A VOICE IN HER EAR.

“Have you seen my magazine?” asked Ruby as she searched under the pile of newspapers on the ocffee table. “I want the receipe for carrot cake.” “Use your special powers!” suggested her young son Robert from behind his copy of a computer magazine. “Don’t be cheeky” snapped Ruby “My special powers are just that, special, and I’ll thank you not to mock. Ah. Here it is. Carrot cake for tea.” “Yuk!” said Robert, and ducked down in his chair as Ruby swipped at him with the rolled up magazine. “Flour, carrots” Ruby murmured as she walked into the kitchen. “Spice, oh no.” she looked at the spice rack and as she thought she had forgotten to buy any. Deciding against her first idea of using the first spice that came to hand as a subsitute in hope, Ruby tossed the magazine on the worktop and went ot find the car keys.

“Robert I’ve got to go to the shops, anything you want?” she called from the front door. “A bought cake?” Robert asked hopefully. “No chance” Ruby replied.

She backed the car slowly out onto the road and saw her cat Flicker rushing to follow. “No No No you silly boy you can’t come. I’ll bring you something”

At the supermarket Ruby bought a few items more than she had intended and queued a lot longer than she hoped. Back in the carpark at last she was just getting into her car when she heard a voice say “It  wasn’t my fault!”. Ruby looked round but as she expected there was no-one there. She paused for a few moments, then as she heard no more, she drove out into the High Street.

She was driving past the chemist shop when the voice shouted “It wasn’t my fault!” a second time. Ruby jumped and car swerved slightly towards an elderly lady about to cross the road. She glared at Ruby and shouted “Fool!”, before straitening her yellow woolly hat and going on her way.

Ruby pulled into the kerb and waited. Several moments passed and nothing happened. She became aware of an advancing traffic warden and set off once again. Aloud she said “Wait till I get home please”.

Thankful to be back in her own drive Ruby hurried inside with the shopping. Flicker rushed from the bushes and slipped in behind her. “All right I’ve not forgotten you” she assured the impatient cat, as she searched for the little parcel of fish in her bag.

Once Flicker was settled Ruby called out to let Robert know she was home. There was no reply. Ruby set about making the cake.

All the while she measured and mixed Ruby wondered about the voice. Why tell her that it was not his fault. Teatime came and went. The cake was uncut. Robert had not arrived home.

John came in as usual at 6.30p.m. complaining about the train. Ruby barely listened. Where was Robert? She had checked and his new mountain bike was not in the shed. How pleased Robert had been when they gave it to him only three weeks ago. “He knows the rules of the road” Ruby told herself, John had made sure of that. If there had been an accident they would have heard by now.  Robert had just forgotten the time.

By the time it was 7.30 and dinner was ready for the table worry had changed to anxiety. Robert was usually good about letting his parents know where he would be.

John looked at his watch. “Are you sure he didn’t say where he was going?”  I’ve told you I was out!” snapped Ruby. John decided to drive around and see if he could see Robert heading home.

No sooner had John left than the voice came “It wasn’t my fault!”

Ruby sighed. She sat down and with a great effort made her mind blank. Nothing happened for a while., then Ruby became aware of a man about twenty years old who seemed agitated. Ruby waited for him to say something but he just stared at her. “What do you want?” she asked, unnerved by his silence.

“To tell you that it wasn’t my fault”  It was the same voice. “Just that . That’s all”  

“What wasn’t?” asked Ruby, but the man had already gone. She knew that she should try and call on someone who could help to explain but she had her own worries at that moment and decided it would have to wait.  This gift could be a nuiscence at time and she was only glad she had never taken the trouble to develop it further.

By nine o’clock having called everyone they could think of they decided it was time to tell the police Robert was missing.

“Just wait unitl he turns up” threatened John after the policemen had taken Robert’s details and left. “I wont let him out of his room for a week!”

“just as long as they find him” Ruby murmered and felt a nagging doubt. The voice had been so insistant. All the time dening fault. Fault for what. Did it have anything to do with Robert.

The hours passed by and about three in the morning a police car pulled up outside. Two policemen and a policewoman got out. to develop it further.
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“Just wait unitl he turns up” threatened John after the policemen had taken Robert’s details and left. “I wont let him out of his room for a week!”

“just as long as they find him” Ruby murmered and felt a nagging doubt. The voice had been so insistant. All the time dening fault. Fault for what. Did it have anything to do with Robert.

The hours passed slowely. Ruby tried to make whatever contact she could, but even tough once or twic eshe thought she had succeded it was always too fragile to maintain. Eventualy she realised that she was too tired.

About three in themorning a police car pulled up outside. Two policemen and a policwoman got out. Ruby rushed to the door. “I’m afraid it’s not good news” the policewoman said.”We’ve found wreckage in a ditch . It was well hidden and that why it wasn’t spotted earlier.  There was a car and under the vechile was a young boy about your son’s age trapped. There was nothing could be done for him.”

“The car “Ruby gasped “Was there anyone in the car?”

“A young man. Nothing could be done for hime either”

“What happened. How did it happen. Whe…”John was rigid with shock.

“Whatever it was I know one thing for sure” whispered Ruby, “It wasn’t the driver’s fault”.

