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About the book


It’s Christmas again at St Mary's and time for Max’s obligatory illegal jump. On this occasion, however, they’re right up against it.


A loaded gun has been left behind in Ancient Egypt and it’s up to St Mary’s historians to retrieve it before someone accidentally blows their own head off, thus affecting the timeline for centuries to come.


And as if that’s not enough, Max has inadvertently poisoned Mr Markham.


It’s hot, they’re running out of supplies, they can’t find the gun, and it’s all going horribly wrong. Again.




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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List of Characters













	Dr Edward Bairstow
	Doesn’t actually appear in this tale but is about to be very cross indeed.




	Dr Maxwell
	Chief Operations Officer.
Head of the History Department. Trying to put things right.




	Dr Tim Peterson
	Potential Deputy Director.
Determined to be involved.




	Mr Markham
	Security Guard. Currently flirting with the diseased transvestite look.




	Miss Elspeth Grey
	Historian. It’s not really her fault.




	Major Ian Guthrie
	Head of Security. A man with a decision to make.




	Mr Tom Bashford
	Historian. Not concussed. A bit of a first.




	Mr Cox
	Security Guard. Should have been more vigilant.




	Mr Gallaccio
	Ditto.




	Dr Helen Foster
	Chief Medical Officer. As warm and compassionate as pneumonic plague. That’s the other sort and even more deadly.




	Chief Leon Farrell
	Chief Technical Officer. Max’s husband. Hero.




	Nurse Hunter
	Recipient of Mr Markham’s affections.




	Mr Phil
	Atherton Historian. Probably up to no good because that’s what historians get up to.




	Miss Elizabeth Sykes
	Ditto.




	Rupert
	Markham’s special little friend.




	Snowman
	With an oddly placed carrot.




	A stallholder
	With an eye for a bargain.




	Sundry children
	Dirty, sticky, crusty, dusty – the list just goes on and on.




	Egyptian labourers
	An unspecified number. Almost naked.
Glistening. Muscular. Strong.
Lsing th ablty ti type … May hv to lie dwn.








Years ago, when I first came to St Mary’s, Chief Farrell said, ‘You get a feel for when things have gone wrong,’ and he was right. You do. So when Grey, Bashford, Cox, and Gallaccio stepped out of their pod, one look was all I needed to see that something had happened.


I stood quietly while they were ushered off to Sick Bay for the statutory check-up, waited for everyone else to disappear, and then followed on behind.


‘Why are you here?’ said Nurse Hunter to me, ushering Bashford into an examination room. ‘Is everything all right?’


‘Absolutely fine,’ I said. ‘Why shouldn’t it be?’


‘You’re here voluntarily, that’s why.’


‘I’m just checking up on my people. They’ve returned from a vital and important assignment and I want to debrief them as soon as possible.’


She consulted her scratchpad. ‘Are you sure? They’ve only been checking out shipbuilding in … Ancient Egypt.’


‘Quite sure,’ I said firmly. ‘Where’s Grey?’


She nodded in the direction of the women’s ward.


Elspeth Grey was sitting in the window seat, staring at the snow falling silently outside. She turned her head as I entered and I knew I was right. Something had gone wrong. From the look on her face, something had gone badly wrong.


This wasn’t unknown. We’re St Mary’s – something always goes wrong. To give us our full title, we’re the Institute of Historical Research, based at St Mary’s Priory just outside Rushford. We investigate major historical events in contemporary time. We don’t ever call it time travel because our lives are hazardous enough without deliberately calling down the wrath of our boss, Dr Bairstow, upon ourselves.


Grey and her team had returned from Ancient Egypt and something had happened. I was at a bit of a loss. They all seemed relatively intact to me. Very sunburned, obviously and with hair like straw, but no one was missing a vital body part, or leaking vast amounts of body fluids everywhere. I had a horrible feeling this was more serious than simple physical injury.


I dragged up a chair. ‘What’s happened?’


She was so pale that I was surprised Hunter hadn’t shoved her back into the scanner again.


She said quietly, ‘I’ve done something terrible, Max,’ and stopped, unable to go on.


Many terrible things can happen to historians. It was obviously up to me to whittle them down a bit.


I said, ‘Is anyone dead?’ and waited for her hasty denial.


It didn’t come.


I felt myself grow cold. The team was all present and as correct as St Mary’s was ever able to achieve, which only left …
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