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This book is dedicated to my parents, Elaine and Terry. Thank you for your unwavering support.




HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

This book contains three stories, several mysterious murders and dozens of fiendish puzzles.

But the Murder Puzzle Mysteries are unlike other books. You can’t simply read them from one chapter to the next.

Instead, you must solve the puzzles. How you solve them will determine where you turn next. Along the way, you’ll discover clues, find pieces of evidence and uncover the truths lurking behind the mysteries. You might even catch a killer!

But be careful: the path you take through a maze, the differences you spot, the wire you cut to defuse a bomb – each puzzle you succeed with will take you closer to catching the killer, or you could find your way to an unfortunate fate!

Don’t be afraid, though. Everything you need to guide you is contained within the pages of the story. The objective of each puzzle and what you need to do will be explained. Some puzzles are straightforward, while others rely on clues within the story and might require some deduction – it wouldn’t be a detective story without a bit of deduction, now, would it?

So read everything carefully and keep a close eye on the details. If something doesn’t make sense, don’t worry – I assure you all the information you need is right there. And you can always check your answers against the solutions at the back.

Your goal is to find your way to the star endings. But if the worst happens and you come to a dead end, simply go back to a puzzle and try again.

Whatever you do, don’t give up … or let the murderers get away!
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Arlo Banks rose to prominence as a truly amazing puzzle-solver. His adventures across the globe led to him catching several ruthless murderers and cracking cases that outfoxed some of the smartest experts and boldest criminal masterminds.

Arlo’s last mission took him from the vaults deep within the Bank of England to the ruins of Rome and the danger-filled jungle island of Alreeba. He succeeded in saving Britain and bringing an end to The Chain and the reign of its High Commander, the vile Dr Valcro. But the adventure left Arlo with several gaps in his memory and a curious scar down the middle of his chest.

Now he returns, looking for answers. But before he can ask any questions, Arlo is invited to join a new division of SIS – the British government’s Secret Intelligence Service – which is in need of his puzzle-solving skills …




[image: An illustration titled ‘Arlo’s Detective’s Kit’ shows an open bag with labelled items. Labels identify a compass, Swiss Army knife, fingerprinting kit, magnifying glass, solution-testing kit, passport, journal, evidence bags and pens.]
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‘Welcome to the New Division,’ Bennet says as you shake hands across the conference room table.

‘We’re sure you’ll be a great asset,’ Madame Silvana adds, smiling. ‘The New Division will bring together our finest agents. By working as a team, the five of you should be able to solve more cases than you can crack on your own.’

You nod along, giving Madame Silvana the impression you’re happy with the plan, but in your heart of hearts you can’t help feeling suspicious of it. Your last adventure with Bennet came with risks you’d rather not take again – kidnapping, attempted murder and a deadly case of smallpox, which left you with a black hole in your memory, recurring dreams of being hunted in the jungle of Alreeba, and an aching scar down the centre of your chest.

If you had the choice, you’d prefer to work alone, at least until your memory returns, but unfortunately, you don’t.

‘Right now, the other members of the New Division are currently stationed in Paris,’ Madame Silvana explains. ‘We had intended to fly you out too, but an hour ago we received an urgent request from the prime minister. He’s spending the Easter break at his country retreat – Chequers. A few senior ministers are with him. They’re working on a new social welfare bill that’s about to go to the House of Lords.’

‘A minister’s work is never done!’ Bennet remarks.

‘Indeed,’ Madame Silvana says. ‘They are also preparing for next week’s visit from the French president, which is an important one.’

‘So what’s the problem?’ you ask.

‘Last night Chequers had a break-in,’ Bennet replies.

The news takes you by surprise. ‘Was much taken?’

‘No, but the theft is highly significant.’ Madame Silvana pulls a photograph from a file.

[image: ]
‘The thief stole this,’ she continues. ‘It’s a statuette of a Gallic rooster. The French gave this one to Winston Churchill after the Second World War as a gesture of friendship between our countries. Since then, however, relations have become strained. If it’s on show when the French president visits it’ll help to smooth things over.’

‘In politics, how you treat a gift from another country is a sign of how you feel about them,’ Bennet adds. ‘Treasure the gift, treasure the ally.’

‘Precisely,’ Madame Silvana says. ‘And right now the prime minister needs their help for a peacekeeping programme. It’ll be disastrous if the French discover we’ve lost their statuette, so it’s of national importance that we recover it as soon as possible.’

‘How did the thief pull off the robbery?’ you ask.

‘That’s a good question,’ Madame Silvana replies. ‘It’s very puzzling, which is why we thought of you.’

‘OK,’ you say. ‘I’d better get going.’

Two hours later, you’re sitting in the back of a black car, driving through the English countryside. Dusk is falling on the quaint villages and picture-postcard scenes of thatched cottages, farm fields, cricket greens and country pubs. One local man is happily trimming a grass verge just outside Great Missenden. Each scene couldn’t be further from the wild jungle of Alreeba, where you sweltered in the grip of a smallpox fever. But you suspect there are just as many dangers lurking in these sleepy villages.

Your car pulls into the Chequers estate and the gravel drive crunches beneath it. The house, with its red bricks and narrow Tudor windows, was built almost five hundred years ago. You were expecting a vast stately home, but it looks almost underwhelming.

‘It’s all right,’ says your driver, sensing your disappointment. ‘The entrance is actually on the narrow end of the house. It goes back a long way.’

As the car stops, you notice a hunched man in a dark moss-coloured overcoat mooching across the gravel. Your suspicions spike as he shuffles through a door in the garden wall. It’s probably nothing, but as you make a mental note of him, a man in a black tailcoat and white gloves opens the car door and says, ‘Welcome to Chequers.’ His breath fogs on the cold night air. ‘I’m Griffith, the butler.’

‘Nice to meet you. I’m Arlo Banks,’ you reply. ‘I’m here to investigate the break-in.’

Griffith looks you up and down with an air of disbelief. It’s a look you’re used to – finding a young boy in such an important position surprises and confuses most people.

‘You’d better follow me, then,’ Griffith says and shows you inside.

The main entrance hall is paved with black and white square tiles. Griffith leads you past a grand staircase and along a winding wooden-panelled corridor that runs through the house. Beyond the hall, the tiles switch to aged floorboards that creak under your footsteps. ‘Every prime minister has come to love Chequers,’ Griffith says. ‘It’s their retreat from the pressure of running the country. There’s something very seductive about the old house; everyone who stays here feels like it’s their home. Our current prime minister calls it his haven.’

‘Is John Austin here?’ you ask.

‘Yes,’ Griffith replies as the corridor takes a turn. He looks pleasantly surprised that you know the PM’s name. ‘He’s in a cabinet meeting with his most senior ministers right now, so we must be very quiet.’

‘I’ll try,’ you say as the floorboards creak again.

At the end of the corridor, Griffith opens a wooden door to the long library. Two of the walls are lined with bookcases, the other has windows that overlook the northern lawns. Griffith stops beside the fireplace. ‘Many prime ministers have received guests in here. The cosy setting can turn a formal meeting into a friendly chat. It helps people open up, and sometimes they reveal more than they should,’ he explains. ‘The French statuette was displayed up there.’ He points to the top of the bookcases, where there’s a gap among the display of china plates. ‘The prime minister was planning to host the French president here too, but alas …’

‘Of course.’ You nod. ‘Who was the last person he met in here?’

Griffith thinks for a moment. ‘It would’ve been Jeffrey Garman, the defence secretary. The PM called him in for a private meeting last weekend. Whatever they discussed, it must’ve been important.’

You take out your journal and make a note. ‘Were there any signs of a break-in?’

Griffith shakes his head. ‘No. If they hadn’t taken the statue, there’d be no trace anyone had been in here.’

‘So the thief knew the layout of the house and must’ve had a reason for taking this statuette – bronze isn’t particularly valuable, so they didn’t do it for the money,’ you say, making another note in your journal as your thoughts churn. ‘Who else was here when the thief broke in?’

‘It was last night, so only I was here,’ he replies. ‘The rest of the staff had left, and the prime minister was still in Downing Street.’

‘Was this room locked?’ you ask.

‘No. We don’t lock the doors inside the house,’ Griffith says. ‘I was pottering around at the time – refilling the brandy decanters in the games room, setting up the fire in the Great Hall, and seeing to things in my office. But I didn’t hear a thing.’

‘But they would’ve walked right past you,’ you say, frowning.

‘That’s what makes it a rather puzzling mystery,’ Griffith says.

You’re always happy to accept a puzzling challenge, but the fact he’s testing you like this makes you wonder: does Griffith know more than he’s letting on? Did Griffith steal the statuette? He had the opportunity, but anyone in his position would’ve made it look more like a break-in.

You push this suspicion to the back of your mind and focus on finding more evidence.

‘So … they didn’t leave a sign of their break-in,’ you say, thinking out loud, ‘but they must’ve escaped. If we can work that out, it could lead us to where they are now – and the statuette.’

Griffith looks impressed and gives you an encouraging nod.

You start by searching the library for clues. The only windows that open are too small for anyone to climb through. So you turn your attention to three bookcases.

See if you can spot anything irregular in either the left, right or centre bookcases that might explain how the thief sneaked in and out unnoticed.

[image: ]
If you decided to investigate:


	The bookcase on the left, turn to chapter 5

	The bookcase in the centre, turn to chapter 2

	The bookcase on the right, turn to chapter 6
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You approach the central bookcase and start removing the books. A bewildered expression covers Griffith’s face as you pile them on a nearby chair. When the space runs out, you stack them on the floor.

Eventually the bookcase is empty, but all you’ve uncovered is its wooden back panel.

You stare at it blankly.

‘What were you expecting – a secret tunnel?’ Griffith asks, smirking.

‘I thought there might be something,’ you reply.

Griffith sighs. ‘Mr Banks, we don’t have time for guesswork, so if you’ll follow me.’ Before you can protest or ask for a second chance, Griffith leads you back through the creaking old house to the entrance.

Two hours later you’re back at the SIS offices. Bennet’s expression is a mixture of sadness and disappointment. ‘I’m sorry, I knew it was too soon to send you on another case. Don’t worry, the rest of the New Division will take care of this.’

You want to disagree, but now isn’t the time to argue.

THE END

If you believe you are ready for another chance, look back at the bookcases and see if you can spot how the sneaky thief broke in unnoticed.

[image: ]
If you decided to investigate:


	The bookcase on the left, turn to chapter 5

	The bookcase on the right, turn to chapter 6
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‘It’s nearly time for dinner,’ Griffith says as you pull your coat in tight.

‘It’s OK,’ you say, smiling. ‘I’ll see you when this is solved.’

‘I hope so,’ he says as you set off down the paved path.

It’s bitterly cold out here. The warm aroma of the dinner Griffith is cooking drifts past on the breeze, making you wish you were back inside. But you need to find out how the sneaky thief escaped with the statuette.

As you reach the edge of the grounds, you hear a scrape of someone else’s footsteps coming along the path. You immediately turn around and squint into the darkness.

Even though your eyes have adjusted to the moonlight, you see nothing.

As you turn away to continue along the path, a steel garden rake cuts through the darkness and its rusty spikes connect with your head. The force of the blow knocks you to the ground, and pain streaks through your body. In a whirl of dizziness, you try to get a look at your attacker, but all you see are a pair of muddy wellies as the rake comes crashing down again and you black out.

THE END
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‘It’s a shame, but sprinkling this much salt on your food is going to have a nasty effect on your body,’ you say.

‘I fear you might well be right,’ the prime minister says.

‘What nonsense,’ the defence secretary says. ‘It’ll take more than a dash of salt to do away with me. Who wants another drink and a game of billiards?’

‘I like that idea,’ replies the chancellor, and the pair of them head back to the games room.

‘Have they no shame?’ the home secretary says when they’re gone.

‘Don’t worry. It’ll take a doctor to tell us if Arlo’s theory is right,’ the PM says. ‘So the best thing we can do right now is get some sleep.’

You agree, but decide to join the men in the games room in case you can discover anything.

However, come the morning neither you nor your satchel are found, and the prime minister is the last person who will admit to setting eyes on you …

THE END
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You approach the bookcase on the left and try to pull it away from the wall. Since it doesn’t budge, you try pushing it instead.

Griffith watches, looking nervous.

You persevere, determined to find a secret door. Eventually you pull it so hard the entire bookcase comes away from the wall!

It takes you completely by surprise. You duck as the books start raining down on you. Unfortunately, the rest of the bookcase comes after them and its centuries-old shelves weigh a ton. The dry wood is tough enough to chop through you like a karate black belt!

Griffith makes a frantic call for an ambulance, but it takes them so long to get through the miles of countryside that all the medics can do is pronounce you dead at the scene.

THE END




[image: Chapter Header, 6: The Bookcase on the Right]

You spot the spine of a book jutting out of the right-hand bookcase and decide to take a closer look. It’s in a section of books detailing aristocratic family coats of arms and mottos. The angle of it looks out of place, so you pull it back.

The entire bookcase swings open to reveal a short corridor that runs through one of the widest walls in the house. It’s no wonder the house has been standing here for nearly five hundred years when its walls are this thick! And it makes you wonder: how many more secrets are concealed here?

A door at the end of the secret passageway leads to the dining room. The table is laid for an evening meal. The open door in the opposite wall leads to the creaky main corridor running through the house.

You think back over the house’s layout and open your journal. Griffith watches, impressed, as you sketch out a floor plan of the rooms.

Slipping away through the secret door would help the thief avoid all the rooms where Griffith might’ve heard them creeping around, but that still raises the question of which exit the sneaky thief escaped through with the statuette.

Start in the library and run a pencil through the house to determine which route the thief would’ve take to avoid being heard by Griffith, who could have been in the games room, the Great Hall or his office, so they could escape undetected.

[image: ]
[image: A floor plan shows rooms labelled ‘Kitchen’, ‘Dining Room’, ‘Library’, ‘Great Hall’, ‘Games Room’, ‘Cabinet Room’, ‘Private Office’, ‘Butler’s Office’, ‘Sitting Room’, ‘Entrance Hall’, ‘Main Hall’ and ‘W.C.’. Doors include ‘Main Entrance’, ‘Garden Door’, ‘Back Door’ and ‘Side Door’.]
If you think the thief escaped through:


	The back door, turn to chapter 8

	The side door, turn to chapter 13

	The garden door, turn to chapter 10
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The ministers follow you to the kitchen. You arrive to find that everything Griffith used to prepare the dinner has been washed up and tidied away. The plates are back in their rack and ordered by size. The saucepans are hanging on their hooks in a row above the stove. Even the mallet he used to tenderize the steaks has been scrubbed clean and is back in the utensil jar with the spatulas and wooden spoons.

After half an hour of searching for where Griffith could’ve found the poisoned salt – which even includes opening the back door and sniffing the salt scattered on the back steps – you’ve discovered nothing and decide to give up.

‘It’s all right, Arlo,’ the prime minister says, ‘this is obviously a complex murder case. Let me call in the police. I’m sure they can shed more light on what’s happened.’

You’re disappointed, and so is Bennet when you return to the SIS offices the next morning.

‘Was there really nowhere else you could’ve looked?’ he asks when you finish relaying everything.

You shake your head.

Bennet sighs. ‘I knew it was too soon for you to return to active duty. I’m sorry, Arlo. I suppose this is the end of your career with SIS.’

THE END




[image: Chapter Header, 8: The Back Door]

The quickest and quietest route through the house must’ve taken the thief to the back door, located in the kitchen.

You arrive to find the ovens are on, but it’s deserted. ‘Where is everyone?’ you ask.

Griffith frowns. ‘Who were you expecting?’

‘I don’t know – a chef, people preparing dinner,’ you say.

Griffith smiles. ‘As I mentioned, the rest of the staff go home in the evenings. There’s only dinner to serve and I’m quite capable of waiting on the prime minister and three ministers. John Austin regards me as one of his most trusted assistants, and the ministers aren’t unreasonably demanding … usually.’

You nod, making a note to remember that.

‘And where does this lead?’ you ask, pointing to the back door.

‘The stable car park,’ Griffith replies and opens it for you.

The stable car park is deserted. The sky is clear and the temperature is dropping. A layer of white crystals covers the steps and the tarmac.

You crouch down and examine the crystals for any footprints that suggest the thief escaped this way – but there’s nothing. Then you taste the crystals and discover, ‘They’re salt!’

‘Yes, there’s a heavy frost forecast for tonight, so the PM asked me to salt the steps and pathways around the house,’ Griffith explains. ‘The chancellor isn’t a well man and takes a lot of walks.’

‘Ah. I think I saw him when I arrived,’ you say.

‘Probably. I used the kitchen’s entire supply to make the paths safe.’

Gazing across the yard, you let out a disappointed sigh that instantly fogs and disappears into the night. Much like the statuette.

‘You might have more luck in the daylight,’ Griffith says, checking his watch. ‘It’s nearly time to serve dinner. The cabinet meeting should’ve finished by now. Why don’t you join the ministers in the games room until it’s ready.’

‘That’d be great,’ you say. ‘If it’s no trouble?’

Griffith smiles. ‘One more guest is no trouble.’

‘Thank you,’ you say and head off.

The games room is tucked away, opposite the library. The table lamps and shaded lights hanging over the billiard table make it feel secluded. A thick carpet stifles the squeaks and creaks of the floorboards.

All four ministers look up as you enter. Two of them are playing billiards, while the others are playing checkers.

Your puzzle-solving adventures have led you to encounter a lot of powerful and sometimes dangerous people, but these ministers hold real power – they run the country, look after the people, and make decisions every day that affect the lives of everyone. Sometimes, they even decide the future of the world!

But if you’ve learned anything, it’s that power corrupts the people who hold it. It makes them do things they usually wouldn’t, for reasons that make no sense to anyone else. And you can’t believe these politicians are any different, so until they prove otherwise, you’ll keep a close eye on them in case anything raises your suspicions.

‘Good evening,’ says a man, chalking his cue by the billiard table. You immediately recognize him from the news – it’s John Austin, the prime minister!

The minister he’s playing is wearing a grey business suit that’s a little too big for her, but she holds herself with complete control. You watch as she lines up a shot on the billiard table, but at the last moment she makes an adjustment and … As the white misses the coloured ball, she sighs. ‘Oh dear, two shots to you, prime minister.’

‘Please, my friends call me John,’ he replies. ‘We’re off the clock now.’

‘Then it’s two shots to you, John,’ she says with a little smile to herself.

She might’ve missed, but she still scored a hit!

The two men playing checkers exchange eye-rolls. One has grey hair while the other looks strong, like a wrestler. The grey-haired man slides a counter across the board and takes a large sip of brandy. ‘What time’s dinner?’ he asks the room.

‘I don’t know,’ you reply. ‘Griffith is preparing it now.’

‘Aren’t you here to tell us?’ the wrestler-man asks, frowning.

‘No, I’m here to work out who stole the French statuette,’ you reply.

All four of them stare at you with renewed interest.

‘SIS sent you?’ the wrestler-man asks.

‘You must be Arlo Banks?’ the prime minister says and abandons his shot to shake your hand.

The other billiard player follows him over. ‘This is Marianne Crawley, the home secretary,’ the prime minister says.

‘Pleased to meet you,’ she says and shakes your hand. Both their handshakes feel firm and sincere. You’d expect that from the prime minister, but the slight home secretary has a surprisingly crushing grip.

‘Over here we have Jeffrey Garman, the defence secretary,’ the PM continues. The wrestler-man gives you a firm nod as his steely eyes size you up. ‘And this is Lord Hallstrom, our dear chancellor.’

The grey-haired man acknowledges you and takes another sip of his brandy. But both men leave you in no doubt that you’ll need to win them over if you’re going to break the ice here.

You watch as their game resumes and the defence secretary pushes one of his black counters forward. It’s an aggressive move, but he’s mounting his final assault. ‘Looks like this’ll make it three-nil to me,’ he says, clenching his fist.

The embattled chancellor scowls at the board.

[image: A square board game grid contains alternating light and dark squares. Four dark circular counters are positioned in the upper and left areas, and three light circular counters are positioned in the centre and lower-right areas.]
You cast your eyes over the board to see if you can help the chancellor salvage some of his pride.

You quickly conclude there are two options.

Do you make a safe move and push one of the chancellor’s counters forward, or make an aggressive move and take one of the defence secretary’s counters?

If you suggest:


	A safe move, turn to chapter 11

	An aggressive move, turn to chapter 18




If you need help, ask someone who knows the rules of checkers.





[image: Chapter Header, 9: The Dining Room]

‘By my count, the creaking floorboards and the other sounds I heard lead to the dining room, so that’s where we should investigate,’ you say and snap your journal shut.

‘Why? Look at his steak. He wasn’t eating our leftovers,’ the chancellor says. ‘He prepared that meal for himself. Shouldn’t we search the kitchen?’

You shake your head. ‘No, Griffith told me he’d used the kitchen’s entire supply of salt on the outside steps. The most likely place he found that salt cellar is the dining room. I suspect he came across it while he was clearing away our plates, realized it was full and thought he’d got lucky, then took it for his dinner. It’s a simple but costly mistake.’

For the first time, you catch a glimpse of the defence secretary seeming nervous as his eyes sweep the room, looking at you and the other ministers. ‘So whoever did this,’ he says as the penny drops, ‘must be in this room.’

‘Why would any of us kill Griffith?’ the home secretary asks, her eyes turning fearful.

‘That’s exactly what I intend to find out,’ you say and set off.

The ministers follow you out into the corridor and you lead them along the path you plotted through the house. As you pass through the Great Hall, the chancellor stops and points to the huge tapestry. It’s hanging on the wall opposite the double-height window that looks out on the garden veranda.

‘You know,’ he says, thinking out loud, ‘when I was taking my evening walk, I glanced through the window and saw two people talking to each other behind the tapestry.’

‘Behind the tapestry?’ you ask, stopping to stare at the huge sheet hanging on the wall. It’s hundreds of years old and has turned grey with age. Every stitch was sewn with painstaking attention to detail. It must’ve taken months of work.

Something about this feels fishy. But as you stare at the tapestry, a draught wafts through the house and the whole sheet appears to breathe.

How does a wall breathe? you wonder.

There’s only one way to find out. You reach out and pull the tapestry back, like a curtain, to reveal a concealed alcove. It’s full of spare chairs and podiums, chandeliers, vases and candlesticks, all stacked upon each other.

[image: A floor plan drawing shows a room labelled ‘Great Hall’ at the centre. The furniture includes a pair of couches, a table, a pair of stools and a piano. Doors, wall sections, small furnishings, and adjoining spaces surround the hall.]
‘What the …?’ The defence secretary’s jaw drops.

The prime minister laughs. ‘Ha! I have always wondered where they stored everything.’

‘What’s all this for?’ you ask.

‘The Great Hall is used for all sorts of things,’ the prime minister explains. ‘Important meetings, press conferences and entertaining. All this furniture helps us dress the room for the occasion.’

‘So did you see two people talking inside here?’ the home secretary asks the chancellor.

‘I suppose I must’ve,’ he replies, sounding as surprised as anyone.

‘It’s a good place for a secret meeting,’ you say, looking at the stacked



[image: A drawing shows a storage alcove containing stacked boxes, a flower in a vase, a small table, a chandelier, a candlestick with a burning candle, stacked chairs, a chest of drawers and a curtain.]


	The vase, turn to chapter 12

	The candlestick, turn to chapter 17

	The chandelier, turn to chapter 14
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