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For my parents;

Dad, who lets me fly

&

Mum, who helps me keep my feet
firmly on the ground.
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​ -ONE-

Hope

“English
Origin, meaning ‘Trust, Faith’”

Lynne gave me
this journal for my fifteenth birthday; apparently it’s going to
help me deal with my teenage years. Obviously, someone forgot to
tell Lynne that you become a teenager when you’re thirteen not
fifteen.

Anyway,
seeing as she went to all the trouble of getting a journal, that
had my name with the meaning, and everything printed on the top of
every other page. I figured I should make good use of it, or at
least try to.

I suppose
it’s a better gift than she’s given me the last two birthdays. I’ve
always wondered if she hates me or something, but Dad said she just
feels a bit resentful after my accident, because, you know, I
wanted to end up paralysed.

I can
understand where she’s coming from though. I wasn’t what you’d call
‘planned’. Lynne was ten when I was born and I’m told she was the
dutiful big sister, helping me learn to walk and feeding me and
changing my nappy and everything. Then, when I was five and she was
fifteen, I was in a car accident with my child minder. She ended up
dead and I ended up paralysed from the waist down. Lynne was
studying for her GCSEs then, so it didn’t really help our
relationship when Mum and Dad spent the most of the time either at
the hospital with me or altering the house for when I would be
allowed to come home. She got kinda pushed to the background and
forgotten – which she blamed me for, but it wasn’t really *my*
fault, was it? I mean, I wasn’t driving the car and this was
certainly not how I imagined my life turning out. Not that I
remember much from before the accident.

Whichever way
you look at it and the reasons behind it, we weren’t what you’d
call close. You know that saying ‘Sisters by nature; friends by
choice’? Yeah, it makes me want to vomit. Plus, I don’t really know
anyone who’s got friends near enough ten years older than they are.
It wasn’t like I could ask someone if it was normal for the pair of
us to barely talk because I didn’t have any friends to ask. I’m
home-schooled and I have been since I came home in my first
wheelchair when I was five and a half. I’ve always had one main
tutor for all my subjects. Right now, I have Mrs. Collins, who has
taught me since I was eleven and in a few days I get to start doing
my GSCE’s. Dad works from home now because both of my parents felt
guilty that I’d been in an accident and got paralysed in the first
place. They didn’t tell me that, I worked it out because it was
pretty obvious. Dad used to go out to work everyday until the day I
came home from the hospital and then he didn’t – doesn’t really
take a rocket scientist to work that one out, does it?

God, this
seems really pathetic – what are you supposed to write about in a
journal anyway? I asked Lynne and she just shrugged at me so I’m
guessing her giving spirit only went as far as actually giving me
the journal. I’ll have to ask Mrs. Collins whenever she turns up
for my new term. Except, she’s not coming for another three days
and I get the feeling Lynne would be most unhappy if I waited until
then to actually make proper use of it. Maybe I should just write
everything down.

“Lynne, what
am I supposed to use this for?” I asked again, writing as I
spoke.

“God, Hope,
it’s a journal, work it out,” Lynne replied, looking at me
oddly.

“So,
everything really?”

“What?”

“I’m supposed
to use it for everything.”

“If you want
to.”

“Okay.”

“Whatever, and
stop writing down everything I say, it’s irritating” She’s always
grouchy with me in the mornings, probably because she has to be up
at seven every morning, bar the weekends, to go to work. Either
that or she just plain hates me. I’m not sure which.

“I’m just
using it as a proper journal,” I told her, resisting the urge to
poke my tongue out because I’m told it’s childish to do
that.

“Hope, stop
it. It’s freaky and I have to concentrate,” Lynne snapped, giving
me the evil eye. I don’t know why she’s complaining, it’s not like
she has to work hard to be good at her job – she was just born a
lab rat. She’s always working late, but I don’t know if that’s
because she’s always got so much work or just because she’d rather
spend 80% of the day with other lab rats than us.

Most days I
don’t blame her. Dad’s usually got some new manuscript or other to
talk about and Mum’s never home on time and pretty much always in a
rush to finish dinner and get back to her case notes, so it’s not
like any of us have much to say to the other. Don’t get me wrong, I
don’t feel like my parents are too busy to spend time with me
because I have an hour of lunch with Dad every day and Mum’s
usually the one to talk through any school problems with. They’ve
both been there for me whenever I’ve needed them. I know that Lynne
resents that slightly – she thinks that they’ve never had time for
her. Which isn’t really true because she’d see them more if she
made the time in her days off to actually talk to them, rather than
stay holed up in her bedroom chatting on MSN to the friends she
sees at work anyway.

Dad tried to
explain it to me a few days ago when Lynne had been particularly
obnoxious after I’d gone to surprise her at work for lunch – she
really hadn’t appreciated that either. Anyway, Dad had tried to
tell me why – let’s see if I can remember what he said.

“It’s not that
she doesn’t love you, Hope, it’s just complicated. When you had
your accident, Lynne was studying for her GCSEs and overnight all
of our lives changed. Lynne went to school that morning and then
you had the accident, Claire was killed and I got the phone call at
work – it was such a mess, Hope, so confusing and I don’t really
know how we forgot, but neither your mother or myself remembered to
phone the school and tell Lynne, so, she came home to an empty
house and she didn’t know what had happened until I came home later
on that night from the hospital to grab you some clothes, she felt
forgotten and she’s a little resentful.”

“Dad, that was
TEN years ago, how can she still be angry at me?”

“She’s not
angry at you, Hope.”

“Huh, hate to
break it to you Dad, but if she’s not angry at me, she really
shouldn’t have used those words.”

“Hope, she
works hard, she was probably just tired.” I thought about pushing
him for more but I could tell that he wasn’t having any of it. He
just kept making excuses about how he was busy and shouldn’t I be
getting ready for my new term or something?

So, there you
have it, the unsolved mystery of my sister and why she hates me.
Though, I doubt that’s the actual point of a journal, but it’s my
name at the top of the page, which means that I get to write what I
want to and if you don’t like it then you don’t have to read
it.

Dad came over
and kissed Lynne and me on the cheek before he disappeared into his
office to spend the morning with whatever manuscript lay on his
desk, awaiting his attention.

Lynne didn’t
say anything to me as she dumped her bowl in the sink, scooped up
her papers and left. She had days when she actually acknowledged me
and others when she wouldn’t even look at me.

Mum had left
for work about an hour before – she had some big case or something
going on at the moment. Although she’d not gone in as early as she
did yesterday because it had been my birthday. I’d only gotten an
hour, at least she’d made the effort, unlike *some*
people.

So, there I
was alone – well, apart from Dad in his office – with nothing to
do. It actually made me wish that I didn’t get my birthday off and
Mrs. Collins was coming because no matter how sad it sounds, I was
that bored. Maybe I should get Dad to take me to see Lynne at work.
Maybe that should be my aim for the next year of my life – work on
my relationship with my sister – ‘cause that can’t go very wrong,
can it?


​ -TWO-

Lynne

“English
Origin meaning, ‘Beautiful Waterfall’”

I swear my
sister’s legs aren’t the only thing that’s paralysed, her brain is
as well. I gave her the journal and she spent the morning writing
everything down and asking me what it was for. Couldn’t she have
worked it out on her own? To make matters worse she then insisted
on documenting everything I said to her. It got really irritating
and in the end I was glad to get out of there and off to work. Not
that I’m ever sorry to go to work – which I guess is rather sad
that I’d rather spend my time in the DNA lab than in my own home,
but then again it stopped being welcoming the day Hope came home
after her accident. Sure, I know it wasn’t her fault and that it’s
wrong of me to blame her for it, but hey, I’m twenty-five and I’m
allowed to have issues.

It’s a long
story but basically ten odd years ago, I was in a place where I
needed my parents. I was sitting my GCSEs and suddenly I came home
one day and there was no one there. There was no note or anything,
I had to make my own dinner and I waited around, wanting to talk to
either one of my parents about my day and they just weren’t there.
So what right? My sister needed them more and it wasn’t that that
had caused my problem with her, I didn’t find out that there’s even
*been* an accident until about nine that night. Dad had come home
to collect some clothes for Hope who was about to go into the
intensive care unit. He barely stopped to acknowledge
me.

“Dad? Where is
everyone? Where have you been?” I’d asked him, as he came
barrelling through the door.

“I don’t have
time to stop and chat,” he’d replied, barely even looking at
me.

“What’s going
on?”

“I’m sure your
mother will explain everything. Right now, I have to get back to
the hospital; I want to be there when Hope comes out of surgery.”
That was it, he’d left as quickly as he’d arrived and the only
thing he’d told me was that Hope was in surgery. I hadn’t known why
or what for. I didn’t know that there’d been an accident, that
Claire had been killed, or that Hope was close to death I didn’t
know that the doctors didn’t think she’d survive the night or that
she’d end up paralysed. I didn’t know any of that until I phoned
the hospital myself and asked. I spent that night at home alone,
and I didn’t sleep because I honestly believed that if I did, my
five-year-old sister would die.

Now, if this
were some tacky book or film, it would say that I grew up that
night, that I stopped being fifteen and acted much older and all
that crap. The truth is that I didn’t. I just realised that when
push came to shove, all I had in the world was myself. My parents
loved me, sure, but not enough to notice me above my baby sister.
Sure, they apologised a fair few times for the ‘misunderstanding’
in the weeks that followed, but they were never there after that.
They took turns at Hope’s bedside, helping her come to terms with
it all, but if one of them was home with me, it was to sleep, not
to support me or have time for me, or to help me deal with my
sister’s paralysis. So, I stopped asking them for help. I did my
schoolwork, my coursework, my revision and everything and it was
like I just co-existed with the rest of my family. I bet I sound
like some spoilt brat who blames their parents for everything and
feels all hard done by – I don’t. I know why they did what they
did. They nearly lost Hope and when she lived everything became
about her. Don’t believe me? Here are a few examples:

The week
before my mocks, they spent every day at the hospital with Hope
while they paid to have the house made fully accessible. Ever tried
revising with banging, drilling and power saws going off all day?
Let me tell you, it’s hard. I couldn’t tell them it was bad timing
because it was all for Hope and for when she came home and it had
to be done at some point.

My sixteenth
birthday? Hope got her first wheelchair and was close to coming
home and my celebrations were put on hold.

Work
experience? I was the only kid who didn’t go because my parents
were so caught up in getting Hope into a routine and sorting out
their jobs that they didn’t have time for me to ask them to sign
the form, let alone ask them to help me find a
placement.

See? It was
just bad timing and no matter how it seems, I don’t hate Hope, I
don’t blame my parents and I don’t resent the life I have now. I
just, I find it hard to get on with her, that’s all.
Honest.

Okay, maybe I
feel some resentment towards her. Ever since her accident, she’s
gotten everything she wanted. She didn’t want to go to school so my
parents paid out for her to be home-schooled. She even gets to do
her GCSEs through Mrs. Collins. She’s never even been to a school
so how would she know what it’s like? She’s got no friends and
that’s not me being bitchy – she really doesn’t and that’s because
she’s never had to socialise so, instead she comes and bugs me at
work and Dad lets her! Anyway, enough about Hope, time to focus on
what really matters in my life.

I love my
job; it’s the only thing that keeps me sane. I work in a crime lab,
the one thing Hope’s accident did for me was stop me being
distracted at home and I discovered a love for science. I got all
As at A-level and did my degree whilst working in the lab at an
entry-level. I guess I get my love for it from my dad. He’s always
reading with his job, but he prefers the crime novels. Though,
generally authors tend to watch too much CSI and think things
happen with evidence a whole lot quicker than it actually does. It
can take days for us to get the results we need, but I guess if
that happened on CSI, it wouldn’t be as interesting to watch
because at the end of the episode you still wouldn’t know who’d
done it.

Hope loves
coming to see me at work, probably because she’s also like our dad
– loves mystery and how it all pieces together. I just wish they’d
stick her in school so that she wouldn’t be so naïve about the
world and so that she’d make her own friends and leave mine
alone.

I work with a
good group of people and it’s probably because I get on with them
so well that I spend so much time at work. There’s Adam who works
with me in DNA. Daniel and Gemma – she was my best friend at school
so she knows all about the whole Hope thing – they work in Trace,
Laura who’s a bullet specialist, also Jewlie, who basically does
everything. Then there’s our boss, Jack, who may be in his forties
but has shown us all more than once that age isn’t everything. He
isn’t the Gil Grissom of our crime lab, and we’re not
criminologists. We’re the people who test all the evidence they
collect. I enjoy doing what I do and because we always have a
backlog of evidence and cases that are pending. I can get away with
doing overtime pretty much everyday and even some of my off days. I
work the cover shift, which means that I work a pretty much, run of
the mill, nine-to-five job. We’re in when the day shift signs on
and night shift signs off and when the night shift signs on and day
shift signs off again, so I work with pretty much both
shifts.

So yeah, I
hide from my family in my job, but that’s just the same as pretty
much any workaholic, right?


​ -THREE-

Hope

“English
Origin, meaning ‘Trust, Faith’”

Dad wouldn’t
take me to see Lynne in the end, he told me that I should leave her
alone for a few weeks and then maybe she’d thaw to me a little. My
dad suffers from some kind of sickness that makes him believe that
the impossible will actually happen.

At least
school started today, which means that I’m less likely to die of
boredom. There was a big fuss at the end of last year because I had
to choose my GCSE options. I wanted to do science so that I could
study criminology at university and do the same thing as Lynne. I
think I’d be good at it and I know that I’d enjoy it. However, Mrs.
Collins said that there was no way I could complete the coursework
and experiments while I was being home-schooled. I’d have to go to
an actual school to do that and although I didn’t mind that idea,
my parents wouldn’t have any of it, so that was that plan vetoed. I
don’t understand why though. Lynne tells me that I need to be more
socialised and then maybe I’d have my own friends. Mum and Dad
don’t see it that way though, I guess after the accident they felt
I had enough to get used to, without having to get used to being in
a wheelchair and starting school as well. It had made sense to me
at the time and they talked about letting me start at secondary
school when the time came, but then they decided that I’d find it
too hard to integrate with the other kids because I’d been taught
at home for so long, so that plan was scrapped too.

In the end, I
chose to do French, German, History, Maths and both English
Literature and normal English. At least they let me do History
because that was a bit shaky for a while; thankfully Dad talked Mum
round. It was Mum that wanted me to do two languages because she
thought that would make colleges overlook my lack in science. I
suppose that once I go to college, I can always do a GCSE in
Science then because no matter what my mother says, I am going to
college and university – I have to get out into the real world at
some point.

“We’ll start
with French today and then we can do one subject per day with
English Literature and English on Friday. How does that sound?”
Mrs. Collins asked, once I’d grabbed all my new school stuff and
had gotten this journal out. I’m actually enjoying writing down my
life – Lynne really had a good idea with this present. Even if
nothing interesting ever happens in my life, at least if it ever
does, I’ll have somewhere to write it down.

“Yeah, that’s
fair.”

“Why are you
writing everything down, Hope?”

“Lynne gave me
a journal for my birthday and I’ve been recording everything since
nothing major ever happens and it was so nice that not using it
seemed kinda rude,” I explained.

“You could
submit it as part of you English coursework, for the creative essay
part.”

“I could do.”
Do I really want some examiners reading about the whole thing with
Lynne? Not really, though it would probably be a welcome change for
them – an essay that isn’t written in text talk.

“Okay, but put
it away for now and we’ll get on with your French verbs, after a
long summer break it seems like a good place to start.”

I spent my
first day back refreshing my knowledge of French verbs. By lunch,
I’d had enough and by the time Mrs. Collins went home I was ready
to drop both French and German and I hadn’t even started on the
latter.

“How was you
first day?” Mum asked at dinner.

“It sucked, I
hate French already,” I moaned.

“I’m sure
it’ll be fine once you get started. It’s just getting used to it
all after such a long break. Your brain just needs to adapt to it
all again,” Mum told me, giving me the evil eye for writing at the
dinner table. Seeing as both Mum and Dad have done it a fair few
times in the past, I couldn’t really see how either one of them
could complain, or have a go at me for doing it.

“Yeah,
whatever, I just wish I was doing science instead of
German.”

“Don’t start
that again, Hope. We talked about this over the summer, a fair few
times actually.”

“I just don’t
see why I can’t go to a normal school and do my GCSEs there. I
could study science and then I won’t have to do it while I do my
A-levels,” I moaned.

“Hope, drop
it, we’ve been over this too many times in the past and I am really
not in the mood to go over it again.” Mum gave me a look that told
me that the discussion was over, but I wasn’t about to give up that
easily. I have nothing against the way Mrs. Collins teaches me, but
the prospect of spending every Monday and Tuesday learning two
foreign languages makes me want to bury my head under my duvet and
just never come out.

“Mum, I just
want to do Science and I don’t see why I can’t,” I whined. Yeah, I
know, I’m fifteen and I should be all mature and stuff – but I want
to get out and meet people, preferably before I become some kind of
hermit who just never leaves the house.

“Hope, leave
it,” Dad warned, as Mum threw me another look. “Where’s Lynne?” he
asked, changing the subject.

“She probably
had to work late,” Mum replied, smiling at Dad, making it obvious
that they were communicating in some kind of silent way that only
parents know how to do. They both didn’t want to talk about it, but
if they think I’m going to give up that easily, they have another
think coming. I am not one to drop things just because my parents
tell me to. Lynne has the right idea, keep your head down, and do
what you want. And I’d do it that way, except I’m a tad more
noticeable than Lynne and technically, my parents are in charge of
my education until I’m sixteen, one more year and I’m so gonna
enrol in the closest school that will take me…or college if I have
to wait two years.

Lynne didn’t
get home until after nine. She made herself something to eat and
pretty much ignored the rest of us. No change there then, except
that as per my idea I made the effort to head into the kitchen and
try to talk to her as she ate.

“How was your
day?” I asked her, pushing myself to the table and sliding my knees
under it so that I was sat opposite her, in my usual
position.

“Long,” she
replied, giving me one of her famous odd looks.

“That why
you’re late home?”

“Yeah.”

“What did you
do?”

“Work.” I
guess all I’m going to get is one-word answers. Still, you can’t
tell me that I’m not trying.

“I had class,
Mrs. Collins made me learn a whole heap of French verbs, it
sucked.”

“Whatever,”
Lynne said, standing up and dumping her empty plate in the sink.
“I’ve got work to do.”

She left me
alone in the kitchen as she headed upstairs. Great, so I’ll mark
that one down as a failed attempt, shall I?

I could hear
her climbing the stairs, opening and then shutting her bedroom
door. I predict a few minutes will pass before she logs onto MSN
and starts chatting to her work mates. If she hates living here so
much, why doesn’t she move out? I’m serious, it’s as if she’s just
a lodger or something, not my sister and although I know, deep
down, that she doesn’t hate me, it doesn’t exactly fill you with
confidence when your own sister won’t even hold a full length
conversation with you.

“Penny for
them?” Dad said, appearing behind me and scaring me half to
death.

“Why does
Lynne stay?”

“What do you
mean?”

“Living here,
why doesn’t she just move out?”

“This is her
home.”

“Yeah, but she
doesn’t spend any time with us and she barely even talks to any of
us either.”

“Hope, she
works hard and she’s probably tired, plus she’s twenty-five, most
people her age live alone or with friends and they hardly ever go
home to see their family. The difference with Lynne is that she
lives at home,” Dad told me, defending Lynne. See, I don’t get why
they do that – Mum and Dad, I mean – they know that there’s a
problem between me and Lynne, but if you asked either one of them
they’d deny it. Maybe they’re just happier believing that we’re as
close as we were before my accident.

I don’t
remember much of my years before I became paralysed but I do
remember that Lynne spoke to me a lot more back then. Maybe I
should ask her why things changed so much but to do that I’d have
to get her to spend more than five minutes in my company. That
doesn’t seem likely, really, does it? At least not any time
soon.


​ -FOUR-

Lynne

“English
Origin meaning, ‘Beautiful waterfall’”

A big case
came in at the beginning of the week – some suspicious death or
something, which meant that there were loads of samples for us to
process. I managed to work until after eight before Jack told me to
get off home because I was going to have to come in early the next
morning. Overtime galore – just what I want; more money, which puts
me a bit closer to being able to move out and get away from my
irritating sister.

When I got
home, she came into the kitchen, tried to instigate a conversation
and I ignored her. Which made me feel like a complete bitch until
she started complaining about her French lesson, and having to
learn all these verbs. No matter how hard I tried (and I’ll admit,
it wasn’t very hard) I couldn’t find it in myself to actually care.
She should try having to sit your exams on a few hours sleep
because your baby sister kept you awake all night, now that? That’s
worth complaining about.

“Hey Lynne,
get any sleep last night?” Jewlie asked me when I clocked on. We’d
been talking on MSN until late.

“Yeah, after
you logged off, I went to bed,” I told her. Normally, I sit up and
play around on the Internet until late – another thing I got from
my sister was the ability to function on a small amount of sleep a
night. I like the night and early morning because everyone else is
asleep, even Hope, and it’s just me. No one else, but the whirring
of my computer fan and the quiet pinging of MSN – sad, but it’s one
of my only comforts.

“Have you seen
your inbox? It’s overflowing,” Jewlie said, smirking.

“Please tell
me you’re joking,” I groaned. I may like overtime but I generally
get it because I take my time with my work – making sure I don’t
make any mistakes. In my job, mistakes can destroy people’s lives.
Imagine if I rushed a DNA test and accused the wrong guy of abusing
a child – I’d lose my job, but the poor guy would probably have to
leave his home and start again and even then it would follow him
for the rest of his life. You read about stuff like that in the
newspapers and you always think – at least in my line of work, you
do – that it will never happen to you, but it does. I’m always
careful, but that’s why I hate having a full inbox because it makes
you rush and that’s when mistakes happen.

“Would I?
Nope, another one of the geriatric lady killers we think, but there
was a lot of blood and it’s down to you to work out whose is
whose.”

“They’ve got a
suspect?”

“Not the last
time I checked, but with all that money, I’m not surprised they’re
all being knocked off.”

“Money?”

“Didn’t you
hear? They were all loaded!” Jewlie told me before giving me a
quick wave as I headed into the DNA lab. Jewlie does a bit of
everything. She’s working towards her degree the same as I did, she
hasn’t chosen an area to specialise in but right now she’s
shadowing Gemma and enjoying it more than her stint with me so
maybe she’s closer to deciding. I chose serology before I even
started my degree course but it’s not like that for
everyone.

“Slacker! Look
at your in-tray compared to mine!” Adam said, smirking. He usually
works from 6am rather than 9am so that he can leave at two and be
home in time for his daughter to finish nursery ever since his wife
died.

“You could
have done some of mine for me,” I complained.

“Hey, it’s
your name on the request form which means it’s too below me for me
to do it.” Adam has two more years in the job over me, so
technically he’s my supervisor below Jack.

“Yeah, yeah,
you’re just too lazy to do it.” This is the side of me that none of
my family see, not because I don’t show it to them, but because
they just don’t see it. Meh, whatever I have work to do.

By lunchtime,
I wasn’t even halfway through my inbox. I thought about calling
home and letting them know that I wasn’t going to be back to
experience the whole family dinner thing again. However, I realised
that it would probably be just my luck that Hope was on lunch and
she’d answer the phon. She’d offer to bring me something to eat
which is her code for coming to work and bugging me. I really
didn’t have time for that since she always has a whole heap of
questions to ask me. Even at the most quiet of times that’s
annoying so, today would not be a good day for one of her
visits.

 


I sighed and
rubbed my temples, I had a headache brewing. When the police manage
to catch whatever sicko is killing off old ladies, and rich ones at
that, I’m going to sue him for stress. What am I talking about?
I’ll tell you.

About a year
ago, there was a case of a geriatric lady being stabbed to death
and it came to me because there was A LOT of blood and not all of
it belonged to the victim. The murderer had spread both her blood
and blood from previous murder cases. The police have yet to work
out who it is and how they got hold of blood from previous cases –
both solved and unsolved ones. Of course, they checked all of us
out, checked any fingerprint from the scene against the ones they
took when we started working here. When you work in a crime lab,
they take your fingerprints and a sample of your DNA to put in the
system – they do that so that if, for example, my print was found
on evidence that I processed, they could rule us out, same with
blood and DNA. It’s never happened as far as I know, because none
of us are stupid enough to not use gloves or bleed on the
evidence.

Due to
protocol, they checked us all out of course, made sure our alibis
made sense and that we weren’t knocking off old ladies on our days
off. None of the cases were worked by exactly the same team. I
mean, I dealt with some of the blood, but so did some of the night
and day shift. I like to think the reason they couldn’t find the
link in our lab is that none of us are crazy enough to go around
killing little old ladies for their pension money. Now though, they
were looking to see who’d had access to the lab to try and work out
if that was how they got hold of the blood samples. I guess that
meant they don’t suspect any of us anymore.

Anyway, back
to the cases, I would have said that it was someone stealing a vial
of blood here and a drop there, except there weren’t just traces of
the different blood, there were, at times, huge amounts – it just
baffled us all really.

Since then,
there have been five more murders of a similar kind, bringing the
total up to six. I spend most of my time at work, after one comes
in, identifying whether the blood is human and if it is, if it came
from a previous case or anyone else on our system. There doesn’t
seem to be any links between them, the cause of death is always
different and it’s never the same active or cold cases used, nor
was it the same type of animal blood if it was used at all. The
only good thing was that there always seems to be a fair few weeks
between each one, which gives me time to process all the
samples.

“Any closer to
finishing, Lynne?” Jack asked, poking his head around the lunch
room door.

“I’m about a
quarter of the way through.”

“Sorry to ask,
but can you stay late tonight? I’m getting pressure from higher up
to get those samples processed by tomorrow at the
latest.”

“I can work
late, but you know it takes a while before I can give you anything
other than preliminary results.”

“Sure, just
try and get it done as soon as possible.”

“I’ll get back
to it now,” I said, packing up my lunch and heading back to the
lab.

See, it’s not
as simple to test DNA as TV makes out, it takes about a week to get
all the results confirmed, but I can do a preliminary report. I
have to extract the DNA from the sample, amplify it. Once I’ve done
that I have to separate the fragments with a technique called
electrophoresis – it’s not as complicated as it sounds. In layman
terms, I pass an electric current through it. After that I can get
the all-important DNA “bar code” – which is basically the DNA being
more readable to the human eye, then I tag it, visualise the
fragments and volia! You have a sample to run through the system.
Yeah, you’ve probably all gotten bored and left by now. I did warn
you that it wasn’t as easy as the TV made out. Hence, why I want to
kill whoever is responsible or sue them at least for giving me
twenty different samples to work with. Yeah, thanks for that, you
git.

By nine, I
was exhausted and I was only a little bit closer to getting to the
halfway point, but the most I’ll work in any one day is twelve
hours. After that my head hurts and I know that I could make a
mistake and not notice and no matter how much Jack wants my
preliminary report, he’d rather wait than have me work myself into
the wee hours of the morning and then make a mistake with a sample,
especially on a case as important as this.

So, I headed
home and surprise, surprise, Hope wheeled herself into the kitchen
and started trying to drum up a conversation with me.

“How was your
day?” she asked, still writing everything down. I swear if I’d
known she was going to pretty much Superglue herself to that
journal and use it so much, I would have gotten one for her last
year and the year before too.

“Long, and
before you ask, I did work and I don’t care what verbs you had to
learn today. I’m tired and all I want to do is finish this and go
up to my room to unwind, okay?” I half-snapped. Hope just nodded at
me and pushed herself out of the kitchen. Great, now I feel like a
total bitch.


​ -FIVE-

Hope

“English
Origin meaning ‘Trust, Faith’”

Well, that’s
the last time I try and make friends with my sister. I mean, I
wasn’t even doing anything majorly annoying even and she just bit
my head off! So much for that idea – maybe I’ll have to rethink
everything.

I fumed until
I pushed myself back into the living room and saw what was on the
TV – the news. There was a news report about the geriatric lady
killer – another poor lady was dead and that would explain Lynne’s
bad mood. Last time she’d been at work for twelve hours a day.
Although we all know she loves the overtime and being away from us,
she does get ratty when she has to spend the whole twelve hours
doing DNA stuff and separating samples. She loves her job, don’t
get me wrong. It’s just when you spend all that time doing
something as complicated as that and the police still can’t work
out who’s behind it all, it frustrates you. Still, it seems unfair
to take it out on me.

“Have you done
your homework, Hope?” Mum asked, muting the news once the report
about the latest victim of the geriatric lady killer was
finished.

“Mrs. Collins
didn’t set any,” I lied. Yeah, I shouldn’t lie to my mother but I’m
fifteen and even though I may not have friends to lead me astray, I
pretty much know the way all on my own.

“She wanted
you to list the German verbs,” Mum said, giving me a look. How is
that fair? My tutor ratting me out to my parents. This wouldn’t
happen if I actually went to school rather than having a tutor. I’d
be allowed to skip class and rebel and everything without being
caught out straight away.

“I’ve done
it,” I lied for a second time. I just didn’t fancy going over verbs
that a) sounded like they were spoken by someone with a bad chest
infection and b) weren’t even due until next week. This so would
not be happening if I actually went to school, like a normal
person. Not that I’m bitter or anything because I’ve lost yet
another argument with my mother.
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