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‘Looks like the local nick was quicker off the mark this time. Gives us a better
chance, doesn’t it?’
Martha nodded distractedly as she scrolled through the report on her iPad, looking
for patterns and similarities. I parked the Jag on a grass verge wider than the lane that had
brought us into the village.
A solitary constable stood rigidly to attention as we got
out. I flashed him my warrant card as we approached impressive
security gates, someone had woven our blue and white tape
decoratively through its bars. They’d also strung it, like bunting,
across the length of a high holly hedge, as though anyone was
going to force their way through such a dense, prickly barrier.
‘The SOCO left half an hour ago, sir.’
The constable was little more than a kid, his cheeks and chin riddled with angry red
acne. He was trying to be helpful, no doubt because he was seeing some real action for
once. His usual diet would consist of attempted break-ins to the chocolate-box cottages that
went for a fortune in this part of the commuter belt. The scene-of-crime tape festooned the
garden path that brought us to the thatched cottage and stretched across its thick wooden
door. The place looked like a scene from that police drama where murders happen every
week in quaint English villages.
‘Thank you, Constable…?’
‘Wicks sir.’
He gave us both a friendly smile. I waved a hand in Martha’s direction, she wore the
same eager expression as the kid.
‘This is Professor Ferrilby.’
Martha reached out and shook hands with the lad, it took him a little by surprise,
coppers salute each other and otherwise prefer to remain at a polite distance from
everyone else. Establishing herself as my equal, in a world defined by rank, might have been
challenging but I never doubted her tenacity would bring success. She smiled at the lad to
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put him at his ease, Martha’s twinkling eyes, perfect lips and handsome features made
everyone feel the same way.
‘Were you told to expect us?’
The lad dragged his attention back to me. I chuckled at his awkward reaction, the
smile faltered and his eyes suddenly found the ground fascinating.
‘Yes sir.’
‘I’ve heard they’ve started calling us the SS, which I believe stands for the
Supernatural Squad. Is that how they described us?’
The lad relaxed and looked at me with a sheepish grin.
‘Yes sir. Sorry sir. But I’m really interested in your work sir. I’ve read all your reports
sir. They were optional reading during our training. I can’t believe I’ve actually got to meet
Detective Superintendent Penrose in person.’
I smiled at his eagerness.
‘What can I do to help sir?’
I turned to Martha who was getting impatient and gave her a quick nod. ‘Scan the
area first, see if this is like the other two.’
She returned my nod and scuttled off around the corner of the cottage, lugging her
red travel duffle bag behind her. The young constable stood there, like an exuberant
Labrador, eager to get involved.
‘Why don’t you tell me what you know, son? I’ve read the initial report but I assume
you were probably the first on the scene?’
I got an enthusiastic nod of the head as the lad
reached into his jacket pocket to release the inevitable
notepad, his training would have conditioned him never to
report to a superior without referencing it.
‘We got the call at 12.36pm and as I was in the vicinity, I jumped in the car and got
here at 12.52pm. The owner of the property met me, a Joseph Edward Collins, in a state of

Quantum Abduction by Phil Parker

3|Page

agitation. He held his daughter in his arms, she’d obviously been crying and was very pale.
Her name is Heidi and she is four years old.’
I was going to get every detail, regardless of relevance, if I wasn’t careful and I’d be
here all day.
‘Where did the attempted abduction take place?’
The lad turned over two pages of his notepad.
‘In the garden, sir. It’s surrounded by holly hedges, as you can see, so appeared to be
secure. The little girl had been playing on a swing which was in the centre of the garden, Mr
Collins could see her through the kitchen window while he prepared lunch for them both.
He’s divorced, you see?’
‘And the suspect? What did he look like?’
The young policeman hesitated as he looked at his notes. Identification is the first
step towards successful apprehension and the lad knew it; providing a succinct and accurate
picture says a lot about an officer, his lengthy hesitation suggested something out of the
ordinary.
‘Mr Collins was very precise in his description sir. But it was odd.’
‘In what way, constable?’
‘The things he focused on.’ Another glance at the notes. ‘The suspect was young, Mr
Collins estimated no more than eighteen or nineteen. Slim build, tall and athletic.’
‘That all sounds very normal son.’
A tight nod as the lad glanced at me. He took a breath.
‘Mr Collins said the lad had to be a male model.’
‘I see. His reasons?’
My lack of reaction triggered surprise on the young man’s face. He’d expected me to
react like his colleagues no doubt, with puerile comments about Mr Lewis’ sexual
orientation.
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‘He described the suspect’s face as handsome.’

Another glance at my reaction before continuing. ‘It wasn’t
just his face, the witness described him as looking like a
male model because of his perfect bone structure, teeth,
skin. And his hair colour.’
‘Yes, Constable?’
‘The witness was adamant it wasn’t ginger. Chestnut
brown were the words he used. Very curly, like he’d spent
hours styling it to look that way.’
‘Well done. Good reporting.’
The compliment prompted the lad to blush slightly.
‘And how did our male model get in the garden?’
Those brown eyes found mine again. Now we were getting to the interesting stuff.
‘That’s not entirely clear sir.’
I smiled at the lad, he needed encouragement. ‘But you have your suspicions, don’t
you, lad? Something about the history of this place? A few old stories perhaps?’
He searched my face as though I was setting him up for a prank, when he realised I
was serious, he took a deep breath and put away his notepad.
‘This cottage used to belong to the vicar, the local church is up the hill.’ A pause.
‘There are stories about this place, sir. Legends, if you will.’
I smiled and nodded for him to continue. He pointed over the high hedge where the
church tower could just be seen against a perfectly blue sky.
‘In the corner of the garden there’s a path to a tunnel that comes out in the
churchyard. No one’s sure why it exists, the road where you parked takes you up there.
But…’
I gestured my impatience.
‘My gran used to tell me stories, sir. We never believed them of course. But she used
to say they were true. She’d tell us how long ago, we’re talking centuries, the local vicar was
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visited by fairies. They didn’t like to travel by road, in case they were seen I suppose, so the
vicar had the tunnel dug.’
‘And is it still in use?’
A quick nod. ‘I think that’s how the suspect got in the garden.’
The lad’s conclusion was backed up moments later when Martha Ferrilby strode
towards me, she glanced at the young man then at me, a sign she wasn’t going to share any
of her findings now. I took down the constable’s mobile phone number in case he could
prove handy later then drove up the hill to the church. I knew better than to disturb Martha
as she tapped and scrolled her iPad, constantly pushing her glasses back up to the bridge of
her nose as she did so. For such a good-looking woman, I didn’t know why she didn’t use
contact lens but I’d learned not to mention such things, vanity was for the shallow-minded
apparently. I got the impression that attitude was a result of her recent divorce.
‘It’s another church dedicated to Saint Michael,’ she said as we turned a corner and
the square Norman bell tower came into view.
‘There’s a surprise. How does that affect our tally?’
Without hesitation and still reading from the screen, ‘Five Michaels, three Marys.’
I sniggered. ‘OK, I owe you a bottle of your favourite Sauvignon Blanc. Though as ley
lines transect this part of the world like co-axial cable, I suppose we should expect it.’
She glanced at me, shaking her head and rolling grey eyes.
‘You make it sound like chance. It’s not. They need energy to power the portals,
either of these two lines carry more than enough to do the job. The Michael Line appears to
be preferred for some reason, perhaps it carries more energy. Like co-axial cable.’
I parked the Jag by the main gate where
ancient Yew trees arced across the entrance.
The ground was covered by damp confetti.
Martha took her duffle bag out of the boot and
strode purposefully up the path towards the
church. I knew she’d be in a hurry, before the
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Hawking radiation dissipated. I decided to look for the entrance to the tunnel.
I found it, almost entirely hidden by a massive bunch of brambles, alive with insect
life buzzing around the deep mauve flowers that would eventually turn into blackberries. I
smiled as a memory of Jocelyn sprang into my head, uninvited. We’d decided to pick
blackberries after a picnic, I’d got stung by a wasp and showed what a coward I was where
pain was concerned. Unlike Jocelyn.
I shook my head to dislodge painful memories.
Branches had been pushed to one side to allow
access to the tunnel, a red-bricked affair. A patch of soft
mud provided a shoe print I knew wouldn’t match
anything manufactured in this world, there would be no
point taking a cast of it for that reason. A scrap of white
material that looked like linen, but wouldn’t be, hung
limply from thorns. I carefully unhooked it and pushed
it in my pocket. The feel of it was enough, it wasn’t made by any human hand.
I took a few steps into the tunnel. It smelled of damp and was exceptionally cold,
despite the warmth of the day. Within a very short distance it got so dark you couldn’t see
anything, I thought of the little girl being carried along this midnight-black corridor. She’d
have been petrified, in the arms of her abductor, the darkness would make the experience
even worse.
I turned and headed back into the light. I took my
time navigating the churchyard as I looked for sigels and
runes, they could occasionally be found carved into the
stonework of ancient buildings. Like signposts, they gave
directions. Except we didn’t know what they directed the
traveller to. Or from.
On the opposite side of the church, where the ground
sloped towards a small river, a large flying buttress reinforced the wall to stop it sliding
downhill. At least, that was the apparent reason. We’d come across too many churches
dedicated to Saint Michael and Saint Mary that had this architectural feature.
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Martha stood beneath it now, scanning it with her paraphernalia. She hated it when
I called it that but the technology was well beyond the comprehension of this old flatfoot.
‘Hawking radiation sure enough. It’s fading fast but I’d stake my reputation on the
fact there was an extensive burst of it in this location within the last two hours.’
‘That’s interesting. Nothing more recent then?’
She looked at me and shook her head. The woman was sharp, she’d have made a
brilliant copper.
‘You know what that means?’ It was purely rhetorical and she knew it.
‘He’s still in this realm.’
‘That’s unusual. They normally retreat quickly. You’re sure of the readings?’
I regretted it instantly. I received a withering look but nothing else. Perhaps she was
starting to acknowledge old duffers need to be treated with patience. My mind raced, we
were on new territory here.
‘Could there be another portal nearby?’
She started packing equipment into her duffel bag, quickly, efficiently, like she did
everything.
‘George, the nearest church is eight miles away. It’s dedicated to Saint Leonard, so
won’t be significant. There’s no other ancient building in a fifteen-mile radius. He’s still here.
I think they’re getting desperate.’
‘Why?’ I’d formed the same conclusion but it helped to compare theories.
‘They know we’re on to them. Now the local forces know what to look for, we get
swifter notification, we get better readings and SOCO don’t ruin everything with bloody
careless science.’
‘You’re best not saying that in front of Eric, he wouldn’t take kindly to his crime
scene being described as careless.’
Martha shrugged. She didn’t care who she offended when she knew she was in the
right. I believe her ex-husband would have agreed.
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‘This location is the end of the line, literally. The Michael Line travels through a series
of large towns and then the city from here. That’s not their territory, never has been. Their
missions…’
‘Missions?’
‘Yes. Of course. Their abductions have been too systematic to be casual. We’ve got
lucky today, our chestnut-haired would-be kidnapper failed. If you knew you couldn’t go any
further, and the locations you’d already raided were now too dangerous, what would you
do, George?’
I sighed. There were two of us. Our work had been strictly evidence gathering,
research and theory generation. Jeez, no government was going to fund a department like
ours with serious cash. How would they explain such expenditure to the public? The
university coughed up the money for Martha’s research, which she carefully redefined in
ways they might understand. I was an old man past retirement age who monopolised the
sympathy of chief constables and police commissioners so he could stay active. If I wanted
to chase shadows, that was fine so long as it didn’t cost any money.
‘So what do you suggest? We race around in my old jag looking for chestnut-haired
young men? My reputation is bad enough, if word got out that I was doing stuff like that…’
It got a smile but, as it always did with Martha, it vanished quickly.
‘We wait for him here.’
I’d been afraid she’d say that. Even though it made sense.
‘What if he’s not on his own?’
Martha shrugged. ‘I doubt that. There are two of us. We can take him down.’
She sounded like something off an American cop show and I told her so.
‘He’ll have a kid with him. So long as we rescue the kid.’
She had such an intense look in her eyes that I’d never seen before. I knew it had
become an issue for her. When kids were abducted, your heart went out to the child, alone,
frightened, desperate. It was just as bad for parents who instinctively imagined the worst.
When you couldn’t have kids, it made it harder to investigate. We’d both agreed that.
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I sighed and hoped our fairy kidnapper didn’t have a weapon.
‘We lay in wait then?’ I said, as I looked around the church yard for a place to hide
that wasn’t going to affect my arthritis. Laying on the cold, damp ground for more than an
hour wasn’t a pastime I fancied.
Martha pointed to a small copse of beech trees a short distance away, in a field
beyond the hedgerow that acted as the churchyard’s boundary.
I snorted. ‘Are you expecting me to run that distance? Can I remind you how old I
am?’
‘Stop playing the geriatric. It will take him a couple of minutes to activate the portal.’
‘You don’t know that for certain. We’ve never seen it done.’
‘Believe me, summoning the energy needed for an inter-dimensional event horizon
isn’t achieved by the flick of a switch. It needs to achieve a critical mass somehow. I’ve
theorised in my research that the use of ancient archways, like this one, provides a circuit
that harnesses and amplifies the photons. Its science well beyond what we understand, we
didn’t even think it possible to travel through them. But I can guarantee you that it will take
him a couple of minutes to have it ready to use.’
I knew better than to argue with her, she’d
spent a great deal of time with me investigating these
portals. She’d described her work as reverse
engineering the relevant theories using the residue
gathered from these powerful devices. I knew, from the
occasional comment she let slip, her peers mocked her.
I also knew no one else had the open-mindedness to conceive of such a form of transport
that broke every rule in the science journals. Scientists like Hawking had theorised about
miniature event horizons but here we were, looking at one. Or where one could be
artificially created, a process the boffins in CERN were experimenting with apparently. I felt
immense sympathy for Martha who already had some of the answers but couldn’t tell
anyone.
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And all because the evidence existed in church architecture built a thousand years
ago. It required scientists to acknowledge human beings weren’t the only ones around at
the time, we’d shared this realm with others who possessed far greater knowledge than us.
I despaired at the arrogance of such people who would not tolerate the idea of a different
reality than the one they perceived.
‘OK, if you say so. You’re the expert around here,’ I said and grinned at her.
The intensity of her look didn’t wane as she held my look.
‘George, don’t you realise what we’ll have, if we capture this being?’
The use of her final word caused me a flash of astonishment.
‘We’ll have one of them.’
She nodded vigorously.
‘We’ll be able to finally find out who they really are, where they live, how they built
these amazing devices. If they can create something like this, just think what else they might
be able to do!’
My years on the force made me want to put the brakes on her enthusiasm.
‘Martha, steady on. He’s a criminal. He’s abducted kids. They’re going to want to
punish this guy. When they realise he isn’t human, you know what’ll happen, don’t you?
They’ll put him in a secret prison somewhere, I mean, if word got out…’
‘But the information he holds…’
The voice made us both react quickly. My training, though it was a long time ago,
kicked in and I surveyed the area quickly as I fell to my knees. Martha scurried to flatten
herself against the church wall.
‘Can I help you?’
An elderly woman stared at us suspiciously from the
other side of a wooden fence a short distance from the
church. Despite her obvious advancing years her strident
voice carried without any trouble. Martha and I recovered our
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positions quickly, though not without some embarrassment, as we gave a friendly wave. The
woman wasn’t going to be so easily dismissed.
‘I asked you a question. What are you doing here?’
A nosy neighbour is supposed to be a police officer’s friend. In reality, they’re a pain
in the arse, let me tell you. They want to know everything you’re doing and their evidence is
more about what they think should have happened rather than what did. All the same, the
old woman’s cottage was nearer than the beech trees and would be more comfortable than
damp ground. Martha rolled her eyes at me as I strolled over to the old crone.
‘Police, ma’am.’ I flashed my warrant card but she insisted on scrutinising it carefully.
‘A detective superintendent, eh?’
The old woman narrowed rheumy eyes, the muscle tissue around one was lop-sided,
suggesting a partial stroke in the past. Her mental faculties were certainly all there. After a
closer look I noticed the shape of her eyes were almost oriental, almond shaped; not a
feature you expected to see in this neck of the woods.
‘And why do the boys in blue send out somebody as important as a detective
superintendent to St Michael’s churchyard?’
Her attention shifted to Martha.
‘A policeman and a scientist. My, my. Something important must be afoot.’
She flicked a catch and part of the fence turned out to be gate. This old gal’s powers
of observation were better than mine.
‘You’d better come for a cup of tea and tell me all about it.’
‘Thank you, Mrs…?’
‘Hobbs.’
We followed the old woman as she hobbled up a garden path covered in dandelions
and green mould. The roof of the thatched cottage was equally as verdant, grass grew in its
lower reaches where it swept over small windows.
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‘What are we doing?’ Martha
whispered.
I explained my thinking. The cottage
looked directly onto the church wall supported
by its flying buttress, it had to offer the best
view of any comings and goings. Our nosy

neighbour might have a use after all I reasoned.
The cottage kitchen doubled as a sitting room, a large fire and oven took up one
wall, a couple of high-backed wooden chairs were positioned in front of the fire. A man of
indeterminate age sat in one of them, smoking a long, narrow pipe; I guessed he was the
son, the mass of wild ginger hair and beard made it difficult to tell.
‘Reckon he’s our beautiful male model, Martha?’ I whispered.
The old woman gestured to chairs at a well-scrubbed wooden table that filled most
of the small, low-ceilinged room. I watched as she placed a thick cotton mitt on one hand in
order to pick up the handle of the kettle that sat over the fire, it puffed away like a
miniature steam train. She poured its contents into a large, metal teapot and set the kettle
back on its perch, slapping her son’s outstretched legs as she stepped backwards.
‘This is Davey.’
The old woman nodded her head at the figure who still hadn’t moved from his chair,
he continued to stare into the flames and puff on his pipe. He reminded me of my
grandfather, he’d smoked the same type of pipe, a churchwarden. After work he never
moved either and expected my grandmother to fetch and carry for him
the whole time. I remember my mother arguing with him constantly for
that reason.
‘He’s a lazy bastard. But if you knew how your kids were going to
turn out, you wouldn’t have the little buggers in the first place, would
you, superintendent?’
I smiled politely.
She registered my lack of reaction but changed the subject.
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‘So, what fascinates you about Saint Michael’s then?’
She aimed her question at Martha, who looked a little startled. She glanced at me
but the old woman leaned forward so her face was only inches away from the younger
woman’s.
‘Cos I see you, racing to the back of the church like your arse is on fire, with your
clever gadgets and gizmos. What’s that all about then?’
We had a character on our hands. I started to wonder if my decision to join the old
woman for tea was such a good idea. I glanced through the window, down the garden and
to the church. A perfect spot for low-key observation.
‘Tell me, Mrs Hobbs, have you seen anyone else in the churchyard?’
Arthur Richardson, who’d taken me under his wing as a raw and naïve detective
constable many years ago, used to say you could tell by the flick of the eyes when someone
lies to you. It’s only takes a second, they don’t even need to look at anything, there is just
the slightest flicker as the brain plots their reaction.
Mrs Hobbs’ old eyes flickered.
‘No. Why do you ask?’
‘Because we have reason to believe a young man may have travelled this way before
attempting to abduct a little girl.’
Those old eyes fastened on me now. I had the suspicion she knew I’d spotted the lie.
‘Oh dear. Poor little thing. I hope she’s all right?’
‘She is. Frightened but her father’s taken her to safety. Trouble is, Mrs Hobbs, this
isn’t the first abduction. We’ve had a string of them in the area. This time we might be able
to catch the suspect.’
Another flicker. She tried to disguise it by turning her attention to filling our chipped
mugs with steaming brown tea but I caught her exchanging a look with her son, who’d
turned his head in our direction now. When he spoke, it was in a deep, sonorous voice and
so slowly you could have a nap between each word.
‘How you gonna catch him then?’
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I smiled nonchalantly. ‘We’ve got the churchyard and most of the village surrounded.
Over a hundred officers positioned, ready to nab him.’
Neither mother or son could hide their concern now. The old woman narrowed her
eyes at me, determined not to be taken in too easily.
‘Why can’t we see them, if there’s so many?’
Martha chuckled. ‘Camouflage, Mrs Hobbs. Stake outs like this one are a big part of
police work these days. They prefer more subtle methods than the old days of rushing in
blowing whistles and waving truncheons.’
I almost choked on my tea. Stake outs. She’d definitely been watching too many
American cop shows. All the same, her story was enough to satisfy the old woman who
glanced a second time at her son, who sat up in his chair and looked a lot less lazy suddenly.
Now was the time to turn the screw. I spoke to Martha but my words were aimed
directly at the Hobbs.
‘And when we get him, I hope our lads go easy on him Martha. Did you hear what
they did to the chap who’d snatched the little boy last year?’
‘No?’ she said, playing along with me.
I shook my head with feigned pity. ‘Well, we’re in mixed company, but let’s say he
wouldn’t be bothering the ladies after what they did to him. Of course, the report said his
injuries were caused as he resisted arrest.’
I turned back to Mrs Hobbs.
‘I hope we can catch him, rather than some of those big lads waiting in the woods,
we could probably save him a lot of pain.’
As the old woman pottered about the kitchen she positioned herself between us and
her son, clearly to mouth something at him. The guy wasn’t bright enough to hide his
difficulty in reading her lips, he frowned in puzzlement and shook his head. The old woman
tutted loudly as she turned back to me.
‘All right. We can help you. But you have to promise not to harm him. I know he’s
done wrong. But it’s not his fault. He’s just a… servant.’

Quantum Abduction by Phil Parker

15 | P a g e

Martha leaned towards the old woman, eager for details.
‘A servant of whom?’ she asked.
The old woman plonked herself down in a chair at the table with heavy finality,
sighed and shook her head.
‘You’re not going to believe what I have to tell you, young lady. You’re a scientist,
you’ll dismiss my words as the ramblings of countryfolk. You too, superintendent.’
I smiled broadly.
‘Why? Do you think I won’t believe you when you say you’ve got fairies at the
bottom of your garden?’
Mrs Hobbs’ jaw flopped open. Her son almost choked on his pipe. It took a moment
for them to recover, when she did, those rheumy eyes scrutinised mine. I could tell by the
set of her jaw she was going to be trouble.
‘They don’t like to be called by that name. It’s an insulting term.’
‘My apologies. What term shall I use? The Fair Folk? The Silent People? Or do I use
the Celtic title, Sidhe?’
My knowledge wasn’t appreciated.
‘Sidhe is correct.’ The old woman continued to scrutinise us both but now with illdisguised suspicion and dislike. ‘So, you know more than you’ve been letting on,
superintendent?’
I smiled broadly again, if only to irritate her, you often get more out of people when
their emotions rule their brains.
‘Well, the man you want isn’t bad. He’s doing as he’s told, knows life won’t be worth
living if he doesn’t obey. You can’t blame him for that, can you?’
Her voice rose up at the end so her question was genuine, not rhetorical.
‘Whose orders?’ I asked.
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The pause that followed led me to expect another lie but she stared hard at a black
knot in the wooden table as though expecting it to come alive, when she spoke her words
were carefully chosen.
‘You follow orders Superintendent, you have those above you who can ruin your
career, I’m sure. Above those people are others who have the power to do more, who could
place your life at risk if the need arose. Well, it’s just the same for this young man.’
I gave her a nod to acknowledge her effort to help me understand.
‘So abducting children continues to be the policy for the Sidhe?’
‘Continues?’ Rheumy eyes narrowed further, she knew where I was going with this.
‘Yes. In medieval times babies were frequently taken by fairies, to be replaced with
changelings. People invented charms and different means of protection to ward off such
threats, like daisy chains, a flower known to be disliked by fairies.’
‘Sidhe.’
I shrugged at her correction. ‘My point is that after a long interval, the policy of
abducting young children appears to have begun again. Are you going to tell me why?’
Her hard stare told me no.
‘Then I cannot, in all good conscience, do anything but capture this man so we can
get the truth from him.’
‘He won’t tell you anything.’
I returned the hard stare. ‘He will if I place cold iron on his skin.’
The old woman’s eyes widened. ‘You wouldn’t dare!’
‘There’s nothing in the Police and Criminal Evidence Act of 1984 that says I can’t. It
wasn’t written with minority groups, like the Sidhe, in mind.’
Mrs Hobbs sat back in her chair and heaved a big sigh. She knew she was beaten.
‘Most of them are infertile. Comes from being so long-lived I suppose. They take
these kids to continue the race. They’re not harmed, superintendent. After a while any
memory they have of their old life fades. They’re valued beyond anything the Sidhe possess.

Quantum Abduction by Phil Parker

17 | P a g e

They will live happy lives, often marrying the few Sidhe who are fertile, so they can prolong
the bloodlines.’
I nodded. I’d guessed as much, certain myths reinforced her story. All the same, this
race couldn’t just turn up in the middle of our villages and kidnap kids. I smiled at the old
woman to demonstrate my appreciation for her help.
‘You have a connection with them, don’t you? Your name is the clue. A hob is an
ancient term for a sprite, a demon, the kind of name Elizabethans used for the Sidhe.’
One side of the woman’s mouth curled upwards.
‘You know your stuff, Superintendent. But there’s more human blood running
through my veins these days. My family have always lived here, we’ve been gatekeepers for
a long time.’
Martha nudged my arm and I instinctively glanced through the window and down
the garden. The man’s chestnut hair couldn’t be missed as he made his way through the
churchyard towards the stone archway, a struggling child in his arms. We jumped up quickly,
scraping our chairs noisily on stone slabs but Davey was already at the door. His movement
had been little more than a blur, he stared at me angrily.
‘You ain’t leaving!’
Gone was the slow diction and relaxed posture, his eyes held a manic quality I didn’t
like but I wasn’t going to allow another child to be abducted. I rushed him, felt the force of
his fist strike my jaw, jerking my head back painfully so I saw stars for a few seconds. I
realised Martha was at my side and hoped this guy would be chivalrous where she was
concerned.
The man was in the process of straightening up, watching for my next move and paid
little attention to Martha’s dance moves. She’d once told me she’d studied ballet as a young
woman, I doubted those studies included the swift kick that reached Davey’s groin.
He dropped to the floor with a loud and high-pitched howl. Martha ran past him,
bashing his head painfully with her rucksack filled with her equipment. Still holding my jaw,
which ached like crazy, I raced after her. Or tried to keep up. Despite her luggage her long
legs pumped like pistons as she sprinted down the garden path.

Quantum Abduction by Phil Parker

18 | P a g e

The young man looked up as Mrs Hobbs called from her cottage door as she helped
her son to his feet. Our pursuit gave our male model greater urgency but the struggling,
squealing kid didn’t help. When he reached the archway he dug into the pocket of the
blazer-like jacket he wore, took out something which looked like a hairnet and draped it
over the little girl’s blonde curls. Her struggling stopped abruptly, he sat her down like a rag
doll before checking to see how close we were. Satisfied he had time, he crouched at the
flying buttress, took something else out of his pocket and placed it against the base of the
stone column. He was up again after half a minute, hurrying under the archway towards the
church wall.
Martha was through the garden gate when she stopped. She bent down and must
have picked something up because she drew her arm back and pelted it with the skill and
strength of a member of the England cricket team. She didn’t wait to see what happened
but kept running.
Panting, lungs burning, jaw still aching, I approached the garden gate in time to see
something hit the man on the cheek just as he was about to crouch again. He staggered
backwards, lost his balance and keeled forwards.
By the time I got there Martha sat on top of the suspect, her rucksack planted firmly
by his head, as she straddled his body. The man made no attempt to struggle, he may have
been suffering from a mild concussion though some of Martha’s equipment contained small
amounts of iron which might have subdued him.
I’ve had enough experience of such situations to make sure an arrest is secure and
the welfare of potential victims has been assessed and measures undertaken. Martha was
more than happy to restrain our Sidhe visitor in the same position, while she discreetly
examined him.
Once I took the silver latticework off the little girl’s head she blinked a few times as
she tried to focus her eyesight and then began to cry. I’ve had my share of dealing with
upset kids, it’s a big relief that, at that age, they accept police officers as the representation
of security. She buried her head against my chest as her sobs turned to sniffs. I kept
repeating my mantra, telling her she was safe and I’d get her home again quickly. It helped
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but fear is irrational, kids need to be distracted. I asked her to look across at the man laid on
the grass.
‘Look how Martha is teaching him a lesson,’ I said as light-heartedly as I could. ‘It
looks like he’s eating grass, doesn’t it?’
She smiled and nodded.
‘He’s not going to get me, is he?’
Martha grinned at the little girl. ‘This silly man isn’t going anywhere, I’m going to
keep sitting on him. I think I might use him as an armchair.’
That got a little chuckle.
I reached in my jacket and phoned Constable Wicks. He was with us a couple of
minutes later. He proved to be a natural where the little girl was concerned, he got her
wearing his helmet and saluted her, she chuckled at that.
Mrs Hobbs, minus her son who I suspected wasn’t ready to face Martha, joined us.
She’d lost much of her earlier truculence, in fact she appeared rather subdued.
Constable Wicks understood my subtle wink and casually sauntered through the
churchyard with the little girl, whose name was Maisie, it turned out. He’d phoned the local
nick who were sending a car to pick them up.
‘What are you going to do Superintendent?’ Mrs Hobbs asked quietly.
I was trying to decide.
The description Mr Collins had given us had been accurate. The young man was
exceptionally good looking, a little feminine in his features I thought. He had the bluest eyes
I’d ever seen, they blazed, I couldn’t find another word to define their intensity. His hair had
a rich chestnut hue and wasn’t a variation on the usual ginger or strawberry blonde, the
combination with such startling blue eyes made the young man distinctive. He would have
made a perfect male model. I felt a little disappointed he didn’t have pointed ears, though
his eyes were the same almond shape as the old woman standing next to me, looking
anxious as she waited for my answer.
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He didn’t speak our language. Mrs Hobbs had only a smattering of vocabulary which
was going to make communication difficult. It frustrated Martha who had the source of so
much knowledge pinned silently to the ground. The young man stared up at her with a
mixture of fear and bewilderment.
They were all factors which helped me arrive at a decision.
We weren’t dealing with someone from another country where we could obtain an
interpreter. This young man was an alien. He might not have landed in a spaceship, wear a
spacesuit or greet us with an upward palm and a gap between his second and third fingers.
This alien had committed crimes, for which part of society would demand punishment.
Another group would share Martha’s motives, to gather information from him so we could
understand more about a race who had abducted our children for centuries. Perhaps do
more than seek to understand, to determine the level of threat these aliens posed.
We’d called them fairies. The Victorians had turned them into small, winged
creatures with an appearance akin to flowers. That image would soon change, people would
rediscover the distrust our Elizabethan ancestors felt for them. Distrust we could now turn
into threats, even punishment.
My superiors, and those beyond them, would have no idea what to do with this
young man who had simply followed orders. They lived lengthy lives, were we going to
imprison this chap for centuries? We didn’t even know what the Sidhe ate or drank. We
could poison this guy without knowing it. I couldn’t dismiss the horror scenario either, the
unscrupulous scientific investigation of an alien body, after all, human rights legislation
wouldn’t apply to the Sidhe.
All this ran through my brain in double-quick time. Every time the conclusion
remained the same. Much as it went against the grain for a copper who’d been catching
criminals all his life. I had to let this guy go.
For him to take a message back to his superiors.
That was another reason for my decision. Incarcerating him wouldn’t stop the
abductions. Sending him back with a threat might.

Quantum Abduction by Phil Parker

21 | P a g e

There wasn’t much time, my colleagues would be hurrying to join us and I had to act
before they arrived. Martha let the guy get up, he kept glancing at her rather fearfully as he
held the cheek that was already developing a nasty bruise and starting to swell. With Mrs
Hobbs’ help we communicated the message he was to deliver to his superiors, one of which
was apparently some sort of queen. The young man looked petrified at the idea but he
realised he was getting the better end of the deal.
Martha watched in fascination as the man placed a deep yellow crystal against the
wall of the church, on a metal plate hidden beneath the grass and dead leaves, just as he
had on the other side of the archway.
Seconds after putting the crystal in place and hurriedly stepping backwards, we felt
the air around us change. I’m no scientist so I can’t define it any better than the air
thickened. A few seconds after that, a sparkling yellow curtain of dazzling brightness
tumbled from the keystone in the arch. It looked and sounded like dozens of glasses of
fizzing champagne before it earthed in the soil at the base of the archway. It was beautiful.
The young man, face and clothes bathed in yellow light, looked at us and bowed
politely before walking into the curtain. For a second, perhaps two, I could just make out his
outline but when it disappeared, so did the yellow curtain.
Martha wasted no time in hurrying to collect the crystals, they were our guarantee
these doorways couldn’t be used again but I knew she’d spend weeks, months, investigating
their properties.
Mrs Hobbs moved closer.
‘It ain’t surprising human beings thought fairies capable of magic, when you see
something like that, is it?’
I nodded. Arthur C Clarke had been the one to suggest an advanced civilisation’s
technology could appear as magic. We might understand the theory behind wormholes,
even debate whether they allowed movement from one dimension to another, but to have
made it happen more than a thousand years ago? No wonder humanity was in left in awe,
and fear.
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‘Thank you, superintendent, for what you’ve done for that young man. He’ll be
punished for failing in his mission and for being caught. But I expect it will be a slightly
kinder fate than the one he’d experience here. Human beings don’t deal with strangers very
well, do they?’
That was an understatement.
I’d taken an enormous gamble, gone against everything in the rule book and it made
me feel guilty. You don’t subscribe to a value system for over forty years without its tenets
coming back to bite you when you ignore them, but this, I told myself, was about the
Greater Good.
‘Do you think they’ll stop abducting kids now? I’m sure there are a lot more portals
like this one around the country, aren’t there?’
My question got a slow nod.
‘Human beings used to fear the Sidhe because of their magic, fear gave them
confidence to commit such crimes. Now the tables have turned. Humanity’s fear could
trigger a threat. That might change their minds.’
Martha had joined us, still holding the two yellow crystals
in the palm of one hand.
‘Even if it means their infertility will cause the race to die
out?’
Mrs Hobbs didn’t reply immediately, a glance showed tears forming in those old
eyes. ‘Theirs is a sad story. They possess enormous knowledge, have done for millennia, but
the one thing they’ve never been able to discover is how to keep their race alive.’
Without another word she
turned and hobbled to her garden gate.
A good hour later, after
establishing to my colleagues how the
suspect had outwitted us and escaped,
we sat in the garden of a village pub.
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Early evening retained the warmth of the day still, bees buzzed in a nearby rose garden and
birds had begun their twilight chorus early.
‘You surprised me today, Martha.’
She grinned as she placed her glass of beer on the wooden bench and wiped a few
flecks of foam from her top lip.
‘My education didn’t only include science. I was the captain of the school rounders
team, I was a damn good bowler.’
I chuckled and chugged down some of the delightful ale in my glass. It was a local
brew and one I was going to look out for in future.
‘Did I do the right thing, Martha?’
I watched her over the rim of my glass. The topic hadn’t been mentioned and that
worried me. I knew how important kids had been to her, how the abductions had
penetrated her professional objectivity.
‘Yes George, you did.’ She took another swig, I knew she hadn’t finished. ‘What
would we have done with that young man? He represented the opening of a different kind
of Pandora’s box, one where the human race would be forced to confront the fact they are
not as advanced as they think they are. I think humanity would resume its fear of the Sidhe.
Even though our weapons offer security measures well beyond daisy chains!’
‘We can’t guarantee they won’t return.’
A shrug. ‘Once I analyse the crystals I’ll understand their portals more, perhaps find a
way to keep them closed this side.’
That made me frown as I knew I had to make something clear.
‘You realise you can never publish your findings?’
That earned me a crooked smile. ‘Of course. I work with you George so I can learn
and discover. I’m not interested in building a reputation for my research. Just knowing can
be enough.’
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I smiled again, relieved. We sipped our ale silently and enjoyed the evening. I felt
tired after such a stressful day. I stared into my beer as I pondered the idea of retirement. I
quickly dismissed it. Without anything else to do, or anyone to do it with, my life was empty.
What else was I going to do?
I noticed Martha watching me, her eyes
glistened with the imminent arrival of tears.
‘I don’t think anyone other than the two of us
would appreciate the reason for the Sidhe’s conduct,
do you George?’
I sighed. She’d raised the subject I’d been
striving hard to ignore. She kept going.
‘Our superiors, the authorities, society in
general would judge them harshly for abducting kids. Yet they were acting out of
desperation, weren’t they?’
I nodded, a lump was growing in my throat.
‘We understand what that’s like, don’t we George?’
I nodded again and reached across the bench, took her hand and squeezed it.
‘You’d have made a great mum, Martha.’
‘And you, you old softie, would have made a great dad.’
I thanked her and hid my face in the glass as I tipped it up to empty its nectar-like
contents.

