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Prologue
 
   The car is speeding, the young girl in the back, her brother driving, he smells of booze and marijuana, his eyes are bloodshot and his skin is cracked, dry around his mouth and on the tips of his fingers.
 
   He swerves between cars as he drifts across multiple lanes, his arm covered in track marks he looks back, his younger sister asleep.
 
   The blaring horn, the headlights, he swerves and slams into the ice, the lake, the water floods the car, the windows crack, spewing water, the air becoming a precious commodity, he begins to panic, a shard of metal embedded in his gut.
 
    
 
   





Act 1 – Who we are.
 
    
 
   





Chapter 1
 
   The man stands before a large white wall, onto which is sketched intricate patterns, as he steps back the patterns becomes more clearly a part of a design, he smirks, the innards of a bank vault before him, he places the pencil down, and picks up a large duffle bag.
 
   He inhales, ready to do his part, to take what he knows and test just how far he can push his skills, he smiles and puts his hand on the wall, near the centre of the intricate drawing.
 
   The drawing begins to ebb and flow with light, almost as if it was coming to life, a second later he is stood in the centre of the bank vault, he smirks, ready to find the prize.
 
   ~~~
 
   “So, tell me again so I can get this straight” Stood in the centre of the bank vault, holding a note pad and pen, Detective Martin Reed looks the bank manager in the eyes.
 
   Martin is wearing a ruffled shirt he has slept in for the last three days, his blue blazer emblazoned with the logo of a popular designer which he was bought as a gift by his wife before things got uncomfortable, and his grey trousers that were an inch or two too long.
 
   The bank manager, a forty something mixed race man, with blue eyes and creamy coffee complexion, is visibly upset, his livelihood would surely now be hanging in the balance, he spoke with a slightly choked, soft voice
 
   “I arrived here, to do the morning trip alarm, with three staff, two cleaners and four security guys” he spoke calmly, but the trembling in his hands betrayed his dismay “I went up to the office, and before I could disengage the protocol, the security guy said that the pressure gauges detected an air disturbance in the main vault,
 
   “So I came down, released the dead bolts and found the open safe deposit box, we checked logs, all were verified locked last night, and all that was in the box was a USB pen drive”
 
   The detective wrote the account again, virtually word for word, he then looks at the Manager “who has access to the vault?”
 
   “Me and two other managers, sub-management, we have a key each, and the guards all have a key, they have beta keys, we have alpha keys”
 
   The detective raises his hand, jots that down, smirks “sorry, assume I am a moron, tell me, what is an alpha key and a beta key?”
 
   The manager sighs “sorry, alpha and beta keys are a safety measures, no security guard has an alpha key, thus preventing outsider theft, and no manager has a beta key, thus eliminating insider theft”
 
   “Anyway the keys could be copied?”
 
   “The keys weren’t used” the Manager answered without hesitation, which surprised Martin
 
   “How can you be sure?”
 
   “Here” the manager takes his key from his pocket, the key has a blue LED in the handle which lights, as the detective takes the key the handle lights red and the teeth of the key slide into a flat block
 
   “Fancy” the detective smiles
 
   “Our investors insisted on it, biometrics, similar to those used in modern guns, the keys also have ingrained identification algorithms, meaning the door will know who unlocked it”
 
   The detective nods “that’s how you know it wasn’t unlocked” the detective looks at the bank vault door “tell me about the door”
 
   “Its six foot reinforced steel, eighteen tumbler lock system, no ventilation, heat and pressure sensors at random depths, random intervals”
 
   “Impenetrable will have sufficed” the detective smirks “okay, so the perpetrator or perpetrators didn’t break the door down, didn’t jimmy the lock, and only stole the USB pen drive, how much money is in this vault”
 
   “Billions, all accounted for” the manager sighs “the USB drive was deemed worth fifteen thousand pounds”
 
   “And that’s all that was taken?”
 
   “Yes” the manager looks at the open safety deposit drawer
 
   “Tell me about that”
 
   The manager walks over “the doors are only supposed to be opened by the owner, the key holder, or me, if the police need the contents”
 
   “Whose was the pen stick?”
 
   “Keith Wharton” the manager points at the drawer, which lays open, the lock still attached, cut separately from the door
 
   “My crime scene buddies say there were no shavings, no tools, no heat or impact distortion” the detective indicates the door “could the guys out there, the security guards be in cahoots and have cleared away evidence?”
 
   “Maybe, but the floor was clear when I opened the door, nothing else was out of place” the manager then indicates the marker drawn door on the opposite bank of safety boxes “except that”
 
   The detective had noticed the drawing earlier, a crude door, which looks like it is drawn in sharpie, with the number 52 drawn on it in fancy acrylic writing “and you were the last person in here last night?”
 
   “Yes detective, and that door wasn’t drawn on then”
 
   The detective takes his phone from his pocket, dials a number, after a moment he presses the speaker function “dispatch”
 
   “Jenny?”
 
   “Speaking Martin”
 
   “Jenny, run me a cross reference I want any staff with house number 52, any customers, or any visitors to the bank since the USB stick was stored, I want a cross reference of all those people who have lived at a house number 52, or with a relative in house number 52”
 
   “On it” the call disconnects, the detective pockets his phone.
 
   “Right, here’s how this goes from now sir, neither you nor any of your staff are under suspicion, yet all of you are, and I advise you not to leave the UK”
 
   “Yes detective”
 
   “You will release all your stored transactions of everyone who has stepped foot in this room before today, any customer, employee, from the implementation of the current security measures
 
   “Through to the moment that USB stick was first stored to Jenny Stockley at Scotland yard” the detective writes down the extension number for Jenny and hands it to the bank manager “you will also give me all contact information on this Keith Wharton”
 
   “You don’t know who he is?”
 
   “Should I?”
 
   The bank manager sighs “he’s that famous entrepreneur, designed the software kernel that all those new super-smart phones is built on”
 
   “Right, I need to talk to him then, this could be a case of financial espionage.”
 
   He shakes the owners clammy and turns to leave, he rubs the bridge of his nose. His mind is already running in circles.
 
   The detective walks from the banks vault, through to the foyer, where two officers question staff and customers who happened to be passing, or who were here to pay bills deposit funds or generally kill time until they had to go to work or college.
 
   He reaches the entranceway and stops on the stairs to take his phone from his pocket, he unlocks the screen, opens the running apps section and clicks ‘voice record pro’ he presses the stop/save button, names the file ‘theft 1’ and slips his phone into his pocket.
 
   He descends the few stone steps and approaches his car, a 2009 Ford Taurus, black with worn chrome detailing, he takes his keys and disengages the locks with the remote sensor.
 
   He sighs, takes his phone from his pocket, the vibration in his pocket had notified him of a text message.
 
   Hey Dad, Mum has put on some hash browns, see you in ten? Xoxox
 
   He pockets the phone and round the car to open the driver’s door, he gets in, turns the key and the engine revs to life.
 
   He picks up the coffee he had purchased from a small privately owned coffee house, he sips the lukewarm brew and can feel the caffeine hit his blood stream, his eyes are pulsing now, he would need to face his wife, face his kids.
 
   He slips on his wedding ring.
 
   ~~~
 
   Sofia was born to Martin and Paula Reed, January 2nd 1992, at 22 years old she has just finished University, studying criminology and various computing degrees, her ambition is to become a specialist in digital crimes, and she is on a fast track at Scotland Yard as it is.
 
   Her younger brother, Lesley, was born January 9th 2007, now just 9, he wishes to be an astronaut, pirate, and some days (probably more realistically) a games designer.
 
   He has a fascination for the morbid that most boys of his age group share, but he is often exposed to it, not just as the son of a detective, but as a patient.
 
   Lesley was born with a rare dysfunction of his liver, and kidney, he spent most of his summer days in the youngsters ward at John Radcliffe hospital in Oxford.
 
   Where kidneys are their specialty, and where kids are spoken to with respect, and encouraged to interact, unlike many other such places, where sick kids tend to be segregated.
 
   Sofia watches her brother play on his Xbox, he still plays the last model, despite the newer one that had come out in 2013
 
   Her brother still prefers a game called ‘Timeshift’ too many of its modern compatriots in the shooter genre.
 
   She thinks, as many adults do, that gaming is the reserve of silly little boys, but she also knows her father has a tendency to unwind on his Playstation, Xbox or a retro console, usually an N64.
 
   After a hard day’s work, more often than not, he complains about the lack of realism in games, Sofia finds this hysterical.
 
   Sofia gets up, and walks to the book shelves, hundreds of books line the walls, her father and mother are both avid readers, yet neither seem to agree on any one book, series or franchise.
 
   Her mother loves Harry Potter, while her father is not a fan.
 
   Her father, she knows, reads a lot of softer fantasy books, almost teen level writing, heroes saving the princess. She thinks this reflects fragility in her father that she doesn’t always wish to comprehend.
 
   She selects a book by Sergei Lukyanenko, a dark and gothic series about modern day magic vampires, Night watch, she had seen the film a few weeks previously and enjoyed it, and her mother had read three books of the series in a few days, other editions would surely be on their way via courier.
 
   Her phone bleeps, a text message – likely from her father, she takes the book and sits behind Lesley, she places the book to her side and takes her phone from her slacks, she is wearing a baggy tracksuit today, as she feels bloated from her mother’s cookies the previous night.
 
   Hey honey, yeah – I will be back, just got some papers to log, tell Les to pack a short stay bag, going to Oxford this Saturday
 
   She held the phone in front of Lesley who glances, indicates with a thumbs-up and carries on in his game, shooting and blowing up all kinds of villainy.
 
   She opens the book, page one.
 
   ~~~
 
   Paula stands in her kitchen, her kitchen, she and Martin had been in the state of ‘our’ for longer than she cared to remember, but then last year she felt a distance in him.
 
   She knows he hasn’t cheated, he always got like it, distant and antsy when things were going badly, but this seems like a far more profound disassociation than usual.
 
   He had battled depression several times during his career, and now, more so than ever it drove a wedge between them,
 
   She hadn’t seen him that often these last few weeks, she was aware that he had slept on a sofa in his office at the station.
 
   His boss was pushing him too hard, several difficult cases, physically and mentally difficult.
 
   Yet he kept closing them, and starting new ones, soon his holiday would expire, having used just three days in the last year.
 
   She would need to mention that to him later, that meant an argument, they seemed to be arguing far more often now, he even stopped wearing his wedding ring, and drinking.
 
   She heard the car, the distinct purring in the drive, James Rose steps out of the vehicle.
 
   James is a creep, the kind of guy who makes an effort with her because he is after one thing.
 
   She walks away from the oven, three stoves lit, one with eggs soft boiling, one with hash browns gently frying, and one with some beans on a low simmer, breakfast and it’s nearly midday.
 
   She opens the window “Morning” James smiles, “you seen the papers this morning?” he walks nearer the house,
 
   Part of her wishes that James would never come around, but he still hadn’t had what he wanted.
 
   James doesn’t realise that she knows, Martin knows too – but he doesn’t seem to care.
 
   The back door opens, the house features two drives, front and back, one leading to the hall and main living spaces, the second drive leads to a door and kitchen, the main advantage of this, more car space, the main disadvantage is that James will always find space to park, he always lets himself in.
 
   “Hello James, and no, I have not seen the papers, why would you ask?” she glances back at the cooking food. “I am busy though”
 
   “Oh pish-posh, let me help” he smirks and moves to the cooker, smirking how does he do that? She wonders “well,” he begins adjusting her flame sizes, tinkering with her pots, and adding a pinch of salt here and there “in the papers this morning, a young woman turned supersonic, on film”
 
   “What?” she stepped closer to him, closer than she usually would, but she was certain she must have misheard him “as in faster than the speed of sound?”
 
   “Officially it has been called a YouTube hoax, but our tech team seems to feel it’s genuine, come back to work” he turns to her, his eyes filled with wonder “the pop of the break in the sound barrier is exact to the millionth of a second”
 
   Paula stands there, cooking hash browns in her kitchen when time had been – not so long before – that she was a revered biologist, working with Scotland Yard on cases with heavy genetic evidence.
 
   She had studied some minor projects with James, and through her work had met Martin all those years before.
 
   She had stepped down from her duties as a full-time biologist when Lesley was born. Since then she was a fulltime mother, part time wife, never to be a biologist again, except for advisory work with Doc Singh
 
   She brushes past James and stirs the beans, recalling all the experiments those years past that showed her that humans are not as genetically similar as once thought
 
   “Do we know of any others?” she asks, her voice darker than she would like
 
   “We have one”
 
   ~~~
 
   Martin pulls his car into a space, the car park of the station unusually busy, he turns off the engine, exits the car and hears distant clamouring of press - could someone have leaked the story? He wonders, he walks, hands in pockets, hurriedly to the door.
 
   He barges the door open with his shoulder and takes a flight of stairs to his right, going up two stairs at a time.
 
   He passes a big number 2 sign, then 3, and slows on five, he pushes open the stair well door with his left hand, which looks weird now he is wearing his wedding ring.
 
   He stops in the foyer of his floor, chaos before him.
 
   He hesitates, not my case – something bigger he realizes, he walks slower, approaches the reception desk, where sat behind her desk, in a blouse a size too small, unbuttoned down her bra, with her long black hair, and black eyes, Jenny.
 
   “What’s going on?”
 
   Jenny looks up, presses a lollipop between her ample lips, and smirks “eager aren’t we?”
 
   “Jen, come on, I am having a rough morning” Jenny, though probably harmless, is the reason Martin started putting his wedding ring on in the office.
 
   “A girl out ran sound”
 
   For a moment this seemed like a misheard statement, like Chinese whispers, perhaps he was still dreaming, perhaps this was just one of Jenny’s gags.
 
   “What?” he realized his tone was blunt, rude, but Jenny didn’t seem to mind, she leaned forward, making him uncomfortable, he often wondered if the point of her displays were to make men blush?
 
   “Apparently she’s a superhero and that being a superhero is a real phenomenon” she leans back, smirks, rolling her lollipop against her tongue, suggestively she winks, Martin walks off, and approaches the lounge, here he hears the hushed mumbles of people in awe, doubt, debate.
 
   In the video a young girl, maybe fifteen is jogging, then poof, gone, just a grey streak of dust pulled from the concrete.
 
   For moment Martin is terrified that this video is real, then he recalls a little thing called YouTube, where all kinds of impossible feats are frequently filmed and posted – this’ll be on Mythbusters in a month Martin smiles to himself, he takes his phone from his pocket, unlocks it
 
   It takes a second for the silence to hit him, his phone doesn’t unlock, he turns and is stood face to face with a young man, about nineteen, wearing a green baseball cap, jeans and a black tracksuit top on top of a white vest.
 
   “Her name is Veronica, and yes the video is legitimate” the boy smirks, looks at Martin, furrows his brow “what? Oh, right, this” he indicates the room, everyone else is frozen. Motionless, even the phone is still locked “I can manipulate time, see the future, or the part of it that can be changed anyway, but that’s it”
 
   Martin lets go of his phone which simply hangs in mid-air, a sharp breath escapes him – how can this be? He looks at the boy, who is maybe eighteen or nineteen years old, but in the boy’s eyes experience beyond his youth
 
   “And what, might I ask, is your name?”
 
   “Dante” he smiles, looking nothing like the man of myth who travelled the circles of hell for lost love.
 
   “How can I trust you Dante?”
 
   “What’s your phone number, I’ll text you her address, she’ll be expecting you, but no one else” Martin recites his number to Dante, who nods and points at the TV “me and her, just the beginning, there are many others, and your wife is going to see one now”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Your wife is involved with a Doctor who is most interested in us” Dante steps forward and slips a piece of paper into Martins hand “this is where she is going, talk to your wife, and then I’ll text you where to find Veronica”
 
   The phone hits the floor, and noise returns, Martin kneels picks up the phone, looks at the piece of paper in his hand, on it an address.
 
   ~~~
 
   The doctor, Omani Singh, smiles, he is dressed in his gown, his face is pleasant, and calm.
 
   Sat opposite him is a man with a thin, narrow, harsh face
 
   “James and Paula are coming here to look at the specimens” Singh sighs, he locks eyes with the narrow man.
 
   “The project is still so early on, even with the relic, even with all the progress you are making there are still too few samples to process a working mutagen” the man smirks, “I am using some of my qualifications to get close to one such Powerborn, and with time I think I could get a working understanding of these, freaks”
 
   ~~~
 
   Paula sits quietly in the passenger seat of James’s car, as he shows the guard his ID, they are waved through.
 
   She wonders what exactly this child can do, the last one she came across could predict cards accurately, but that was not a definitive power, in reflection she had come up against similar problems all her career, had she been manipulated?
 
   As he pulls toward a parking space she opens the passenger door and gets out, not giving him time to protest she shuts the door and bee lines towards the door.
 
   Having left the kids to help themselves to breakfast she didn’t much fancy hanging around, lest she be left the more burnt samples.
 
   She glances back, James is still lining up his Range rover into the parking slot. She reaches the revolving door that leads to the reception where stood, as promised to her by James in the car, was Omani Singh, her previous boss
 
   “My girl” he smiles “please tell me you at least squished the cockroach on your way in”
 
   “No, James is parking his penis”
 
   Omani smirks, chuckles “always tomorrow eh? But no, not James, the actual cockroach”
 
   “It’s good to see you doc” he had no doctorate, and was merely here as a liaison officer to the funding investors, but everyone calls Omani ‘doc’ – though no one seemed to know why. “If not James, then what cockroach?”
 
   “That one” he points past her, to the door way, she glances back and notices a man across the street dressed in a foam costume simulating a cockroach
 
   “Poor, poor kid” she chuckles, looking back to Doc “so Doc, you want me here, because of what you’ve seen”
 
   “Have” his tone and expression sharpened, his eyes grew instantly darker and his features blunter, “we have a subject here”
 
   “Boy or girl?”
 
   “Teenage girl, Named Georgina, and just wait until you see her” Doc smiled, the cool courteous smile gone, replaced with a sinister snarl
 
   “Take me to her”
 
   ~~~
 
   Martin sits in his car, turns the key, the engine rumbles to life, and he thinks for a moment of the footage from the news, the girl had moved impossibly fast, then this Dante kid.
 
   It seems to him now that the world stands on the precipice of a great change – a moment of purest terror, and greatest ecstasy – a moment both blindingly light, and profoundly dark
 
   Before he knows it, he is cruising, taking corners and intersections on instinct, weaving through the traffic between lanes, pushing as close to the speed limit as he can, as close to the speed limit as safe.
 
   Words spin through his head, questions unanswered and newly formed, the who-what-where of it all,
 
   How and why could this be possible, this was the real world – no monsters or demons existed, but now, so much seems possible
 
   As he nears his destination, and possibly the hardest conversation with his wife he could ever have, Martin knows that the world is not as it was before.
 
   And nothing would ever be the same again.
 
   ~~~
 
   Doc leads Paula into a room where a petite girl sits at a wooden table, she is maybe fifteen years old, her hair is long, sandy brown and tied into a pony tail.
 
   Paula looks at Doc, and then sits opposite the girl, she looks at Doc again and smiles, Doc nods and returns to the door which slides open, Doc disappears into the hallway and Paula turns back to the girl.
 
   “My name is Paula” she extends a hand, the girl reaches over and accepts the handshake, she smiles, a pretty thing, her eyes are almost green, her lips thin, yet her features don’t strike Paula as sharp
 
   “My name is Georgina, but my friends all call me Georgie” she smiles, adjusts her hair and sighs “I know that you work with Doc, I know you were a biologist before, he told me, so I wouldn’t be afraid to show you”
 
   “Georgie, I want to see what you can do, but I want it to be on your terms, I want it to be what you want”
 
   Georgie nods, the girl is wiser than she ought to be “it’s time the world knew about us”
 
   “You said us? How many?”
 
   “I know a few, five or six”
 
   “And they all have these ‘gifts’ right?”
 
   “Yes, all born with them too, no radioactive spiders, or alien rocks”
 
   “All different ‘gifts’, you have different”
 
   “Powers” Georgie interrupts “like a superhero, we call them our powers, I volunteered to come here, we know what the risks are, and we feel that in spite of the risks we want the world to know”
 
   “Georgie, how did you find the others?”
 
   She shuffles in her seat, suddenly unsure of herself she changes the subject “of the few I know Dante is the most powerful, that I can be sure of, he can manipulate time”
 
   “Time travel?”
 
   “Something like it yeah” Georgie smiles “he can stop time, I don’t think he’s learned enough to go back or forward, from what I understand of it, it works like a muscle,
 
   “Keep using it to make it stronger, stop using it, neglect it, it grows weak” Georgie turns her hands over “what I am going to show you is just so you can see the truth, because as much as you want to accept it, the deepest parts of your mind might not truly be ready, so I will only show you what you can handle”
 
   The skin of Georgie’s palm pulses and a small branch begins to push out, the branch expands, growing longer – small barbs begin to form around it, and Paula covers her mouth
 
   “I can grow plant life from my body, make my skin into wood, so far I have no real idea why this is my power, but it is a power none the less”
 
   Paula moves her hand and touches the barb, it feels sharp, much sharper than any plant should be “the material isn’t plant” she furrows her brow “it’s more like bone”
 
   “Yes, that’s what I thought too” Georgie smiles, and the barbs retract and the branch shrinks and slips back into her skin, the skin is undamaged
 
   “Does it hurt?”
 
   “No, it doesn’t hurt at all, I think the stuff forms at a microscopic level, passing through my skin like water through a sieve”
 
   ~~~
 
   Martin pulls into a parking space adjacent to a car he knows belongs to James, not that he ever feels threatened by James, but one day he intends to put a bullet in the creep.
 
   As he gets out of the car he walks towards the building, he can see Paula and Doc stood in the foyer, he pushes open the door, Paula turns and smiles
 
   “Hi honey”
 
   “I’m told by Dante that I need to speak to you”
 
   ~~~
 
   Sat at his desk Milo, Miloslav Zadenko but Milo for short, is listening to the teacher prattle on about long wave and short wave transmissions during the Second World War.
 
   At fifteen Milo is growing impatient and bored of the education system, and recently strange things are happening.
 
   It began a few weeks previous, when he accidently set his toy race car on fire, he meant to charge the battery, but he hasn’t figured out all of what his power can do.
 
   Yet he can feel it, he understands it, but still he wonders just how he can control it, and there aren’t that many situations where being able to generate electricity is useful.
 
   But he feels the power surge building, and most days he swallows it down, he sometimes feels as if this helps, but eventually there will be some other, greater, accident.
 
   He discharges himself every day, and yet still the power builds.
 
   At first it was light bulbs, then once he sneezed and blew the schools generator, no one realised that was why, but it was.
 
   He knew in that moment that he would need to keep his power in check, so he would recharge batteries and such, to keep his power levels low, yet they always seemed to be growing. 
 
   The bell rings, saving the class from another lecture – and Milo bee lines straight to the climbing park, here as he knows will be Debra, she is seventeen and in Milo’s eyes a goddess, she too has a gift, a power, and to Milo her power is the coolest thing.
 
   She hadn’t used it much as far as he could tell, but with practice he figured she could really make use of it.
 
   He sees her sitting on the swing, her short, cropped hair, torn jeans and lip piercing relayed her insecurity, pulsing out of her like a beacon, those words like ‘freak’ and ‘weirdo’ that she was so often taunted with by the other kids in the school.
 
   Milo waves she smiles, and instantly disappears and reappears next to him – teleportation, this time further than before
 
   “You’re right Milo” she smiles, toying with her lip piercing with her tongue “I spent most of yesterday slipping here to there, jumping across the park, rooftops and all that.
 
   Just like you said, I’m getting stronger” she smiles, and Milo’s heart flutters, a small bolt of electricity jumps from his hand, singeing the grass a little, she smiles “premature electrocution” she laughs
 
   “Sorry, it’s that thing you do with the piercing “
 
   She smirks “I have two powers”
 
   “No way”
 
   She opens her right hand, and a small purple cloud of smoke forms, whirls and then an apple appears in her hand “I did it by accident yesterday, I thought about finding the remote, but it was lost, then I was holding it, minus the batteries, I can move small things, but this is great”
 
   “So Jay is right, our powers are not as restricted as I thought” he smiles “I can create electricity, maybe I can do more than that” he takes his phone out of his hand, taking a deep breath he thinks.
 
   Then for a moment he can feel the digital processes in the phone, he can see the screen lock, wall paper, operating system, he opens his eyes looks at the phone, which opens without him having to enter his password, he smiles, looks at Debra’s eyes and she smiles
 
   “Well that is very interesting”
 
   ~~~
 
   Paula and Doc were stunned silent, they had obviously not encountered Dante “he told me you would have seen a girl”
 
   “Georgie” Paula’s smile is distant, Martin realises that she was torn between what she wanted to know and what she knows is right.
 
   “Okay, well, that makes four that I am aware of” Martin takes a small note pad from his pocket “so far I have this Dante kid, there is the girl you guys have, possibly the bank robber, and this girl from the news”
 
   Doc puts his hand up, “wait, what bank robber?”
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