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SAFETY NOTE

All the characters and the events in this book are entirely fictional and the dodgy escapades I get up to in this book are a product of my imagination. Please don’t trespass on private property or re-enact any of the scenes in this book as some of them are illegal or dangerous. I don’t want you getting into trouble, boys and girls!
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INTRODUCTION

So this is it! After going on some of the most dodgy explorations, I have made my own Haunted & Abandoned exploring story...

There are so many different things that can happen – or even go wrong – when filming these exploring videos, yet only certain things actually occur. My issue was, I’d had so many mental ideas that would make for a sick video, yet would be impossible to make happen when filming. Through creating this book I finally have had the chance to put them all into one place! What’s more, I wanted to make it an interactive novel so that you, the viewer, can’t rely on me to lead the way anymore… It’s down to you now!

I hope you enjoy it, guys. This is certainly a very dodgy experience you’re about to embark on, but it’s been so much fun creating it this year. Good luck you young boys and girls and others!



[image: Illustration]



[image: Illustration]


PROLOGUE

Priory Grange Hotel. Look at it sat there, all dark stone and shadows and cobwebs. Dead. Maybe.

According to the sign that still hangs at the end of the driveway, this place once had five stars. You can see them right there on the chipped paint sign, next to the graffiti and the explosive stain of what you’re really hoping is just a ball of earth, thrown at the sign by bored kids.

Online the reviews were a different story:


This place is supposed to be luxurious, but the noise at night! We couldn’t sleep because of the row coming from the room next door. Called management and they actually had the cheek to insist there was nobody staying in that room! As if we hadn’t been listening to them for hours! Crying, shouting and shifting the furniture. We won’t be staying there again.

Given the cost of the room, you’d hope they could afford heating. My wife and I just couldn’t get warm.

Staff are useless! I needed help with my door lock and I saw a porter further along the hallway. I called to him but he just stared at me then walked off! I went after him but when I turned the corner he’d gone! He’d actually run off rather than help me!



And on, and on, and on.

There were good reviews too. Of course there were. A place like this wouldn’t stay in business for a month, let alone ten years, if it was always that bad. But the number of bad reviews grew and the number of guests didn’t.

And it wasn’t just the reviews. After all, not all of the guests survived long enough to write one.

And then, finally, there was the fire. And the screaming. And the smothering smoke.

So now it sits there. Dead. Maybe.

You can’t tell the difference between the gardens and the woods that surround them. It’s all just green. Brambles like barbed wire, nettles grown thick into hedges. Piles of dead leaves under your feet, dry and brittle on top, wet and rotten underneath. Like walking on dead bodies.

The driveway is a scar amongst the foliage, leading up to the tall brick wall that surrounds this place like a prison. The only thing new here are signs telling you to ‘Keep Out’. There are so many of them it feels like a warning about much more than the fact the property is private. It feels like someone is screaming at you to run.

Beyond this wall the grounds of the hotel begin.

To one side there’s a maze. A dark cube of overgrown hedges. Once people got lost here, now the maze itself seems confused as to what it should do.

A few metres away, buried under ivy, there’s a mound of stone. It used to be a fountain. Now it’s just big, discoloured squares of rock, like rotten teeth. Maybe it died of thirst. Water’s not run through its pipes for decades. The hotel owners planned to maintain it but the cost was too high. So they left it as a bit of decorative lawn art for the guests to take pictures of. It looked good on the brochures. Classy. Ancient.

The last time the fountain drank, Priory Grange was a private home, lived in by the Godling family. Rich, famous, broken.

Isaac Godling. Gentleman, millionaire, bastard. When you want to poison a tree you pour the poison at its roots. Same with a family. Isaac was toxic and those that came after him – or came close to him – soon began to feel it.
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But maybe the roots go back further than Isaac and his ruined family. Maybe the roots stretch all the way back to when there really was a priory here rather than just a building named after one. Maybe it’s because of the monks and the things the villagers believed they did here. Maybe they scarred the place. Because sometimes the earth remembers. Sometimes, it doesn’t matter what you build, how much you try and change, deep down beneath it all, the place is just broken. The place is haunted.

Looking up at the towering, dark shadow of the Priory Grange Hotel (dead, maybe) you can well believe it.

‘Right then,’ says Joe, ‘we going in or what?’

START AT NUMBER 1, AND LET’S HOPE
YOU GET THROUGH THIS THING ALIVE.
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‘So, here we go! Abandoned hotel. The boys have come to explore.’ Joe’s face is lit by the camera light, a pure white beam that kills the night. ‘We’re stood in the grounds of what used to be the Priory Grange Hotel. Pretty pricey place to stay at. It closed, like, a year ago and since then it’s just been sat here caught up in some dodgy ownership battle. Turns out the company that owned it hadn’t paid their mortgage so the bank wanted to take it from them. So nobody’s been allowed in here. It’s basically just been left – with everything still inside. Now the bank has sold it on and they’re going to build flats or something. People are coming in to strip the place before the bulldozers level it all. They’re literally turning up tomorrow morning so this is the last night to do this. Another couple of weeks and this’ll just be mud and rubble.’

‘Sounds good,’ you reply. Because, honestly? You already don’t like the feel of this place. Being here is freaking you out and the idea of broad daylight and a bulldozer tearing its way through all of this is no bad thing.

‘And for once we’ve actually been able to get permission,’ he says. ‘Cos someone at the bank likes the videos and was able to get us in.’

‘That’s decent!’ you say.

‘Just is! But anyway, we have the keys to the gate and the night is young, so let’s take a look.’

You start walking towards the building.

‘This literally looks so dodgy,’ says Joe, ‘but I guess nobody cares, or they didn’t want to spend the money on repairing it.’

‘The fire?’ you ask.

‘Yeah,’ he nods. ‘The fire. The hotel wasn’t doing well anyway, lots of weird stuff happening which I’ll tell you about in a bit, but then a fire broke out – or someone started it, nobody really knows – and that was that. According to the bloke at the bank, the fire damage was only in a few parts, the fire doors and the fire brigade saved it from being much, much more serious. Still would have cost thousands to repair though and as the place was struggling anyway… Closed down. Gone.’

‘How many people died in the fire?’ you ask him.

‘Again they got lucky – though I guess it sounds wrong to call anything like this lucky – but there were only a few. Realistically, it could have been so much worse. A couple died from smoke inhalation, some accidents as people tried to get out and fell or whatever. Also the manager of the hotel who they really struggled to identify. I mean… she was roasted. Some people reckon she might have started the fire but, I don’t know, that might just be people chatting absolute dross. There’s no real proof. Lots of others were hurt of course, running out of the building, fire and smoke everywhere. Honestly though? The fire’s just a small part of it. This place has got an unreal amount of history, I’ll tell you about it as we go.’

The two of you start pushing through the undergrowth, moving towards the building. Branches snapping underfoot sound ridiculously loud out here and you can’t help but wonder if someone is listening as you come closer.

‘How the bloody hell are they gonna clear all this out then?’ says Joe, before tripping over a fallen branch and falling head first into the undergrowth.

‘My skull!’ he shouts, his voice muffled by the dirt and the weeds. ‘Extra enjoyable feeling on my cranium. You get that on film?’

‘Course I did,’ you laugh, keeping the camera on him as he gets back up.

‘At least it’ll be good for the vid.’ He’s grinning. ‘Good job geeza!’

Somewhere in the distance you hear the loud crack of a branch snapping. You stop laughing.

‘Oh Jesus!’ says Joe. ‘Tell me you heard that?’

‘I heard it.’

You both stand completely still for a moment.

‘Turn the light off,’ he whispers.

You do and now it’s pitch black and all you can hear is the sound of the wind rustling the leaves. Still you stand there, waiting to hear another sound. A sign that there’s someone else out here. A sign you’re not alone.

Silence.

‘I think we’re alright,’ says Joe, ‘let’s keep going.’

You turn the light back on and try and ignore the idea that while you were stood there, staying as still as you could, someone else was doing the same thing – maybe only a few metres away – waiting for you to start moving again so they could follow.

The undergrowth clears a bit as you get on to the old driveway. The building is surrounded by a high wall. On top of the wall bales of barbed wire stretch off into the darkness.

‘They really don’t want people getting in here do they?’ you say.

‘There’s probably some valuable stuff inside,’ Joe replies.

A big metal gate has been constructed over the entrance. Joe unlocks the padlock on the gate and you step through. He locks the gate again behind him and puts the keys in his pocket.

‘Look after those,’ you tell him, ‘I don’t want to get stuck in here until the morning.’

‘They’re safe,’ he says, patting his pocket, and the two of you head up the driveway.

You can’t get a full sense of the place in the dark, just the small circle that’s visible in the halo of your light. Old lawns, once immaculate squares bordered with plant beds, are now long messes of green, like someone had painted a garden and then swirled their finger through it while the paint was still wet. On your left, the old fountain. On your right a statue of an angel, stone wings spread, ready to take off and get the hell out of there. Sensible angel.

Ahead of you the building rears up, blocking out the night sky. It’s huge, a gothic castle, a place taken right out of a horror movie. The old stone is stained and blackened with dirt and soot, some of the windows shattered and filthy.

The driveway opens out into a forecourt of weed-strewn gravel. On your right, a huge stone porch, an umbrella of shadow hiding the front door.

‘Hang about,’ says Joe, before announcing to anything that can hear: ‘We come in peace, we mean no disrespect to any spirits that may be here.’ He stands there for a minute: ‘Alright then! What do you reckon? Try the front door or circle around the building and check the outside first?’

FRONT DOOR? GO TO NUMBER 8.
MOVE AROUND THE HOUSE? GO TO NUMBER 5.
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It was the noise that was doing Scott Monroe’s head in. Such a tiny noise. Nothing really. The sort of thing that most days you wouldn’t even notice. But today… tonight… the buzzing of that fly made him want to scream. If he could just get to sleep then it would be fine but it had been hours now, hours of staring at the ceiling and listening to the sound of that horrible winged bastard buzzing around the room.

It wasn’t the fly. He knew that really. His head was too full, that was all. He just couldn’t switch off.

Ed Leonard. It would all have been fine if it wasn’t for Ed Leonard.

Ed Leonard with his expensive haircut, his expensive car, his big perfect grin. During these long sleepless nights – because tonight really wasn’t the first – Scott liked to imagine spending five minutes with that grin and a hammer. Not a big hammer, no, one of those little ones for knocking in tacks. Just big enough to take out one perfect bloody tooth at a time. What a happy five minutes that would be.

Ed Bloody Leonard.

If it hadn’t been for him, Scott wouldn’t be lying here on his own tonight. Or any night. Hannah would be lying here with him. Just as it should be.

It had been going on a while. He and Hannah had gone out for drinks after work a few times, and then recently they’d started meeting for dinner. The new Thai place near the train station, or the Japanese under the arches. It had never led to anything, they hadn’t even kissed. Honestly? Scott had never quite had the nerve. They’d had some good nights. They always had a laugh. In a way, Scott had been scared of pushing his luck. Because if he’d tried it on and she’d said no then he’d have broken it wouldn’t he? And it just felt too lovely to break. So he had settled for a hug and a peck on the cheek as she got in a minicab. Instead Scott waited. One day, he was sure, she’d make a move, and then that would be that and everything would be alright. Yes.

No.

Because he’d been emailed this offer for a one-night stay in a lovely hotel in the country. He’d nearly deleted it. Ever since he’d been persuaded to book a ‘romantic weekend’ with his ex he’d been getting spam emails for meals in restaurants, hotel breaks, train tickets. Usually he just binned them but that day, bored in the office, he’d glanced at it and the hotel looked so posh and the price was so cheap…

‘Why Pay More?’ it had said. ‘Book Now.’

So he had. ‘Well,’ he thought, ‘now we’ll know won’t we?’ He was seeing Hannah that night anyway so he thought he’d spring it on her as a surprise. He might say he’d been given it free through work or something. So as not to look too pushy if she freaked out about the idea of sharing a room with him. But she wouldn’t, would she? Surely he hadn’t been reading the signals that wrong? She liked him, he knew she did – and he could always book another separate room. It would still be a nice weekend break. There was loads of stuff to do at the hotel, it looked great. There were even trips you could book, horse riding would be good he decided. He’d actually been on a horse once, at Scout camp, and it hadn’t thrown him or anything. He could probably impress her with that.

So they were on their second bottle of wine, everything was great, laughing, happy, perfect. Then he mentioned it.

‘Oh,’ her face had fallen, ‘I can’t that weekend I’m afraid. Ed’s taking me to Boomtown.’

‘Ed?’

‘You know, Ed Leonard from marketing?’ she smiled bashfully, ‘we’ve sort of being seeing each other.’

What? Wait… WHAT?

‘Seeing each other?’

‘Yeah, I didn’t want to mention it because I don’t want to jinx it. Can’t your boyfriend go with you?’

Boyfriend? BOYFRIEND?

There then followed the most embarrassing half hour of his life. Hannah had thought he was gay. She’d thought they were just seeing each other as friends. She thought he was actually in a relationship with his flatmate Dan – who was gay. Now Scott thought about it, there had been that time when Dan had joked about how Scott was the perfect boyfriend because, ‘He always does my washing, he’s always here to prop me up when I feel low and, best of all, never minds me seeing other guys!’ It had been a joke. Just a stupid joke. Oh God. All this time and… OH GOD.

He’d done his best to laugh it off. In fact, he was so embarrassed he almost did pretend he was in a relationship with Dan because then, at least, he wouldn’t have had to admit that he’d been asking her to come away with him because he really wanted them to…
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Shit. He could have just crawled under the table and died.

So now she was enjoying her festival with Ed Bloody Leonard and he was enjoying his oh-so-grown-up weekend break. For one. Because he’d paid for it – including the horse-riding trip – and it turned out you didn’t get a penny back if you cancelled. He’d thought it would be fine, coming on his own. Maybe even quite nice. And yes, for about five minutes he’d had this amazing daydream about meeting some babe in the hotel bar and, ‘Oh my God! This is so amazing, and to think, I nearly didn’t come!’

There had been nobody in the hotel bar.

Nobody at all.

No wonder they were practically giving the rooms away.

They’d even cancelled the horse riding due to ‘veterinary difficulties’.

So now he was lying here in his boring bed, and the only company he had to share it with kept flying around his face.

The fly landed on his nose.

‘That’s it!’ Scott screamed, whipping back the bed covers and reaching for the light switch.

He was going to kill that bloody fly. He was going to spread it all over the wall.

He turned all the lights on, padding around the floor, head turning left and right, trying to catch sight of the fly. He grabbed his Classic Cars magazine – he was determined to own a Lotus Elise one day – and curled it into a tube.

‘Going to beat the shit out of you,’ he said, then caught sight of himself in the mirror. Naked, overweight, a magazine in his hand, stood there talking to flies.

He bet Ed Bloody Leonard never had to talk to flies.

It buzzed past him and he lashed out with the magazine but it was no good, he’d have to wait for it to land on something. You couldn’t just swat flies out of thin air, you had to sneak up on them while they were sat on stuff, doing whatever it was flies did when they weren’t annoying you. Rubbing their horrible little faces with their stupid little legs.

He couldn’t hear it. Did that mean it had landed? He thought it probably did.

He slowly moved around the room, checking the surfaces. The lampshades, the desk, the bed, the really stupid uncomfortable chair that every hotel room always has sat in a corner of it. He couldn’t see it anywhere.

And then… there it was, perched on the edge of the waste bin.

He stared at it for a second, worried that if he moved he’d scare it off.

Slowly, so, so slowly… he took a couple of steps towards the bin.

‘Don’t you go anywhere you horrible bastard,’ he muttered raising the magazine above his head and trying to perfect his aim.

The fly flew away.

He felt like screaming.

He probably could scream. Not like there was anyone in this place to complain about the noise. Not that he could tell anyway. Although, now he came to think about it, it seemed he could hear voices coming through the wall from the room next door. Distracted for a moment he moved to the wall and put his ear to it. Yes, definitely voices.

‘Someone likes old rides,’ said a male voice.

‘You should introduce them to your mum,’ says another.

What was that all about?

Then the fly buzzed past him again and he forgot all about the voices, spinning away from the wall and chasing after the fly. It was heading for the bathroom.

Again he caught his reflection in the mirror, just out of the corner of his eye this time, and his brain didn’t quite register what he was seeing because a little voice inside his head said, ‘That wasn’t you, the man in the mirror there, it wasn’t you! He was older, thin, with a nose like a bloody pelican, a huge thing you could hang your coat off.’

But he didn’t pay attention to that voice. Because of the fly. Because the fly really had to die.

He ran into the bathroom and that was a mistake. His foot landed on the mat in front of the sink and it slipped on the tiled floor. He spun, skated backwards a little way, the edge of the bath kicking his legs out from underneath him. He toppled back into it.

Thunk.

What the hell had that noise been? It had sounded bad. Like a wooden log being split open by an axe. Had he broken something? Oh God, had his clumsiness smashed one of the fittings? They’d charge him for that. Some cheap weekend break this would turn out to be.

He’d have to take a look. In a minute. He couldn’t quite move right now, most of him lying in the bath, his legs dangling over the side. Was the tap running? Warm water was pooling around the back of his head.

He glanced at the tap. It was dripping, but not with water. Was that blood? It looked like blood. And there was stuff stuck on the end of the tap too, a lump of something wet with what looked like hair growing out of it.

Some hotel this was, leaving its bathrooms in such a state.

He looked up and he could see his reflection in the bathroom mirror. Actually, no he couldn’t, not from this angle, of course he couldn’t. What he could see was the same face he’d glimpsed before, the old, thin guy with the big nose.

Scott opened his mouth to ask the man what he was doing here but found he couldn’t think of the words. It didn’t matter, he could see the man wasn’t actually in the room anyway. Just the mirror. How strange.

The hot water was getting very thick around his head now and the light was fading. He wondered what was going on.

He figured it out just as the light faded completely. ‘Banged your head on the tap,’ he thought as his world went dark.

The last thing he heard was the fly landing in the pool of blood right next to his left ear.

It began to drink.

GO TO 40.
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‘Yeah, not like we’ve got much choice is it?’ you say and both of you get into the lift.

For all Joe’s pretending it’s fine, you can tell by the way he steps inside that he’s not sure. Both of you enter as if you’re stepping on thin ice. The cabin sinks slightly as you climb aboard, a soft creak from the cables and, just for a minute you’re thinking this was a mistake. But the door is closing and there’s no way you’re backing out now.
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The lift is holding and there’s really no sign of damage. A soft, slightly orange light in the ceiling shows your reflections in the mirrors on either side of you.

When the fire broke out, the guests probably all knew to avoid using the lift so it would have sat behind its fireproofed door on whichever floor it had been left on, waiting out the flames. If the major damage really was restricted to this part of the building you might well be doing the best thing. But do you keep exploring or do you use it to go down now, to get back to safe, known territory?

Joe points the camera at the control panel. ‘So, mate, what do you want to do? We could just go right back down again. Or we could go up as high as possible, where the damage might be a lot less.’ An idea occurs to him. ‘Or we check out what was going on on the third floor! See if there really is someone up there.’

LET’S GO BACK DOWNSTAIRS. GO TO 21.

IF WE’RE DOING THIS, LET’S GO ALL THE WAY. FOURTH FLOOR. GO TO 29.

LET’S SEE WHAT’S HAPPENING ON THE THIRD FLOOR. GO TO 15.
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Joe opens the book and starts to read.

‘“Spirits of the other, the hallowed realm beyond our mortal earth, we come to you in a state of honest supplication, hearts open to the light of your divine presence.”’

‘Sounds romantic.’

‘Shush! “It is with respect and honour that we approach. Talking to you through the veil of consciousness. From our flesh to your spirit. Our breath to your stillness.”’

There is a slight scuttling noise from behind you both. Something moving in the darkness.

‘Did you hear that?’ you ask, holding still, ‘I swear something moved over there.’

‘I didn’t hear it,’ he says, ‘you serious?’

‘Of course I’m serious. I’m telling you something moved.’

‘Like what?’

‘I don’t know do I? It’s pitch black in here.’

He rolls his eyes. ‘I mean, like, was it a big thing or… I don’t know, like a mouse or something?’

‘It was something small,’ you admit, ‘could have been a mouse I suppose. Or a rat.’

Both of you stay perfectly still for a few seconds. There’s silence.

‘Well,’ says Joe, ‘whatever it is, it’s not moving now. Let’s carry on.’

‘Do we have to?’

‘Mate, the whole point of this spell, or whatever, is to make friends with the spirit world, that’s not a bad thing is it?’

‘I suppose not.’

‘So it’s better to finish it. The worst thing we’re doing here is showing respect.’
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You can’t really argue with that. ‘OK.’

Joe finds his place and starts reading again. ‘“Across the worlds we make our promise, to revere your works, to mark your memory and to honour your name.”’

The noise again, closer now.

‘There. You hear it that time?’

‘I didn’t mate, you sure you’re not imagining it?’

‘Seriously?’ You can’t believe this. Is he just winding you up? Surely he heard that? It was so close! ‘Check the video if you don’t believe me. Something’s moving around in here.’

‘Like I said, probably a mouse or something. Don’t start freaking out about mice.’

‘Like you do about bees?’

‘That’s different. Bees sting. What’s a mouse going to do? Steal ya sandwiches? Now shut up will you? I’ve nearly finished.’ He starts reading again. ‘“So let us make peace across the Vale of Death. Share this space in harmony and mutual understanding. We reach out our hands to touch yours…”’

The lights on both of the cameras switch off.

‘Jesus!’ you shout. ‘What the fuck’s going on here?’

‘I don’t know,’ says Joe, and he’s not so relaxed now. How could he be? ‘Let me check the cameras…’

You grab his arm. ‘And step outside the pentagram?’

‘It’s only a laugh, it doesn’t really mean anything…’ He doesn’t sound convinced and that’s good because neither are you.

The noise again. The tiny patter of something on the floorboards.

‘You hear it now, yeah?’ you ask.

‘Yeah.’

‘Still think it’s a mouse?’

‘Well, it does kind of sound like one.’

The sound again, and he’s right, it does, but that’s not enough to make the panic go away because what about the lights? ‘A mouse didn’t turn the frigging cameras off, Joe.’

‘I know… Look, I don’t know what’s going on, alright? What do you want me to say?’

‘Nothing, you don’t have to say anything! I’m just saying I’m freaked out, y’know?’

‘You and me both mate.’ He turns on his torch, the light shining up into your panicked faces. He aims the beam into the darkness, moving in a slow circle. The room appears slowly, washed out and grey. The bookshelves, the chairs, the cameras on their little stands. Everything appears normal. The room is empty.

Except… what’s that there?

‘Bring the light back this way.’ You grab his arm and pull it back in the opposite direction. It falls on the back of an armchair. You squint, trying to be sure.

‘What?’ asks Joe. Then… ‘Oh Jesus.’

He’s seen it too. Because on the arm of that chair, just visible because it’s at a slight angle to you, isn’t that a hand?

‘Tell me you see that’s a hand,’ you whisper. And now you wonder if that noise wasn’t the sound of mice feet tapping along the floorboards at all but actually the sound of fingernails tapping on the old leather arm of a chair.

Suddenly the torch cuts out and the minute it’s dark again you hear the noise. This time you can’t picture anything else but old, yellow nails, long nails, nails that have grown and grown to form ugly, jagged talons. Nails tapping on leather.

‘Turn it back on!’ you say.

Joe’s shaking the torch. ‘Sorry, sorry… don’t know why it’s not working.’ Suddenly the torch comes on again and he points it towards the chair. That shape is still there on the leather arm. Is it a hand? Surely it’s a hand.

‘Hang about,’ says Joe, confidence creeping back into his voice again for a second. Then, before you can stop him he’s running across the room to the light switches.

‘Joe!’ you shout.

Then the lights come flooding on and your realise that shape on the arm of the chair is part of the strap from your rucksack. You dumped the bag in the chair earlier.

‘Christ,’ you sigh, ‘my heart is pounding.’

‘Tell me about it,’ he says, picking up the bag and waving the strap at you while making spooky noises. ‘It seriously looked like a hand though didn’t it?’

‘Yeah it did.’

You walk over to another chair and sit down in it. ‘That freaked me out mate, I mean properly freaked me right out.’

‘You saying you want to get out of here?’

‘No, I’m not saying that,’ though you kind of do, ‘just admitting I was bricking it, that’s all.’

Joe walks over to the cameras. ‘What happened to these then?’

He picks one up. ‘No way.’

‘What?’

‘It’s completely out of power. Which just isn’t possible, I charged them both before we came.’ He picks up the other camera. ‘This is exactly the same. Both had hours of battery left in them. How does that even make sense?’

‘It doesn’t,’ you reply, ‘and it’s not just that. How can both run out of power at exactly the same time?’

He just shakes his head. He goes over to his rucksack, pulls out a charging cable and his laptop. He looks around the room. ‘May as well plug it in,’ he says, running the laptop charge cable to the closest wall socket, plugging it in then connecting the cameras. The charging light on both starts to glow red then immediately turns green.

‘See,’ he says, ‘both fully charged, as they should be, we’ve hardly used them.’ He shakes his head. ‘It doesn’t make sense, they’d better not be knackered, it’s not like we can come back another time if we don’t get the footage is it?’

‘Do you want to check what we’ve already got?’ you ask him. You’re wondering if maybe one of the cameras saw something just before they both turned off. If maybe, just maybe, there’s
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