, a year or so older than baby Steven. The woman named her Marcia, much to Marcy’s surprise and embarrassment. By sheer coincidence, or fate, or predetermination, or destiny, or even simply by crap, the two babies became close friends, childhood sweethearts, and, many years later, passionate lovers.

But, and I think I’ve said this once before, that is simply another story entirely.

In the novel this epilogue is narrated by Suzanna, Marcy and Steve's daughter. It's kind of heartbreaking in that on the anniversary of Steve's death Marcy goes through all the videotapes that they made and when Suzanna asks about them, she replies she's "looking for the angel". Unfortunately, this side of the Doctor Who episode "School Reunion", I'm not sure how happy I am with a forty-something woman never having got over some guy she knew for while years and years ago.

In the first draft of the novel, that was it, but when Jo read it she suggesting adding a third epilogue for Marcy the ghost, which I did, and I'm very glad I did as it wraps the whole thing up (though the epilogues are kind of mutually exclusive given that Steve intends to prevent epilogue two during epilogue one). Marcy the Ghost finally finds peace, though being a militant atheist I had to write it quite delicately to avoid endorsing any one specific form of "peace".

Well, I enjoyed that! I hope you enjoyed it too. Goodbye!
