
 

 

A BRIDGE OVER TROUBLED WATER 
 
CHAPTER 1 
 
Julian and Daniel were just not getting on, continuous arguments, usually about the same thing. 
Although they knew that this was playing out in thousands of households throughout the country, 
it really didn’t help their own situation. 
 
Julian Davy loved his 14 year old son dearly and was desperate to find a solution to the constant 
bickering. He decided, that instead laying down rules that Dan just had to follow there had to be a 
better way. 
 
Dan is a straight A student, bringing copious amount of praise from all his tutors . He never has to 
be reminded to do his homework, always completed before or on time. He even gets his chores 
done. 
 
Of course, you are probably well ahead of me loyal reader. 
 
Yes, you’re right .... son and father argued constantly about the amount of time Dan spent on his 
phone or laptop. Julian felt the time should be limited and Dan reckoned that once he had com-
pleted his tasks, his time was his own. 
 
‘Daniel, can we have a word please ?’ Dan turned around muttering ‘Oh not again’, ‘Of course 
Dad’ he said in a much louder voice, ‘what would you like to talk about ?’ 
 
Julian explained yet again that he thought Dan spent far too much time on the internet. Dan re-
sponded by saying it was probably no more than  he and Mum spent watching tv or Netflix. 
 
Knowing that that an argument was in the offing yet again, Julian lowered his voice and said ‘Per-
haps you and I could do more things together son’. ‘Anything in mind?’ enquired Dan. 
‘Well I was reading an article in the Times all about magnet fishing.’ ‘Eh?’ was the response. ‘Ba-
sically you attach a very strong magnet to a rope and sling it into some water and drag it back in 
again. Anything made of ferrous metal will attach itself to the magnet, it’s like metal detecting only 
in water.’ Not overly impressed ‘No silver or gold coins then’ retorted Dan. Not wanting a confron-
tation Julian pressed on. 
 
‘Just let me organise it all Dan and we’ll give it a go.’ ‘OK’ Dad. 
 
Julian went on line and organised a next day delivery for all the equipment, this would enable 
them to make a start this weekend. As he worked at home on Fridays he was there to receive the 
parcel on arrival. Like a kid at Christmas he frantically opened up the package. Magnet, 20m rope, 
scraper, 2 x strong rubber gloves, all present and correct. 
 
Smithy Bridge is a  medieval footbridge and they arrived on a beautiful sunny Sunday afternoon. 
Although Dan lacked enthusiasm initially, now he was insisting that he should have the first throw. 
After all the preparation was completed and some discussion where to start, Dan threw the mag-
net in the river as it flowed under the bridge. It took  moments to sink and Dan started dragging it 
along the river bed back to the bridge. Meeting little resistance as the magnet tumbled over the 
stony river bed......... 
 
CHAPTER 2 
 
But then it seemed to snag on something for a moment.  Amazingly it seemed that they had 
‘caught’ something at their very first attempt and Dan began hauling the rope in.  If they had 



 

 

caught something it was clearly not very heavy but Dan could tell there was something attached 
to the magnet. But before whatever it was broke the surface a Range Rover skidded to a halt in a 
shower of gravel beside them and a man leapt out shouting angrily “What the hell do you think 
you are doing? This is private land – I have called the police and they will be here any moment”. 
 
Julian was about to tell him in no uncertain terms that it was a free country but Dan put his hand 
on his father’s arm and managed to stop him from saying anything and making the situation 
worse.  Not all of Dan’s time on the internet was as pointless as his father thought.  In fact Dan 
was far more intelligent and inquisitive for his tender years than his father imagined.  He had done 
his research and knew that they should not be magnet fishing on private land without the permis-
sion of the owner.  And clearly this was private land although he knew there was a public right of 
way along the rough track which passed over the bridge so they were perfectly within their rights 
to be where they were – but not to be magnet fishing.  Dan quietly explained this to his father 
whilst the man was having a very angry conversation with somebody by phone. 
 
Dan’s action to shut him up had given Julian time to think.  He realised that their accuser was Sir 
Simon Booth a well-known local figure.  Well-known for being a manipulative bully and generally 
obnoxious character.  There were many rumours of his involvement in all sorts of underhand and 
illegal activities and he was far from popular in the local town and in the surrounding countryside.  
But Julian also knew that Sir Simon had the ear of many of the County set and the local Chief 
Constable so it was quite possible he would be able to summon the police to attend what was 
surely a minor matter in a way no ordinary mortal would be able to.  And sure enough a police 
Land Rover suddenly appeared, blue light flashing, turning off the main road onto the track. 
 
Julian now accepted that he and Dan were in the wrong to be magnet fishing on private land - 
although surely that was not proven – the magnet had not yet been brought to the surface.  But 
there had to be some other reason for Sir Simon to be so excited?  What was down there?  What 
could be attached to the magnet? 
 
From his own position in the community Julian was friendly with many members of the local po-
lice force and knew that most of them were very suspicious of Sir Simon despite his links to the 
Chief Constable. Almost certainly whichever officer was driving the Land Rover about to arrive 
would be more sympathetic to Julian and Dan than they would be to Sir Simon’s ranting and rav-
ing but Julian would somehow have to alert the police officers to Sir Simon’s unnatural excite-
ment.  Perhaps the best thing to do would be to lift the magnet from the water before the police 
arrived and see just what they had caught. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 3 
 
Meanwhile Sir Simon put his phone back in his Range Rover and approached Julian and Dan, 
knowing the Police Land Rover was coming up the lane towards them.  Dan gave the line to his 
father and Julian started to pull on the line. Both Dan and Sir Simon lent forward and looked over 
the parapet of the bridge. Just then the object broke the surface of the stream and immediately 
the line went slack, with the magnet flying up into the air, with nothing attached. The item whatev-
er it was disappeared below the surface.  
 
The young and inexperienced, Police Sergeant Bill Stokes appeared on the bridge and looked 
towards Sir Simon, for a comment. Talking uncharacteristically calmly Sir Simon Booth then ex-
plained to the Policeman, that it must have been all a terrible misunderstanding, that nothing was 
awry and no harm was done, and that he must apologise for wasting the good sergeant’s valua-
ble time.  



 

 

So with that the Policeman recorded everybody’s name and address in his pocketbook and sent 
Julian and Dan on their way. As they walked back down the lane to their car, they both comment-
ed on how Sir Simon had changed his tune so swiftly and wondered why? 
 
In the car, on the way back home, Julian and Dan chatted constantly, and they agreed that their 
day hadn’t gone quite as planned, but that they were very pleased not to be sitting in a police in-
terview room.  
 
Safely back home, Julian then remarked that it was a shame their new sport hadn’t produced any 
trophies. But Dan disagreed and showed his father the picture he had managed to snap of the 
fishing magnet on his phone. Zooming in, a light blue steel container appeared on the screen with 
the letters PARATHI… showing faintly and an even fainter yellow TOXIC logo. Dan immediately 
looked at Google on the home PC.  I think that’s Parathion, which is a highly toxic insecticide and 
is banned throughout the world. So what was that doing at the bottom of that stream? Julian 
asked Dan if he thought Sir Simon had seen it too, and they both agreed that it seems very likely 
following his rapid change of demeanour as Sergeant Stokes appeared.  Still chatting about the 
incident, it was just before midnight when they headed off to their beds.  
 
The sound of breaking glass woke Dan with a start.  What was that he thought, did that come 
from downstairs? He sat up in bed and checked his phone, which was on the bedside table. It 
was 3:35 AM. He got out of bed and as he headed along the landing, his father appeared at his 
doorway, obviously also woken by the noise. They could hear the sound of whispering, and rus-
tling, as kitchen drawers were being opened and checked. Julian lifted his finger to his mouth, 
prompting silence. Dan lifted his phone in response and showed that he was calling 999. Julian’s 
mouth was dry and his heart was beating quickly, but knowing the police were not far away, he 
headed down the stairs to check. 
 
CHAPTER 4 
 
Julian crept down the stairs making as little noise as possible.  There were muffled voices from 
the kitchen as he leaned towards the door, and a slight clunk as a something fell.  It was difficult 
to make out what they were saying, but he picked up the words, ‘on the taps . . . and the cooker . 
. . now the fridge’.  There was a distant sound of a car approaching, and they went quiet. 
 
‘Quick, we must move’, he heard, ‘put the stuff away’.  A scrape, a thump and a hidden hand 
started to turn the door handle.  Julian stepped back into the shadows at the foot of the stairs just 
as the door opened and a dark figure emerged and then a second.  Julian started to move for-
ward and felt a restraining hand on his shoulder.  He looked round and saw Dan making a slight 
shake of his head.  The dark figures moved toward the back door, there was a turn of the key and 
they were gone - just as footsteps were approaching on the front drive and a ring of the doorbell. 
 
‘’I understand there’s a bit of bother said the uniformed figure. 
‘Thank God you’re here’ said Julian, ‘there were men in the kitchen, going through the drawers.  
They ran away through the back door’. 
‘Take us through to the kitchen, we’ll deal with this now.  Just stay where you are’ 
Julian pointed to the kitchen then followed the police in.  There was little to see in the kitchen, 
nearly everything seemed to be in order.  The police moved around checking, then picked up a 
glass that had been knocked on its side. 
‘They must be the tidiest crooks I’ve seen’ said the first 
‘Nothing taken, nothing out of place – can’t see what they would be looking for’ said Sgt Stokes 
‘There’s a broken window’, said Julian showing them. 
‘Must have been disturbed.  We’ll get going now, nothing more we can do here now.  Forensics 
will be round in the morning.  And you’ll need to come in and make a statement at the station.  
Mind if I have a glass of water’, the sergeant said as he picked up the glass and went to the tap. 
 



 

 

The house was quiet again.  Julian turned to Dan, ‘Did you see them?’ 
‘Just a glimpse over your shoulder.  Did you see the rubber gloves and masks they were wearing?  
Why would they do that?’ 
‘Who knows? But we better get some sleep, we’ll need to be sharp in the morning.  And don’t 
touch anything in the kitchen just to be sure’ 
 
In the morning, forensics were there carefully checking the broken window, dusting the kitchen for 
fingerprints, and looking for footprints in the garden. 
 
Julian and Dan went down to the station to make their statements to the detective around eleven. 
‘Not a lot to tell.  We disturbed them and they scarpered’, said Julian.  Just as they signed the 
statement and were about to leave the detective asked, ‘Did Sgt Stokes seem alright to you last 
night’ he asked as they were leaving, ‘he called in sick this morning.  “Not like him at all” 
“seemed alright to us” 
 
They drove back in silence, Dan was checking his phone until suddenly he said, ‘Hey dad, thou-
sands of fish have been found dead in the river, downstream from the bridge.  Looks like there’s 
been a spillage of some kind and it’s on Sir Simon’s land’.  
 
 
CHAPTER 5 
 
When Julian and his son reached home they sat and thought for a time, and then Julian asked 
Dan to look again at his computer and ask it for more details about Parathion, what it looks like 
and what effects it would have on fish.  He thought the canister must have been pierced on falling 
again into the water and that whatever was inside would be washed into the stream downside of 
the bridge. 
 
Don came back from the Google description, having learned that it was extremely lethal to fish, 
the article also said that it was without colour, taste or smell.  After a long pause, Julian said “ I’ve 
been thinking about what our uninvited guests said before they departed so suddenly, they men-
tioned about putting the stuff away, and could it be that they had put the “stuff” around the kitch-
en”  Luckily they had not been in the kitchen that morning, having  treated themselves  to a fry-up 
at the local Breakfast Bar before going to the station. 
 
“Even more importantly, was that substance a very toxic insecticide, and had Sgt Stokes drunk 
  a minute quantity from the drinking glass?” 
 
They lost no time in ringing the police to tell them of their thoughts, and were pleased to hear that 
the Sergeant had called again to say that after being violently sick he appeared to be O.K. but 
was being checked by the Police doctor this afternoon  In the meantime could  they avoid using 
the kitchen and they would send a specialist to test for chemicals. 
Needless to say, they waited for the expert to come to test the kitchen surfaces, but could not 
avoid bringing to mind what had happened at the river bank, and to ask themselves a few ques-
tions.  What had caused Sir Simon to turn up at the bridge so soon after their arrival? Why had he 
so suddenly changed his tune when he saw that it was only a ‘canister’ that they had caught (and 
lost)? And then to the visitors to the kitchen, why were they really there and who had sent them, if 
other than the bullying knight? 
 
A polite ringing of the bell, proclaimed the arrival of Dr. Charles, the toxicologist who paradoxically 
was a woman.  She asked to be directed to the kitchen, and told us that the matter was now 
more serious than we had thought   Sgt Stokes had suffered a relapse and was in the hospital 
fighting for his life.  If he should die the police would be looking for whoever was responsible with 
a  view of bringing a charge of manslaughter, at least. 
 



 

 

After a while Dr Charles returned from the kitchen – confirmed that a substance had in fact been 
put onto the fridge, etc. but had also found a rubber glove, apparently dropped by the intruders, 
which had  been cut on something.   If the substance, should it be proved to be parathion, then 
there could be a very sick thief out there.  
 
 
 
CHAPTER 6 
 
Dr Charles got onto the phone to Jack Smithers , the Detective in charge of the case and ex-
plained the situation to him. 
He immediately sprang into action telling Dr.Charles to seal up the kitchen as it would need to be 
fully cleaned before use again. 
He said he would contact all the hospitals in the area to see if anyone had turned up with Parathi-
on poisoning and put out a newsflash warning the intruders of the possible danger they could be 
in. 
Julian and Dan were asked to return to the Police Station to go over what had happened and tell 
him where they had seen the canister in the river.  
As they discussed the case it became apparent that the two burglars far from taking anything 
were actually leaving traces of  parathion around the kitchen.  
The Detective said it seemed very likely that Sir Simon Booth was in this up to his neck, but prov-
ing it would be quite difficult. He had the ear of the Chief Constable and a good deal of evidence 
would be required to get him to Court. 
 It would appear that Sir Simon was trying to implicate the father and son by leaving traces of the 
poison in their house and would then probably accuse them of throwing the canister into the river 
at the bridge with the evidence from Sergeant Bill Stokes that they were actually there. 
Dan stood up. “Perhaps we can help you,” he said.  
“How’s that?” replied the Detective 
“We can be as devious as Sir Simon,  by setting a trap for him.” 
“What do you mean?” enquired the detective. 
“Well perhaps if me and Dad contacted him and said we know it was him that polluted the river 
with Parathion and more seriously poisoned Sergeant Stokes and we have evidence to prove it. 
We could arrange to meet him to show him the evidence and possibly ask for money to keep qui-
et. Just to make it a bit more interesting” 
“Steady on.” said Julian getting to his feet in excitement (or was it fear). 
“It could be very dangerous.” said Detective Smithers. “This man seems to have no principles at 
all.” 
“Go on Dad, Let's do this together. You wanted us to do more things together” 
“Yes, but I didn’t mean this sort of thing.” Julian replied. But seeing the disappointment in his 
son's eyes he swallowed hard and in a voice that didn’t seem to belong to him said “Ok son, let's 
go for it” 
“Well if you are sure,” the detective said, “we need to work out a foolproof plan. 
All three sat around the table and talked about the things they needed to consider and finally they 
came up with a plan they all agreed on. 
 
“Let's hope this works.” said Detective Smithers, “ or I could lose my Job.” 
“Let's hope this works,” repeated Julian,” or we could lose a lot more than that.” 
 
 
CHAPTER 7 
 
The planning was laid in detail, with every possibility considered like a chess grandmaster in a 
crucial match.  Neither Julian, Dan or the local police wanted to get caught out or fall victim to the 
powerful people involved so it was with great care that the father and son team drafted and re-



 

 

drafted the email to Sir Simon that would start the chain of events, after all as every chess  expert 
knows, it’s the knight that is more tricky than any other piece. 
 
The police had arranged that every scrap of evidence be collected so with blind copies included 
the first email went to Sir Simon Booth awaiting his response, whilst Julian and Dan, with their 
kitchen out of action, spent their time going over the details and considering the local take away 
options. 
 
The phone rang, it was Detective Sergeant Smithers, 
 
“A bit of news for you boys.  In the light of the toxicology report we have had divers down at the 
bridge to see what can be found but it looks like there has been a lot of activity prior to our arrival 
and it was all clean”  His tone sounded serious, “So don’t count on material evidence in that quar-
ter.  Any word from Booth?” 
 
“None at all sergeant but we will let you know the minute anything occurs” 
 
The phone was just replaced when a small parcel arrived through the letter box.  Dan got up to  
see what it was when a sense of foreboding came over him.  Dan and Julian looked at one anoth-
er and without saying a word dived into the lounge before the hallway filled with a bright flash and 
their ears rang from a significant explosion. 
 
As the dust settled Julian propped himself against the back of the sofa and rang the police, in-
forming them of the situation and raising medical help and security support.  Their lives were in 
danger and what had seemed like a great adventure was now looking very ugly. 
 
Meanwhile Detective Sergeant Smithers had enlisted some colleagues’ help, without alerting the 
Chief Constable, and a task force was despatched to the Booth estate with a search warrant.  
 
The mixture of local police and others from a nearby force came to the  door which was opened 
by one of the staff, quickly followed by Sir Simon, issuing loud protestations and threats of the 
Chief Constable’s wrath, at which point one of the local bobbies shouted out, 
 
“You’re not Sir Simon!  I went to school with Sir Simon and I would know him anywhere.  You’re 
an imposter!” 
 
He turned and ran before anyone could stop him and the police rushed in after their apparent 
suspect.  Within less than a minute from the courtyard came the sound of a sports car as it sped 
out through the archway and down the drive at a great rate of knots swerving wildly until it collid-
ed with a stone wall and came to an ignominious halt, the driver unconscious.  In seconds the po-
lice task force were on hand to find not only the unconscious driver but stage facial make-up and 
hair piece used in his disguise. 
 
Further investigation revealed that the real Sir Simon had been abducted and killed a year earlier 
by a criminal gang who had used the well to do knight as a cover for their illegal work including 
disposal of chemicals and conspired with the Chief Constable to keep it all quiet. 
 
As Dan and Julian received the news and the grateful thanks of Detective Smithers they reflected 
on the whole episode, 
 
“I’d say real life is a lot more exciting than computer games” was Dan’s conclusion 
 
“But” observed Julian, “Perhaps not as safe!”  
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