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Short story which follows on from ‘Barn Find’ Ripsea#1 but it is not set in Ripsea so it is not classed as part of the series.

The main characters are from Yorkshire, so British English is used. The dialogue is realistic for the characters, which means that they occasionally swear.

Warning Jess swears!!

All the characters in this book are fictitious from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is purely coincidental. 
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Do you know when summat terrible happens to you and people tell you to try thinking of good things to take your mind of it? I’ve had to do it in the past for sure, and there’s loads of funnies to do the trick. Maybe I’m out of practice because the last few years of my life have been mostly calm, I’m pleased to say. Anyway, a very bad thing has just happened and no amount of thinking nice thoughts is helping just yet. I’ll just have to give it time. 

Whilst I’m talking, you might as well know that I’ve always had this ‘thing’. 

Ever since I was a little kid, I’ve got songs playing in my head. Whatever’s playing in some way or other always has summat to do with what’s going on at the time. It might just be a word or phrase that someone says, it might be a sound that reminds me of a song, might be a feeling or vibe that brings up a song. Other times it’s just a beat or a rhythm. Sometimes I’m just like everyone else and it’s the last song on the radio before I left for work. It’s a blessing mostly I love that I have the ‘thing’ but sometimes a curse. At this moment it is the latter.

So here I am alone sitting in the stairwell at the top of our building waiting outside our front door for the local cops to turn up. I know I’ll be better when I can start to think of happy thoughts or when my head feels like playing something really soothing. James Taylor singing ‘Georgia In My Mind’ to me or ‘Pure Shores’ by All Saints would be heaven right now. Unfortunately, because of the enormity of what’s just happened all I’m getting is Angus’s manic guitar riff at the beginning of AC/DC’s ‘Thunderstruck’ which I love, and it is exactly how my mind is feeling. I just wish it wasn’t.

Less than an hour ago we arrived home to find our place has been robbed. Then while we were in shock and talking about what to do next, I had a massive bloody row with my husband Marco, and I sent him off for a walk with our daughter Ana before we said anything even worse to each other. I’m not an ‘if only’ type of girl. Sometimes I still just need to be on my own to get my head together then I make better decisions. I feel violated, powerless, angry and I hate it. I’m wiping a tear from my eye with my sleeve, and I hate the person whose actions have made me feel like this.

“Fucking stupid idiot!”

I spit and hiss the words out loud even though I’m by myself. Sorry for swearing. I had a lot worse things happen to me in my old life, no question but this is by far the worst thing that’s happened for the last seven years since I faked my own death, got a new identity and moved here to Spain. 

If it’s any consolation, I’m mainly swearing at meself. Well, Marco as well I suppose, oh yeah and the bloody bastard burglar who has robbed my place of such personal and precious possessions.

Marco copped it for his ‘told you so’ attitude which is never helpful in the situation plus his moronic suggestion to tell everything to the police. He seemed oblivious of just what a dickhead he would make himself sound.

I’m genuinely shaking with rage at whoever broke into our place. It was noticeable straight away that someone had been in. You can just tell can’t you when stuff’s been moved? I’m upset at a few things that have gone but the instant I looked over and noticed the dark green battered hardback copy of Charles Dickens ‘Oliver Twist’ was missing I was nearly sick, and my heart sank. The book that was my grans and now it has been stolen from me and that hurts more than anything. 

It was one of the very few personal things I brought with me to Seville when I faked my own suicide. I loved her so much. Always did, still do and will forever. She was priceless to me so that is why her book was irreplaceable.

I am so upset but also shaking in furious anger, frustration as well as a gut-wrenching sadness at what’s happened.  This is what she would have classed as a ‘Fiddledeedash!’ moment right now. 

Gran was not averse to effing and blinding as much as anyone but when it was summat really bad, she always spat out a ‘fiddledeedash’. I’ve never heard anyone else ever use the word, I think she made it up and it served a purpose for her venting at the worst moments. Every day I still think of her. The treasured memories are always positive. Yet at this moment I’ve got this feeling of guilt and disappointment that, for the first time in my life I’ve failed her. The flat, our home being violated is bad enough but for me that pales into insignificance.

I feel a warmness wrap around my shoulder. I swear I almost felt her head touch mine ‘It’ll be alright Jessie, come on love’. I hear her reassurance whispering in my head, only gran has ever called me Jessie. It was so clear but only for a second before AC/DC are back.

She had been the one and only constant person throughout my whole life until she passed away. In the five years before she died, I pretty much spent every single day with her, she was the only one still speaking to me after all what happened. Other than the odd neighbour, shop worker or barista I don’t think anyone spoke to me at all either in the year after my gran died before I left Sheffield for good. Everyone else thought I was just too toxic.

Gran told me the story of how she had nicked the book from classroom at school when she was a little girl in the 1930s. It was her and grandad Eddie’s favourite story. It still had her 8-year-old’s pencil scrawl inside the cover where she had written ‘If this book decides to roam smack it bum and send it home’ and below it she had put the old Sheffield address where she had lived as a kid. The street written inside was knocked down when I was only little, and a load of flats got built on the land. That bit of writing summed up her cheeky, mischievous way that she never lost. The book had sat on my gran's bookcase all my life in her front room. When she moved into the care home, she took it with her. It hid a secret in plain sight.

Close on ninety years since gran nicked the book. The four white Russian diamonds worth a bloody fortune had been hidden within it since grandad came back from the war in 1945. Seventy-five bloody years and now today I’m the one whose lost it. Gran had sailed close to the wind herself when it came to the law, but I know she would be gutted that someone had taken the stones from me.

I’m picturing the page with her precious words written on, I’m remembering the texture of the cover, how the weight felt in my hands, all the times I sat with her as she read it to me as a little girl. I recall how it smelled and how it took me back to her front room where I spend so much of my childhood. The best times. You probably won’t believe me but it's all that detail that I’m gutted about, far more than the diamonds. Honest, I already know I’m gonna miss that book for the rest of my life. 

There are almost identical copies of the book in charity shops for a couple of quid. To an amateur thief It might have looked like an antique but it’s not and a decent burglar would know that. The financial worth was those diamonds secretly tucked down its spine in a tiny cloth bag. Last time they were valued they would have bought me two, or three apartments. 

You’ll think I’m mad when I tell you I’m not even going to mention it to the police when they ask for a list of what has been taken. It’s a judgement call, it's my judgement call and that’s what me and Marco fell out about. 

The argument went downhill quickly. When he told me I should have put them in the safe; well
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