Bransill the murderer.
My name is bransill I was born on the 6th January 1110 little river Scotland. I have spent all my days with my brother, Barfort and some of them with my sister Elisabeth, my Mother and my Farther. When I was 9-10 are Farther was killed at war. Mother kept this news from us. Me and Barfort we were so angry we slaughtered her in the night. We started robbing and murdering to stay alive. Then friends and strangers started to hirer us to 

Get rid of people we charged them then did the gob.      

   I remember one night Barfort got found on the balcony of one of our victim’s houses. I had already climbed down and found a hay cart I placed it under the balcony I kicked the wall three times and Barfort hurled himself of the balcony and on to the hay cart. We ran off into the night.” Thanks Bransill “Barfort had said.

      “Now before I start my next story I want to ask you, on the night Barfort got stuck on the balcony I was so worried (not only because he was my brother , but because he was the only kin I had left ) have you ever felt like that? 
     I still recall, before my mother and farther died, we went on a beach trip, it was my birthday and we were having great fun. Farther was swimming, me, Barfort and Elizabeth were playing in the shallows and mother was setting out the picnic. That’s when it happened. Well anyway we decided to play hide and seek in the dunes. Elizabeth was the seeker, after a couple of hours, Elizabeth still hadn’t found me. So I went looking for her then I saw a trail of blood. I followed it then the trickle of blood got deep and there she was her dead eyes starring at me, ginger hair died red, her blue eyes lifeless 

    I don’t like to talk about the rest there was no funeral for we could not afford it , but she was deeply missed.   
