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My name is Joanna Rusch and I have the extremely weird job of being a Time Photographer. Now you go ahead and laugh because I know that my job sounds so ridiculous, stupid and impossible. But please, let me assure you it is perfectly real and the consequences can be very, very real.

I have slipped in-between moments of time and photographed grand heroes of the past. Like Churchill, King Henry the Eighth and even Emperor Nero. Granted I seriously doubt some of those were actual heroes, but as my mummy always said 'morality doesn't pay the bills sweetheart'.

Of course she was right, that damn infuriating woman always was. 

Until she died.

Which was why I became a Time Photographer because normally me and "my kind" travel into moments, take some pics and sell them to magazines. And most of the time for some serious cash, but I wanted to do a lot more good with my job.

So I wanted to take a picture of my mummy's killer.

As I stood in a massive cafe in the year 2030, I enjoyed staring at the rows upon rows of little metal tables with their holographic menus and metal chairs neatly tucked in around them.

The cafe walls were a rather wonderfully warm orange that I thought always gave it more of a Mexico compared to English feel, but that hardly made it a bad place. And even as I stood here I could taste the amazing chiles, stringy cheese and perfectly seasoned tacos on my tongue.

If I wasn't basically frozen in-between two moments of time then I absolutely knew I would hear the joyous sounds of happy families and couples talking and laughing with a little gentle music playing in the background.

To be honest, I had been here so many times over the years that I just knew what everything was meant to be like. From the warm temperature to the calming family atmosphere to the brilliant staff that worked tirelessly each day.

I loved it here.

But considering I had read the police report tons of times over the decades, now I was here in the cafe at the moment my mother was dying. I was still rather surprised and... disturbed by it all.

You know, I was only a wee girl at the time when she was murdered, maybe 8 or 9 so now I was 45 with a husband and two kids of me own. It all seemed so strange actually being here.

I knew exactly where she died in here, the police report showed my beautiful mother with her loving eyes, long blond hair and massive caring smile spread out on the floor at the back like she had simply fallen. If it hadn't of been for the large stab wound thrusted into my mummy's heart, maybe, just maybe I would have lied to myself all these years and hoped that she had simply fallen back.

But the truth was different.

I felt my stomach twist as I realised what me being here actually meant. I was going to see what maybe I never should be able to see, at least the Time Code would keep me somewhat safe.

Due to this varied (and slightly pathetic) form of time travel meant I could literally only stay in-between two moments of time. Sure I could interact with the environment, like I could easily kick over the chairs, but when I left, time would start moving again and everything would reset itself.

Well, I say restarted. All I'm really doing is moving so slowly through this in-between of moments that time might as well as been stopped dead.

Ha. Yeah, maybe that wasn't the best thing to say right now.

I slowly started to walk through the cafe and I passed rows upon rows of families sitting at tables enjoying themselves and I honestly couldn't believe what I had read in the police reports.

Apparently no one had saw a thing except a man dressed in all black and his face was shrouded.

But now I was here, I couldn't believe it. There were so many people enjoying themselves, I couldn't understand why someone didn't see who killed my mummy.

Then I noticed the cafe sort of curved round to the left and... I saw it. I saw it all.

Maybe... no definitely. I should have prepared myself a lot more for seeing this, but right in front of me, I saw my beautiful loving mummy frozen in time as she looked like she was falling backwards, and the blood was already starting to drip out of the wound and into the soft fabric of her silk blouse.

My mummy always had made sure she looked great whenever she went out. Not in a pompous stupid kind of a way, but the sort of way how you know someone deserves respect, they’ve worked hard and they have a little bit of money because of all of that.

But as I stared at my mummy in her white silk blouse, black trousers and her screaming face falling backwards. I seriously couldn’t believe what I was doing.

I felt my stomach tighten into a painful knot and I just knew I shouldn’t be here. I should have had another Time Photographer do this, but I was just so arrogant and desperate and stupid that I really believed I could handle this.

Then I looked at the man in front of her.

Over the decades I had imagined what her killer looked like so often. When I was a wee girl, I had thought her killer would have scales, tentacles and massive slashing teeth. Of course that wasn’t the case but as a little girl I had no other ideas.

Then when I was in my early adulthood I honestly thought the man would look like a deranged serial killer with crazy eyes, dirty teeth and a large knife in his hand. That was definitely the image that stuck in my mind all these years.

But now I was actually here. I could see that the police report was right all along. The man holding the knife with my mummy’s blood shining in the light was six-feet-six wearing nothing but a black tracksuit, a black mask and black trainers.

It was nothing to go on and I could easily see why the case had turned as cold as it did. There was just nothing to go on.

Thankfully because I was in-between moments of time and I could interact with everything, I could finally take off the mask and take a picture of her killer.

I didn’t know if I wanted to.

Well no, that is entirely right. Of course I wanted to, then I could simply hand the photo into the police and they would catch the criminal. They had done it before and tons of times since, that’s actually how I got the idea for this in the first place. I read a magazine article on a Time Photographer that had done something for Jack The Ripper.

Yet now I was here, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to experience what could happen afterwards. 

The case had been cold for so long, my mother was so popular and the media frenzy had been bad enough back then. But if the killer was caught then everything would happen all over again.

And I would have to experience all the pain, agony and anguish, and I suppose my so-called step-brothers and sisters would have to get called in for the trial too.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like my so-called family, but they were from a different marriage that my dad did after she died. I hated that new mother (Georgia was the bitch’s name) and I really, really hated how she tried to erase all memory of my mummy from me.

That was something I never forgave her for.

I just focused on the horrible killer and slowly reached for the black mask. My hands started to shake so badly that I wasn’t sure they could do it.

Then my fingers brushed some of the cold fabric. My hand shot back.

I couldn’t do this. 

There would be so much chaos, agony and problems caused by this, if I actually revealed who the killer was my life would never be the same again. And I loved my current life, I loved travelling through Time taking photos, being a mother and being a wife.

I didn’t want that to change, I had grown so use to not knowing that I was comfortable in the fact her killer would never be found. 

I looked at my mother’s screaming face again and I just felt so powerless. That was the problem with being in-between moments of time. Whatever I did here would just be reset and time would carry on as it had.

My mummy would still die.

So
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