Ghost Story and TCC

I strummed the last chord, it’d been a good night, great audience, loads of applause, people coming up to shake hands, photos posed, taken and another one just in case, lingering squeeze of hand from lonely female, eye-contact, farewells, packed, loaded and on the road home. Done it a million times, all part of the service, music on in the car, buzzing enroute while the adrenalin wears off hopefully by the time I get home. 

I’d also driven this route countless times so could let myself cruise. I knew every bend and hedge. Knew how far ahead I could spy another car and so when I could cut corners or not. However at two in the morning it was highly unlikely that anything was heading through the glen but me. I could listen to a track I needed to learn on repeat or just play an album that I liked. The night was clear, a plethora of stars, a big fat moon, almost like having your own spotlight for the road.
During the winter I would have to drive more cautiously but not solely due to the road conditions. One night I came round a corner to find a herd of deer milling round on the road. I discovered that they came down from the hills to lick the salt off the road. They were in no real hurry, and neither was I, one of those blessed moments again that was a bonus in my job. I sat until some of them moved over to the verge and then slowly edged forward. I repeated this action a few times until I was no longer in the centre of the herd and surrounded by deer and was able to move off blissfully fulfilled.

This night was quiet, it was coming into autumn so plenty of feed on the hills and no salt on the roads. There was nothing on the road, nothing for miles so it was a steady progress gliding along the straights and skimming round bends.
Somewhere about he middle of the glen there’s an old house on a sharp corner set back off the road. I’d never seen any signs of life there over the years and took it to be abandoned although it showed no outward signs of dereliction. There’s a nice straight stretch approaching it and a large tree overhanging just as you leave it and the bend behind. As I said this was a road I knew intimately, especially at this time of the morning. I revved up the straight, rounded the bend and slammed on my brakes. There in front of me was some old man crossing the road holding hands with a little girl. The height of the verges made it impossible to swerve. There was absolutely no way I was going to be able to stop. My car careered toward them and he didn’t even look round. He must have been deaf not to hear me. The weight of my heavily laden car with all my gear made what was about to happen inevitable. And then that moment struck when I ploughed right through them, both he and the young girl. My mind was in turmoil, in an absolute spin as the car eventually ground to a halt. In one swift motion the seat belt was off, the door open and I was out running back towards, towards exhaust smoke clearing under the overhang of the tree to reveal nothing. No one there, not a soul, not a sound, just the total silent stillness you find in a glen at that early hour. No blood, no bodies and, when I came to think about it, there had been no sound of bodies striking the car. There had been no sense of impact and when I went to check, not even a scratch on the bonnet. The old man had been dressed in plus-fours, hacking jacket and sporting a bonnet with a pipe in his mouth, smiling and chatting to the little girl who I took to be wearing a party dress, almost Victorian in style. They were crossing over from the verge towards the house. But where were they now? And who would be having a party at two in the morning? I looked over at the house, not a light, no signs of life even after the screeching of tyres. I got back in the car, sat for a moment or two trying to make sense of what had just happened. I reckoned I was reasonably rational and although ghosts may or may not exist, how could I explain what had just occurred? 
I started up the engine and headed back on my way deep in thought till I got home. I’d reckoned by that time that no one would believe me and, rather than be like all those people who see aliens and everyone labels them loonies, I would be best to keep this to myself. And so I did, or have, until now. 
