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Prologue
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When Eleanor Middleton takes the 5:15 train to visit her old friend, Margaret Redfern, she witnesses something chilling: as another train momentarily runs parallel to hers, she sees a man strangling a woman. It lasts only a few seconds, but the horror is unmistakable. Eleanor reports the crime immediately, but no body is found. No missing persons match the description of the victim, blonde, fur coat, delicate hands reaching for help.

Margaret Redfern, an unassuming yet razor-sharp former schoolteacher with a penchant for solving puzzles, believes Eleanor completely. If no body has been found, it simply means someone has gone to great lengths to hide it.

Using maps, train timetables, and her unerring logic, Margaret determines that the most likely location for the body is the estate of Thornfield Grange, home of the wealthy yet secretive Wainwright family. With the help of her sharp-witted niece, Clara Redfern, Margaret arranges for Clara to take a job as a temporary housekeeper at the Grange. It isn’t long before Clara uncovers something disturbing, strands of blonde hair caught in an old trunk in the attic and a compact mirror, shattered on the floor beneath it.

As Clara delves deeper into the household’s secrets, Margaret pieces together the tangled relationships within the Wainwright family
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A Glimpse in the Night

Eleanor Middleton sat comfortably in the second-class compartment of the 5:15 evening train to Haverstock, her gloved hands folded neatly in her lap. The train’s rhythmic clatter over the tracks was familiar, almost soothing, after years of routine travel. She was looking forward to her visit with Margaret Redfern, a dear friend from her schooldays, whose sharp mind and warm humour always made for good company.

The countryside outside was cloaked in the dark blue of early evening, the last traces of daylight sinking below the hills. The electric lights inside the compartment cast a faint glow on the window, making it difficult to see beyond her own reflection. Eleanor sighed, shifting her handbag onto her lap.

She was just about to retrieve a novel from her bag when the train gave a sudden, lurching jolt. She glanced out the window as another train pulled up alongside hers, moving in the same direction. The carriages were mismatched, a mix of old and new, and for a brief moment, she could see directly into the compartments of the passing train.

Eleanor had no particular reason to watch, but something caught her attention, a movement, a struggle.

In one of the dimly lit compartments opposite, she saw a man standing with his back to her. His broad shoulders blocked part of the scene, but she could clearly make out the woman in front of him. She was blonde, wearing a fur coat, and her hands were raised in desperate resistance.

Eleanor’s breath caught in her throat. The man’s hands were wrapped around the woman’s neck.

She was being strangled.

The moment was fleeting, no more than five or six seconds as the trains moved in parallel. Eleanor’s eyes widened as the woman’s hands clawed at her attacker’s grip, her head jerking violently. A silent scream was frozen on her lips. And then, just as quickly, the train beside Eleanor’s picked up speed and vanished into the darkness.

Eleanor sat frozen, her pulse hammering in her ears.

Had she really seen what she thought she had? Or was it some strange trick of the light, a shadowed movement that only appeared sinister?

No, she had seen it. She was certain. The man had been strangling that woman. And then they were gone.

She shot to her feet, gripping the back of the seat for balance. She needed to tell someone. She needed to report it.

A murder had just happened before her eyes.
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A Dismissed Report

Eleanor Middleton stepped onto the platform at Haverstock station, her heart still pounding. The crisp evening air bit at her cheeks as she hurried toward the stationmaster’s office, her mind replaying the scene over and over, the woman’s desperate struggle, the iron grip of the man strangling her, the sheer horror of it all.

She had never witnessed anything like it. It wasn’t just a quarrel or a lovers’ spat. That man had been murdering her.

The small office was dimly lit, the smell of tobacco lingering in the air. Behind a wooden desk sat a middle aged man in a railway uniform, adjusting the time logs. He looked up as Eleanor entered, his bushy eyebrows raising slightly.

“Good evening, madam,” he said. “Something I can help you with?”

“Yes,” Eleanor said, breathless. “I need to report something, something terrible. I was on the 5:15 train from Stanswick, and as we were passing another train, I saw...” She hesitated, then pressed on. “I saw a man strangling a woman. She was blonde, wearing a fur coat. I saw it clearly. He was killing her.”

The stationmaster blinked at her.

“You’re sure, madam?”

“Yes! I saw it with my own eyes.”

He leaned back in his chair, exhaling slowly. “That’s... quite an accusation. You say this happened on a passing train?”

“Yes, the trains were running parallel for a few moments. I was looking straight into their carriage.”

The man frowned and scratched the back of his head. “And you’re certain it was a murder, not...well, a quarrel? A lovers’ tiff, perhaps?”

Eleanor’s jaw tightened. “No. It was no quarrel. That man was killing her.”

The stationmaster sighed, glancing at the clock on the wall. “Look, madam, I don’t doubt you saw something troubling, but let’s think about this rationally. If there had been a murder on a train, the body would have been found by now. These trains are searched at the end of the line. We would have heard something.”

“What if the body was disposed of before the train stopped?” she countered.

He gave a weary shrug. “I suppose it’s possible. But even then, there’d be a missing persons report. Have you checked the newspapers?”

Eleanor’s frustration mounted. “I came straight here! Shouldn’t you be notifying the authorities?”

The stationmaster hesitated, clearly debating whether this was worth his trouble. “I’ll make some inquiries, see if any passengers reported something unusual. But unless there’s a body or a missing person to link this to, I doubt the police will take much interest.”

Eleanor’s hands clenched into fists. She knew what she had seen. And she knew that poor woman was dead.

Without another word, she turned on her heel and walked out of the office. If the authorities wouldn’t take this seriously, there was only one person who would.

Margaret Redfern.
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Margaret Redfern 

Takes the Case

Eleanor Middleton arrived at Primrose Cottage, the home of her dear friend Margaret Redfern, just as the last of the daylight faded. The small house, nestled on the edge of Haverstock village, had always been a place of warmth and intelligence, two things Margaret possessed in abundance.

Margaret herself greeted Eleanor at the door, her sharp blue eyes flicking over her friend’s flustered expression. Though she was in her early seventies, Margaret carried herself with a quiet energy, her neatly styled silver hair giving her an air of both elegance and practicality.

“Eleanor! You look as though you’ve seen a ghost.”

Eleanor stepped inside, allowing the familiar scent of tea and old books to calm her. “Not a ghost, Margaret. A murder.”

Margaret closed the door behind her with an interested hum. “That sounds intriguing. Come in, and tell me everything.”

They settled in the sitting room, where the fire crackled softly in the hearth. Margaret poured tea with steady hands as Eleanor recounted, in vivid detail, what she had witnessed on the train.

When she finished, Margaret sat back, her expression thoughtful. “And the stationmaster dismissed it?”

“He said no body had been found, no missing person reported. As if that proves anything.” Eleanor huffed. “I know what I saw, Margaret.”

Margaret stirred her tea. “I believe you.”

Eleanor let out a breath of relief. “I knew you would.”

Margaret’s gaze turned inward, her mind already working. “A body doesn’t
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