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A detective called russell sits in his office and ponders a murder which took place in a 6 story block of flats, where the murderer seemed to escape and disappear from the face of the earth.

Its 12:00 am, raining, DCI Russel is working overtime in his office trying to figure out what happened

How can someone jump six stories and not plunge to their death? It doesn't make any sense. Why he seemed to disappear off the face of the Earth? So stupid!

 Must look at the evidence again, 11:00 the systems of the flats have a registration of someone buzzing in. No CCTV, bloody outdated dump, bloody tories. (bats it off like a fly) No point blaming them, your a trained detective for christs sake. And look where that's got you. (pulls a bottle of whiskey from a cupboard beneath his desk, flicks the cap off and takes a swig) Looks like im walking home again tonight.

11:30 neighbours hear arguments,shouting, screaming. I hope the kids are alright, I miss them like crazy,(takes out his phone about to ring them) she's probably got them to bed by now, I'll call them in the morning, seeing them on thursday. She’ll probably be there pissed as usual. ‘Russell you never make an effort’ ‘All you do is work’. Gimmie a break. Fuck sake.

They call the police who arrive on the scene within 10 minutes to find what seems like no one home, they bust the door down to find a lady with 5 stab wounds and an open window with some fibres gusting in the wind. 5 stab wounds... what malicious bastard would do that!

No murder weapon. No trace of any suspect. Fucking typical, just when the bloody rent is due they dump this case on me. Costs are stacking up and (in a bust of anger, he clears the table in one swoop of all the contents)  they give me this dead end case to work on! Ahhh you idiot (he throws a punch at the wall already loose wall falls to the floor)

(Put his hands through his hair and throws them to the table in a whimper goes into his coat pocket, pulls out some cigarettes, lights a fag and slups into his chair) Ahhhh, I'm lost, how can we have little evidence and no motive for the woman to die. She according to her neighbours and friends was quiet, reserved. Unlikely she would be one to let a stranger in. 

‘Alright Russell missing something mate? Your so dopey, miles away!’ Come on russell your better than that. Remember, look at what your dad always told you! ‘Take a step back, think’
Good old dad always knew how to stay calm. Trust yourself. Think about it. 

I turned on the scene 20 minutes after they discovered the body. What if the suspect didn't jump out of the window? A bit strange to find some fabric left there? However there didn't seem to be any falling damage below. Ahargg! Its like they slipped right past me.

Wait? Maybe they did?

Retrace your steps. I walked up to the door the usual hustle and bustle, Juile giving me the rundown. Next to me….. a person walking away from the scene. Nothing out of the ordinary but one distinct frayed end on their jeans. The rip! That's it! The fibres on the window! They never jumped out they walk right past us in front of our eyes. Cleaning staff escorted by the police, that cleaner knows something, I need to find out.

 
