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Chapter 1 – An Abnormal Arrival
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It had happened again. 

No, it had happened again before but this time, this time it was different. Not completely different but definitely, unusual, definitely not the same. 

You live and you die, it’s a part of life. Not for me though, I live, I die, I live again. It had happened hundreds of times, thousands maybe, but something was different this time. Very different. 

Normally, I would die of old age. Just close my eyes as an old man and wake up a screaming baby, freshly born with memories of my old life. My old lives, all of them. 

But no, not this time. This time I had woken up on a muddy, rain lashed hillside, wet and cold, but more bizarrely I wasn’t a baby this time. This time I was still in the clothes I’d died in; I was still dressed like the 26 year old I had been when my eyes had closed as my heart finally stopped its valiant beating effort to pump what remained of my blood around me and out of my wounds. 

I have never known why this happens to me, I’ve tried to figure it out many times before and all I have ever found out was that I kept being born into the same family throughout history, I was being reborn as my own descendant. Sometimes I was my own grandchild and others I would skip a few generations. I remember being in caves during the ice age, huddling against the fire trying to stay warm with my family. I remember suffering through the plagues of history, the black death and the great plague and many others. I remember fighting for King and country across different battlefields and oceans, but I never seemed to die in conflict it was like I was protected by some supernatural force, I remember, laughing, loving, and living but I also remember dying over and over.

It just seemed to happen, why? Who knows but I keep trying to understand, each life I learn a little bit more and manage to link the strange memories I have to previous lives and slowly over the years I’d managed to link them, and it eventually clicked into place, it made sense. I was going to live forever. 

I wasn’t immortal, I lived forever but not in the same life. A perpetual never ending life cycle, baby being born, child growing up, adult working, old man dying and repeat over and over. That was how it normally happened and how I thought it would always be, until this time when it suddenly was different. 

As my senses came back to me, I could feel my heart beating just as strong as it had moments before as if it tried to force my blood out. I knew this hillside; I knew its shape, its contours, and details, but not like this, some of it was different. The buildings that should be here weren’t, there where trees in a forest that shouldn’t be there, but more strangely there was a noise, a loud roaring noise coming from nearby, but I couldn’t locate it as it appeared to be coming from behind a dry-stone wall halfway up the slope in the way. 

I stood up, tried to dust my clothes free of the mud which just smeared due to my dampness, only now did I notice that my clothes had holes in them. These weren’t tears from snags or long wearing, they were cuts, cleanly cut by a knife. 

That’s when I remembered the knife, I remembered it slicing across me, cutting my arms my chest and neck as I tried to defend myself. I remembered the frenzied attack, the man appearing at the foot of the stairs with the knife. He was dressed in all black but would soon be covered in my blood as he sliced me and cut into my veins. As I looked through the holes, I couldn’t see any blood or even any scars, but I knew my instinctive thoughts were right I was wearing the clothes I’d died in I could remember it. 

I looked around again, there was some bricks lying discarded around the floor near me. There were some larger sections of what looked like a wall that had fallen over. I walked over to it and realized that these were the ruins of the house I’d been in when I’d died, I say house, but it was my father’s public house. The Moorcock Inn, my family’s love, and livelihood. My father had inherited from his father and he from his. 

My father. Oh no, my father, the old man had been upstairs in bed when, when it had happened. 

Oh no. 

The attacker had been coming back down the stairs as I came in from the yard. 

No. 

He must have killed us both.

He must have killed him first when I was outside. 

My poor father, killed in his sleep. 

At least he hadn’t suffered, or at least I hope he hadn’t, but who was it who attacked us, who killed us. Luckily, there was no one else in that night, just father and me. What had happened? Why had it happened? What had happened to me? 

“Oi you! What do you think you’re doing? This is private property!” 

I turned to see a large rotund man walking towards me, he must have been over six feet tall easily, but his waist wouldn’t have been far off being six feet around either. He appeared to be an old man, not quite as old as my father but he must have been over fifty if he was a day. I couldn’t quite believe how he was dressed; he was dressed very strangely. His clothes didn’t look like any fashion I’d ever seen. His pants seemed to be blue in colour and not like any trousers I had ever seen, but his shirt was stranger yet, it didn’t have buttons and had a shiny, almost paint like quality to its red colouring along with some strange badges on the chest some appeared to be words and others had images on them. He was carrying a bucket and was struggling back out of the forest nearby whilst distributing something from the bucket with a small trowel every few steps. 

“I’m sorry Sir I was just wandering, I’ll leave I didn’t realise it was private property.”

“No worries lad just doesn’t like having strange folk on my land. You’re certainly strangely dressed mate if you don’t mind me saying, and I don’t know if you know but you’ve got holes in your clothes, you ok pal? You look like you’ve been through the wars” he said with what seemed to be a friendly and genuine smile. “I’m guessing you aren’t from round these parts, are ya?”

“I am originally but I was just looking at the ruins, do you know what happened here? “

“Of course I do, I own this land, come on let’s get you out of the rain, I’m sure our lad will have some clothes you will fit in, mine might be a bit big for you.” 

We began to walk back up the hill towards the noise hidden by the wall halfway up. 

“I’m Chris, this is my family’s land, has been for generations now, since we bought it from the Platts’ back in the 1860s.” 

“The Platts’ family? They don’t own any land this side of the hill, do they? Or they didn’t, I thought they were all over in the other villages the other side of the hill.”

“You know your local history then, eh? Yes, they got all this land after the Billso’ Jack murder, back in 1830 something, thirty-two maybe. Yeah 1832, when that Thomas Bradbury ran off leaving old Bill mutilated and drained of all his blood and taking all their money and vanishing like that, the Platts’ took it over to run the land, but the Pub was pulled down no one wanted to run it after what happened there. That’s what those ruins are you see. There’s always been rumours of ghosts around it, but I’ve never seen anything, don’t believe in that sort of hogwash but every now and then you get a cold chill when you go in the cellar, that’s the only bit left you can just make out the entrance there behind the big rock see? You get this feeling like something happened there, something ...evil you know? Something just wrong. Are you ok pal? You’ve gone all pales.”

“Yeah, yes sorry got a chill down my spine, it’s a very spooky story and the way you tell it makes me feel like I was right there seeing it happen. Did you say that Thomas killed my fat... William?”

“That’s the story as far as I know it, that scumbag, he upped and disappeared straight after the crime, never seen again just left that horrific scene. Can you imagine the sort of psycho who could murder his own dad? And from the newspaper reports and rumours it wasn’t a quick death either he must have tortured him to get where the old man kept his money, you’d have thought the son would have known especially as it was just the two of them that lived there apparently.”

“Just the two of them?” 

That wasn’t right, my Mary lived with us and our children young twins Amelia and James both less than 2. What had happened to them? They lived with us and my father since Mother died. 

“Yeah, there was a story of a family of Thomas’ but there never was anyone to inherit the land or the buildings. So, when the Platts’ came in the youngest son with his young wife and children tried to live in the pub but they couldn’t rid themselves of the history of the building and so they built what would become my house up there, Upperwood House.”

“The youngest Platt son? That was Richard, wasn’t it? His wife?”

“Aye that’s the one, he carved his name into the beams in our kitchen along with his wife and kids.”

We finally reached the top of the slope and got to the wall, I looked over and saw what was making the noise. It was a metal contraption that looked like a carriage, but this was no carriage that I had ever seen, it was all metal except for the wheels which appeared to be black but not metallic or wooden like normal carriages. The noise was a dull grumble coming from the front of the carriage. There were also no horses anywhere to pull it, how on earth did it move? 

“Jump in pal, I’ll take you up to the house and see if we can find some old clothes you can have to get you out of those rags, no offence.” 

Jump in? What did he mean jump in? I stood looking at the carriage as he walked around and appeared to open a door of sorts, I tried to find a latch on my side but had no idea how this contraption worked. Before long Chris had leaned over and opened the door for me. 

“Oops sorry forgot I’d locked that door, come on in. You didn’t tell me what’s your name then? “

“Thomas, Thomas Bradbury”
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Chapter 2 – A Mysterious Morning
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Joseph Wood awoke to the sounds of his alarm clock, he had it set to come on at 6.15 am every workday to the sounds of Hooked on a Feeling by Blue Swede. He sang along to the start of it as he rolled over and put his feet on the floor, he resented coming out from under the warm blue duvet and his pleasant dream. Slowly he opened his eyes and tried to make out his clock to turn the alarm off, but the song was good, and he wanted to carry that feeling through the day. 

It was cold this morning he thought as he transferred his weight on to his ankles and moved towards the bathroom. He moved from his room into the corridor and stopped as he entered the bathroom due to the cold floor tiles, he leaned over to turn the shower on and giving it time to warm up. 

He relieved himself and undressed, catching sight of himself in the full-length mirror he had in there. He was tall, well over six foot almost six and a half feet tall, his physique wasn’t what you would have expected from someone of his education and career, but he worked hard to keep his weight down. He was muscular but not sculpted giving a deceptive quality to his strength and speed. 

Eventually the shower warmed up and he stepped in and continued singing along into the shower head like it was a microphone above his head, he scrubbed and cleaned himself all over and finally the next song finished as he turned the shower off. 

Climbing out he finally looked at his phone properly whilst turning the alarm off, that’s when he saw that he had a message waiting for him. It was from his friend David Rucher; he ran the local archaeology and historical society and was always coming to Joseph for help with testing of samples. Joseph worked for the local police department in their forensics lab, which meant he had access to different testing equipment which David often needed to identify samples he’d found during his digs. 

“Oh, what’s he found this time?” Joseph asked out loud.

The message read:

“Hi Joe, just a quick message to see if you are free to meet for a brew this morning. I’ve got something you HAVE to hear!! Dave”

Something I have to hear? That was unusual, normally Dave would just come by the lab and drop his samples off and try to explain what he thought he’d found and then wait for Joe to ruin his excitement and explain that the bones were not Roman or Iron Age bones but those of a long dead sheep or cow. But Dave had something to tell Joe, how intriguing. Joe replied quickly and they arranged to meet for a drink at one of the local coffee shops in the nearby village to Joe’s house. 

When Joe arrived at the coffee shop, he could already see Dave’s obnoxiously big off-road car in the car park, he could hardly miss it as it took up two car parking spaces and bright green with black decals and covered in logos for the local history society all over it. He walked inside and was instantly grabbed by Dave and pushed into the chair opposite him. 

“You are never going to believe who my dad met yesterday!”

“What? Morning. Who? Can I get a coffee first?”

“Thomas Bradbury!” 

“What? Surely not, it must be someone with a similar name surely?”

“Here drink mine, I’m too excited for caffeine today” He laughed as he pushed his almost empty coffee cup towards me.

“Let me get my own and try to calm down” Joe replied as he got up and moved over to the counter, his thoughts were going crazy. Thomas Bradbury, the only suspect in the infamous unsolved local murder, but that was over 150 years ago. It must be a cosplayer or some weirdo, but he had never seen Dave this excited, even when he had found an actual roman sword hilt. 

There was something else, a long often told family secret and rumour, something that no one outside of the Wood family ever truly knew and that some of those within the family didn’t even believe. Joe Wood knew his family tree; he had worked with his mum to decipher their family history together when he was younger. That was when he had heard the myth from his grandmother who had heard it from her grandmother, she had told of how her grandmother had originally been married to someone else and that the children were not actually from the family, her name had been Mary Platt and married to Richard Platt. 

The myth was that when the Billso’ Jack murder took place Thomas Bradbury had been in a relationship with Mary and that the children that she had were not Richard Platt but actually Thomas.’ Thomas had never been found and there was no history of him after the murder, but very soon after Richard Platt had married Mary, and they’d moved in together along with “their” children. The children has taken the Platt name but through the generations and marriages the name had gone and there were no Platt’s around any longer.

Joe had always been looking into the murder; it was what had driven his education and career. It’s how he and David had met, they both had interest in the case and had bonded over trying to solve it after so many years. 

“So, this Thomas Bradbury, where did he come from?” Joe asked when he returned with his drink, David could barely sit still as he glanced around as if looking to see if they were overheard before leaning in to whisper to Joe. 

“He doesn’t know, he says he appeared on the old ruins and my dad swears there was no one there when he drove past to feed the pheasants in the wood but when he came back up the hill there he was dressed as if he had stepped straight out of 1832 right on top of the old ruins, all confused and lost. Then when dad got him back up the hill, he was even more confused to see the car and couldn’t figure out what it was, he couldn’t even open the door! But it gets even weirder, he doesn’t think its 2025 he was convinced it was 1832!”

“Oh, ok this seems too good to be true and even worse it seems somewhat supernatural, and you know that’s all made up nonsense.”

“I know, I knew you’d be the voice of reason and common sense, but it was just so strange. He stayed at ours last night and was amazed when we turned the lights on never mind the TV!”

“Ok. Is he still at yours?”

“Yeah, Dad’s with him as we didn’t know what to do with him, can’t exactly hand him into the police, he’s done nothing wrong except be on our land looking at the ruins. If we got every inquisitive person arrested for looking at them, you’d have been sent down years ago” David smiled conspiratorially at Joe reminding him of their first meeting when he had caught Joe in the cellar of the ruins trying to find any clues. 

“Ok I’ll come up and see him after work, we’ve got a big case that I’m working on, but I’ll be up there around teatime so call it what five thirty maybe.”

Joe finished his drink quickly before heading off to work, it was a long drive out of the valleys that his family had lived in for hundreds of years to the big police station in the local town. 

The whole journey he couldn’t help thinking about the conversation with David. This was weird, it was wrong, it didn’t add up at all but as a favour to a friend he would go and speak to the madman who was clearly not in his right mind. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3 – An Epochal Education
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When Thomas had arrived at Upperwood house he had to be let out of the car, the door handle had confused him but no more than the car itself had done that had been a miraculous invention in his eyes. When it had moved without any animal to pull it, he had almost fainted with the confusion of someone who finds themselves out of time, similar to being out of place but on a totally different level. 

Chris had tried to make small talk during the short drive up to his house, but Thomas was struggling to maintain his composure as more and more realisations hit him. He realised that he was a long way from home but realistically he was still there. 

The house was a large two storey house, it had a private drive that led from the roadway into a private yard. The road had confused Thomas as it wasn’t a mud road like he was used to, the road was in the same place as it had been when he lived in the Moorcock inn. 

Thomas didn’t know what had happened, why was it different to last time but he was going to make sure he found out. 

“So yeah, we planted those trees on that side last year or was it 2023, no must have been 23 as they are too big to be only one year old.” Chris said during his small talk. 

“Sorry what year did you just say? Twenty Twenty-three? That’s, that’s not possible” Thomas replied stumbling over his words to comprehend what he had just been told. 

“What do you mean? Not possible? It’s the year two thousand and twenty-five, I was born back in 1960, and I’ve lived on this farm ever since”.

They pulled into the driveway and drove around the yard to park up behind the farmhouse, they drove past multiple barns and little outhouses before they came to a stop. Chris turned to look at Thomas but this time he looked closer at him. 

“What year do you think it is?”

“The year of our lord eighteen hundred and thirty-two, but you said it was two thousand and twenty-five?”

“What the hell?! Well, that explains your clothes and hair. Wait a minute, Thomas Bradbury? As in Bill’s son? The murderer?!”

With that realisation Chris leapt out of the car and backed away running towards the rear door of the house, Thomas struggled to try and get out, but he found that he was restrained by some cloth and metal contraption locking him in the seat. 

“Wait please I don’t know what’s going on, but I do know that I would never murder my own father!”

Chris had pushed the door open; it was a stable door with an upper and lower section which Chris pushed closed after him but left the upper open. He disappeared for a moment as Thomas struggled to squeeze past the cloth contraption, when he returned, he was carrying a gun. 

“No please I’m not lying I don’t know what’s happening to me or why! “Thomas pleaded “please help me out of here and I will explain what I know and leave but please do not kill me just yet!”

Chris looked at Thomas, he watched as this young man struggled and writhed trying to get out of the seat belt. He took in the unkempt appearance and the old fashioned clothing, he could see the holes in the clothes which had been made by something sharp, he could see the intensity and earnest to be believed in the eyes of this man, and slowly he came to realise that this was not some murder but someone struggling with themself. 

Chris lowered the gun but kept hold of it, he reopened the door and walked towards the car. 

“Sit back and stay still for a second” Chris leaned in and pushed the seat belt release button and Thomas scrambled to get it off him, “pull that lever there on the door, the small metal one, yeah that’s the one.” 

When the door opened, Thomas climbed out in a flash and stood looking over the car at Chris. 

“What is happening to me?”

“I don’t know son but come with me, if anyone will be able to help you it will be my lad David he knows all about history and he might be able to do something for you like get you help.”

“I’m not crazy, at least I don’t think I am.”

Chris put his free arm around Thomas’ shoulders and steered him into the house through the door. They walked into a plain corridor with terracotta tiles on the floor and took the first door to their left which brought them into a rustic kitchen. 

“Sit down son, can I get you a drink or something? Cup of tea or coffee? Can of pop? Beer? Water?”

“Sorry I don’t know what most of them are, what’s pop? And why would you drink water? That’s a cause of disease and miasma, isn’t it?”

“Wow you really are from the 18th century, water is safe to drink now we have it on tap and its perfectly safe” with that Chris went over to the sink and turned the tap on to show Thomas the stream of clean clear water who sat in the wooden chair stunned, holding on to the arms to keep from falling out of it. 

“Pop is carbonated drinks, they typically come in cans like these” Chris opened the fridge door and took a small metallic can, it was red in colour with what appeared to be white writing on it. 

“Coca Cola? What is that? No offence but I think you must have a leak in your pantry as this is cold and damp.” 

“It’s the brand, here” Chris opened it and handed it to Thomas who put it to his lips and took a small drink. “That’s not a pantry; that’s a refrigerator it keeps food chilled and so it lasts longer.”

“What on god’s green earth?! What is that on my tongue?” 

“Bubbles, that’s what carbonated means, it’s got carbon dioxide dissolved into it so that when its opened it fizzes.”

“This is witchcraft” Thomas said as he took another sip from the can “Why is it in metal? Is it French?”

“French? No Coca Cola is a massive American company, it’s in a can because most pop comes in cans or plastic bottles. You get the odd one that comes in glass, but they are usually those old timey flavours like dandelion and burdock and cost something silly like five pounds for one.”

“FIVE POUNDS for one drink?! It must taste like gods’ sweetest nectar for that price. We used to charge one penny for a pint in the Moorcock. Five pounds?!”

“Aye that’s inflation for you, the Moorcock? That was the name of the pub wasn’t it.”

“My fathers, I lived there with my wife ever since Mother died of consumption. We’d just had the young uns’ when I ... well when whatever happened to me happened to me. Did you say this was American? Aren’t we enemies with them still?”

“Lord no, America’s our closest ally. Has been since the turn of century, probably around nineteen hundred, certainly before the first world war.”

“The first world war? Theres been a conflict bigger than the wars with Napoleon? Or the American Revolutionary War?”

“Oh yeah those would have been during your time I suppose. Yeah, France became our ally after Waterloo and when we got rid of Napoleon off to Saint Helena. Then there were a few other conflicts during the 1800s like the Franco-Prussian wars and the birth of Germany, the ones in Africa like the Boers and all the revolutionary wars. Then around the 1870s Germany became a unified state, you probably knew them as Prussian states like Hanover and Prussia or Bavaria. Then around the same time that we were becoming allies with the US Germany started to try and take on our empire and in 1914 that lead to the Great war as it was called then, we won with our allies like France and America and Russia. Then in the 1920s and 30s Germany elected a nutjob called Adolf Hitler and his cronies and they just tried to destroy the world and that brought on the second world war. You should wait till our kid gets here; he’s the history expert I just like reading about it.”

“Thank you for helping me Sir, I wonder what happened to my family after I died”?

“Oh, David will know that for sure, he’s obsessed with your case, and he always thought it was strange how you were supposed to have killed your own father and then ran off with all the profits but leaving your stuff behind, I’m sure he mentioned you were supposed to have left your coat and hat.”

“Well yeah I was attacked and stabbed, I remember bleeding out and closing my eyes then waking up where you found me.”

“Yeah, that’s too strange for me” Chris laughed “I know how to feed and raise animals and what’s happened in the past but get me onto science or supernatural and I’m out of my depth immediately. I wonder if young Joe would be able to help you figure it out, he’s David’s friend who works for the police but he’s a scientist who deals with odd cases like yours, well maybe not as odd as yours.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4 – A Bloody Breakthrough

[image: ]




When I arrived at the police station, I found that my usual space was occupied by a large blue car, one I knew belonged to the senior lab analyst, Katie Hill. She always tried to park in my spot, she knew it would annoy me as it meant parking in her spot which was the other side of the car park from the main door and my lab. 

When I finally managed to find her spot and fit my car in, the cars either side had very kindly parked as close to the lines as the possibly could meaning I had to squeeze out from in between them, I began the trudge across the car park to the main entrance. Thankfully, the rain had settled down to be a miserable drizzle now. 

As I walked up the steps to the front door, I heard a car approaching behind me, I thought “please don’t hit that pud...dle” as the car hit the puddle at just the right angle to send a cascade of water flying over me, as if this day couldn’t get any better. 

I pulled the door open, went inside, and stood dripping on the floor mat.

“Morning Joe, bit damp?” the receptionist smirked at me “I’ve got a message here for you by the way, where did I put it? Oh, here it is.” He reached down and pulled up a small piece of paper that had a note on it along with a number. 

“Please ring me ASAP when you get this note, URGENT!”

The note said that it was from a reporter that I had met a few years earlier whilst working for a small satellite lab and had kept in touch to maintain an ear to the gossip vines for clues when struggling to find a solution to a problem with a case. 

I walked up the stairs and turned onto the corridor that led to the laboratory, saying hello to mutual acquaintances as I squelched along. 

When I made it to the laboratory office, I dumped my soaking bag in my locker and hung my coat over the locker door letting the water drip off to form an ever-growing pool underneath it. 

“Morning Joe, how was your evening?” Katie asked ever cheerfully. 

“It was ok” I grunted back “What’s on the board for today?” 

“Boss wants to speak to you about the Kemp case, I think she’s been getting it in the ear from the superintendent that we haven’t figured out everything for them yet.”

“Great back to being miracle workers again, she in her office?”

“I don’t think so, I think she went out before, something about a last-minute meeting.”

“Ok I’ll go see her in a bit when I have something to tell her.”

I sat at my desk, nudged the mouse to wake the computer up, that’s when I noticed the coffee cup next to my desk. It was full and still hot, that’s odd I thought. 

“Where’d this coffee come from?” I shouted to Katie through the office door, she leaned around the door frame to see me. 

“I figured you’d need warming up with that weather out there, I know I parked in your spot but the cars in the spots next to mine where so close I couldn’t even get in the spot. So, I figured I’d apologize for stealing it” she smiled, and I couldn’t help but notice that when she smiled her eyes twinkled. 

“Its fine, I only got so wet because some idiot decided to splash me with a puddle as I was walking in” she scowled with anger at my situation but couldn't stop herself from grinning.

“Could be worse, it could have been me that you got all wet instead” she replied before instantly blushing. 

“That’s what she said” I laughed which made her blush an even darker shade of red “sorry I shouldn’t be grumpy just been an odd morning and I can’t help feeling that something or someone is out for me today.”

“Odd? How so?”

“Well I had a weird dream where I kept running down a corridor and every time I reached the door at the end I opened it and there was an identical corridor and it kept going and going like that until there was a different door, this door had light coming out from around the edges and as I reached to open it my alarm went off.”

She had perched on the edge of the desk and had leaned in as I told my story with growing curiosity apparent in her face. 

“Then when I woke up and checked my phone, I had a message from Dave Rucher, you know the farmer who owns the moor land near where I live? Well, his dad picked up a wanderer on their land yesterday, a weird bloke who thinks he is from the 1830s.”

She blinked in astonishment, “the 1830s? He has to be insane surely.”

“I don’t know, Dave seemed very convinced by him though. Apparently, he “appeared” in the ruins of the old Moorcock inn, dressed like he had travelled from the day of the murders as well.”

“No, he’s having you on, has to be. He knows you have an interest in unsolved crimes and that one especially and he is pulling your leg. It has to be.”

At that moment our manager Sarah walked in, she was a short thin woman, with a rat like face and glasses perched on her narrow nose, she moved towards the puddle of water under my coat and turned to look at me from there.

“What the hell is this?! Clean it up now! No wonder we haven’t had any breakthroughs in the Kemp case when you two are busy chitchatting about useless rubbish. What am I to tell the superintendent? My senior analysts don’t know what killed young Julia Kemp because they are too busy talking about utter bollocks?!”

She was walking back and forth whilst going through her rant, I was sat in my chair watching her blow her anger out before I replied. 

“Good morning boss, I don’t know if you’ve noticed that its only two minutes past nine so unless we have developed a brand new instrument overnight that they probably use on CSI that gives you immediate results I don’t think there will be any breakthroughs before I log onto review the results.”

“Good morning your sarcastic prick” She said with a smile, and she immediately calmed down, “the superintendent is asking if we have anything that he can use, he’s got a press conference later and they’ve got nothing to go on, so he is going crazy at the team upstairs.”

I logged in to my computer and before I had chance to open any of the instrument windows I noticed a couple of emails in my inbox, one of which was from the reporter asking me to ring him urgently again. The other was from one of the detectives who worked in the narcotics team, he was trying to determine where a new batch of drugs was being manufactured but coming up with nothing from his informants. 

I opened up the instrument windows whilst listening to Katie and Sarah discussing some new night club that had opened in the town centre. The systems were all working fine and appeared to be midway through their auto calibration sequences, our laboratory had a very wide range of testing instruments and seeing as our team was quite small, we had heavily moved towards automation in order to keep on top of our workloads from the different police departments. 

“We got the elemental composition back from the ink in the ransom note envelope for the Kemp case, it’s strange there’s the normal stuff like 61.23% Carbon, 24.65% Oxygen and 9.89% Hydrogen but there doesn’t seem to be enough Nitrogen its only 2.23%. What’s that leaving 2% of something else? Hang on did you do the metals analysis of its Katie?”

“Yeah, hang on its printed off here somewhere” she found the folder with the data in and extracted the results page “erm nothing really abnormal but there is around 2% iron in there, that’s really unusual”.

“Why would there be iron in ink? The pen nib breaking apart? Or an additive?” Sarah asked aloud. 

“Theres a lot more oxygen than normal ink that’s roughly 15-20% for most ink, hang on what would have lots of oxygen and iron in it? Either of you? Come on think about it. No nothing?” I teased the pair of them, looking at them like a disappointed teacher “What chemical would have lots of oxygenated iron? And more specifically what liquid would have oxygenated iron? Blood! I think they’ve included some of Julia’s blood in it to show they are for real.”

Katie let out a little gasp of realisation what this meant, Sarah looked at me with concern.

“Are you sure? Like is there anything else it could be?”

“Probably but it wouldn’t be unheard of for sadistic kidnappers to do something like that?”

“Katie, you know blood better than either of us” Sarah said as she turned to look from me to Katie “Do you think we might be able to extract anything from the ink if it’s got blood in it? Some DNA to prove it is Julia’s blood.”
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