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About the book


Not one to let being banged up in Sick Bay stop her, Max has had a brilliant idea. But she needs Markham to execute it on her behalf. The subject of this cunning plan is Peterson, struggling with another bereavement and not doing very well. What’s needed to get him through it is sympathy, sensitivity, tact and understanding.


Step forward Mr Markham, for whom sympathy, sensitivity, etc., are things that happen to other people.


Combine a fanatic from R&D, a head of Security with his own problems, a steam-pump, two historians who can’t even be in the same room as each other, some fractious Protestants and a large body of very dirty water.


Told in Markham’s own words, this is the story of an intervention – St Mary’s style.




About Jodi Taylor


 


Jodi Taylor is the author of the bestselling Chronicles of St Mary's series, the story of a bunch of disaster-prone historians who investigate major historical events in contemporary time. Do NOT call it time travel!


Born in Bristol and educated in Gloucester (facts both cities vigorously deny), she spent many years with her head somewhere else, much to the dismay of family, teachers and employers, before finally deciding to put all that daydreaming to good use and pick up a pen. She still has no idea what she wants to do when she grows up.
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Story Begins




Dramatis Thingummy








	Mr Markham


	Head of Security. Matchmaker and lifeguard. Pretty in pink.






	Mr Evans


	Security guard. Got the best of the sartorial deal.






	Mrs Enderby


	Head of Wardrobe. A big advocate of pink. Sorry – rose.






	Max


	Head of the History Department. Non-ambulatory, but still managing to leave her mark on events.






	Dr Peterson


	Deputy Director of St Mary’s. Temporary Head of the History Department. Struggling, but his friends are behind him. How reassuring is that?






	Miss Lingoss


	Member of R&D. About to discover there are more interesting things in the world than steam-engines.






	Miss Sykes


	Historian. About to fall down on the job.






	Miss North


	As above. The two of them are in trouble.






	Chief Farrell


	Chief Technical Officer. Recovering from his injuries. At long last.










Author’s Note


Unlike The Battersea Barricades, which takes place before St Mary’s came into being, and can be read at any time, this story fits very definitely between An Argumentation of Historians and the next book – the title of which is still a matter of some dispute between me and Accent Press. All Hail, Accent Press etc. etc. If anyone has any title ideas, now is the time to step forward and cover yourself in glory. Or, given that this is St Mary’s, cover yourself in something else altogether. I really must stop rambling and do some work.


Anyway, here’s a summer short story I had to come up with because I talked Accent Press into publishing The Battersea Barricades on St George’s Day, because that’s when most of the action takes place. And they did. I was gobsmacked but never underestimate the power of good wine to influence a publisher. Flushed with triumph, I retired to my desk – or a damp corner of the Accent Press cellar – only to be met with the instruction that since now there would be no summer story because they were publishing early– which was my fault – I owed them one, and to be quick about it because I hadn’t left myself much time, had I?


‘I’m trying to finish the sequel to White Silence,’ I snivelled. ‘And start the next full-length St Mary’s, which you’ve brought forward in the schedule. You know, just mentioning. Plus trying to get my head round the Christmas story which, knowing you, you’ll want by the end of the month.’


‘Yes?’ they said. ‘And your point?’


So, here we are. The summer story. Quite a simple intro – Max is injured and tied to Sick Bay but obviously a good historian would never let that get in her way. Step forward Mr Markham …




Acknowledgements


Thanks to my editor, Rebecca Lloyd, who grapples almost daily with my bizarre punctuation. I freely admit that I wasn’t listening when my class covered commas and the use of, because I couldn’t see that it would ever be important. I was wrong. All mistakes are mine.


Thanks to everyone at Accent Press who grapple with me almost daily. They tell me all mistakes are mine.


Thanks to my brother who heroically went with me to Raglan Castle on the coldest day of the century. We both nearly died. We scrambled over everything, carefully not falling into the moat – which these days is considerably cleaner than I have depicted – arguing loudly about steam-pumps and their likely set-up and location and frightening those around us. On arriving home, I Googled – which I should have done before we set out – and found we’d got everything completely and absolutely wrong. All mistakes are his fault.




Sometimes, when I don’t have very much to do – and that doesn’t happen very often, let me tell you – I sit back and trace the path of my life. The moments that led me to this here, and this now.


Not a lot of it is very edifying – there are things I would prefer to forget – but, up until as recently as a few years ago, I was a loveable little scamp with no problems and no responsibilities. Yes, all right, I was riddled with ringworm a lot of the time and I’ll swear I’ve had more than my fair share of rectal parasites – although anyone who’s had even one rectal parasite tends to think they’ve had more than their fair share – but who would have thought I’d be here, head of my own section, respectable (ish) and with looming responsibilities.


And yes, I know I promised to keep my head down – in fact I think I signed something to that effect – and to stay out of trouble and keep a low profile – especially the latter – but then they go and dump me in St Mary’s. Well, if they’re not going to keep up their end of the deal… then why should I?




‘Trust me,’ said Maxwell, weakly. ‘Get this wrong and you won’t live long enough to regret it.’


I was indignant. ‘Well, there’s a nice thing to say. Out of the goodness of my heart I’m visiting you on your Bed of Pain and barely have I started on your grapes than you’re hurling threats at my head. I liked you a lot better when you were unconscious.’


She waved that aside. Conscious or not, historians never hear anything they don’t want to. ‘I need you to do me a favour.’


I sighed. ‘I wondered why you’d adopted the conciliatory approach.’


‘The what?’


‘You know. The conciliatory approach.’ I adopted a typically historian falsetto. ‘Oh, Markham, how lovely to see you. Thank you for obeying my peremptory summons. You’re looking very handsome today. Have a grape.’


Being an historian was hurting my throat so I reverted to my usual voice – mellifluous but masculine. ‘A bit of a revolutionary concept for you, but have you ever tried… oh, I don’t know… actually being nice to the people you want to do something for you?’


‘I am being nice to you. It’s not my fault you’re too thick to notice.’


I decided to move the conversation on before she demonstrated her niceness by walloping me round the side of the head with something heavy, or I just strangled her.


‘What do you want, Max?’


‘I want… I’d like you to do me a favour.’


‘Yes, we’ve covered that.’


She addressed me in what she probably imagined was a conciliatory tone.


‘Would you like a grape?’


‘I am Head of the Security Section,’ I said with dignity. ‘The calls on my time are many and important. Can we get a move on, please?’


She made a rude noise and shifted uncomfortably in her bed and I remembered she was an invalid and I should probably be nice to her, not least because if she suffered some sort of relapse then we’d have Hunter in here and everything would turn out to be my fault again.
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