
Chapter 9 

  

Unlike the dog, the cat stalked in as if she had all the time in the world, examining the 

various people in the room, with her nose in the air. She lifted her silky tail and yawned. 

Nurse Farthing pushed the dog into Blood’s arms and rushed to pick up the aloof feline, 

burying her face in the cat’s fur.  Blood promptly handed the dog to Bridger who held it as if it 

were a hedgehog. 

“Oh, Sooty! Are you alright?” the nurse cried. A deep rumble emanated from Sooty 

indicating that she was perfectly fine, but this did not stop the nurse from examining every inch 

of her. 

“Look, we had better get you out of here,” said Blood looking at his watch. “Wright 

could be back at any minute.” 

The young nurse lifted eyes that were angry as hornets. 

“Bridger can take you back to the main house,” Blood continued. “I’ll need to stay here 

and wait for Wright to come back.” 

“But I want to give him a piece of my mind,” declared Nurse Farthing, hands on hips. 

“Who kidnaps someone’s pet? Can’t I stay?” 

Bridger’s face twisted in disagreement behind her, and he shook his head. 

“We need to get the animals back to the house,” said Blood, repositioning his hat. 

Indignation and fury shone from the nurse’s face. 



He relented. “But you can come back with Inspector Bridger—if you stay out of the 

way.” 

Behind her, Bridger’s brow rose like Tower Bridge. Blood ignored it. “Hurry now!” 

As they sped away in the darkness, Blood walked back through the dwelling, into the 

kitchen. On the table lay some tools and a cloth bag. His eyes swept the rest of the room, seeing 

nothing else of interest. 

He carefully closed the front door and settled behind an obliging bush. He considered the 

events of the long day and as he did, certain things began to emerge from the fog of confusion. 

Quicker than he thought possible, he heard a rustle behind him. The full moon gave 

enough light for him to make out Bridger and Nurse Farthing. He whistled low and the pair 

crouched down beside him. Nurse Farthing misjudged the space and bumped his arm with her 

shoulder which he found was not an unpleasant sensation. 

Quiet, in the dark, he was aware of every breath she took. 

Owls and bats swooped and darted, bent on their next meal. Clouds periodically covered 

the clear moon, obstructing visibility. No words were spoken as tensions rose. 

The click of the gate indicated the return of the unsuspecting kidnapper. With the element 

of surprise on their side, Blood shot out of his hiding place and grabbed the gardener by the 

collar. 

“What the…?” cried the disoriented Wright. 

Bridger shone a torch in his face, revealing a heavily wrinkled face scrunched in fear. 

Blood tightened his grip. “I am arresting you in the name of the law.” 



On recognizing Blood’s voice, Wright put up a struggle but when Bridger joined the fight 

he sank in defeat. Blood marched him into the small cottage and Bridger switched on the light. 

The bare bulb was harsh after the darkness, and everyone squinted. 

“On what grounds have you accosted me in my own house?” spat out the gardener, his 

weathered jaw clenched. 

“Come now, Mr. Wright. What kind of an idiot do you take me for?” Blood tipped his 

head and Bridger made to leave the room. 

Wide-eyed, Wright’s gaze followed the inspector, his face drenched with fear. “Where’s 

he goin’? Do you have a warrant? I have rights!” 

Inspector Bridger stopped. “We don’t need a warrant because we heard a female inside 

calling for help.” 

Any color remaining in Wright’s countenance vanished. 

Bridger stopped. “Do you hear that?” he asked. 

With hunted eyes, Wright gasped, “What?” 

“Nothing,” said Bridger. 

Wright’s head jerked as he realized that the house was quiet. 

Too quiet. 

 


