Suspect A

Saturday
[bookmark: _GoBack]The only thing I hate more than filing is accounts. There’s just something soul-destroying about the whole thing: flicking through a year’s worth of receipts? I just don’t have that sort of brain. I’ll be lucky if I’ve kept even half of them, and then I end up getting into trouble for getting it all wrong. I’m just not cut out for this sort of work. And the boss is just so inconsiderate., He comes in every morning chatting and singing like he hasn’t got a care in the world – whilst all the time piling more and more work on me. I wish someone would wipe that smile off his face. ‘You’re the money man’ he keeps saying. Well I’m not. I’m not ‘The Money Man’. I’m Peter. He needs to remember who I am and treat me like a human being.
Tuesday
Burnt myself starting up the damn fire this morning – and it’s not like we don’t need it. The place is bloody freezing at this time of year. Got a burn on my hand that’s stinging like hell. Dunno if its best to cover it or let the air get to it. Been getting looked after by Bonnie all day. She’s like the mum in this place – wouldn’t get through most days without her. She said she’ll put a dressing on it later. Skin has bubbled though; I can’t even look at it. 

Suspect B
Sunday
Sunday and I’m in work. You can’t write it. Would normally be at church but I suppose this once it won’t hurt to miss. Wouldn’t have wanted to miss today’s show anyway.  Been putting that shop window display up all week ‘working’ with Doreen. She’s a clogger – and by that I mean she lumps stuff round like a builder. No finesse there at all to get the produce in place. It’s a big window too. Loads of passers-by – I’ve been waving to them as they go past. Brightens things up I suppose. Anyway. Looks really nice now. Everything just so. I told Mr Heritage that Doreen had done naff all and he called her in to tick her off. Out she runs five minutes later in tears. Well at least he knows who the real talent is round here.
Tuesday

Seen Ophelia Myers coming out of the entry when I came back from lunch break. I hung around to make sure she was ok. Went to talk to her but saw she was fixing her clothes and straightening her hair. Didn’t want to embarrass her. I watched from a way back. The Out steps a young Mr. No idea what they’ve been up to down there, though I can guess. No one else around to see, thankfully. I worry for the girl, I really do. God knows it’s hard enough for a woman without getting a ‘reputation’. Lad looked very pleased with himself.

Suspect C

Friday

If people had listened to me from the start, we would not be in this mess. Christmas nearly on us and starting to run low on food. Just wouldn’t have happened on my watch. I’ve got it written down on a note on my desk. ‘More poultry and game needed for Xmas rush.’ Told Heritage last month but nothing was done. No foresight. He realised today that we were pretty perilously short. We’ll not get near. Couldn’t help stifling a laugh under my breath as he did stock take. ‘Running low, Mr. Heritage?’ I chuckled. He doesn’t really talk much at the best of times.

Wednesday

Seems like a little bird has had a word with the boss about my attitude. He’s got me cleaning toilets this morning. Not exactly my daily duties but who am I to argue? I still need a job to keep a roof over my head don’t I? It’s not the sort of thing I should be doing, this. The stench is unbelievable. I’m having to spend my mornings up to my elbows in other peoples’ excrement. It doesn’t exactly give you a great appetite for lunch, I’ll be honest. Turns my stomach, it does. Can hardly bear to look at my soup most days.
