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Clouds scudded across the dark sky, a harsh breeze drifting across Bogmoor Moor in the dead of night, the only light on the marsh and moorland coming from the brooding moon that sat low in the sky as if waiting for something to happen. Heavy raindrops blew across the land, the wind whistling across High Tor and down into the rank bogs of the Black Mire. 
Across the moor the wind rushed, gathering more rain as it went and pelted down on the forest surrounding Booger Hall. The late Autumnal leaves that had fallen there were whipped into a frenzy that fluttered helplessly against the walls and windows of the building.
The whistling of the wind grew in ferocity, and then, as it often does, a dull silence fell as if waiting for the gale to recommence its assault. Into this brief sound could be heard from across the moor a loud howling, like that of a large hound, its calls filling the night’s silence until once again the wind continued to blow, the rain joining it as a sudden downpour rattled against the building and cascaded down from its roof above.
At the walls of Booger Hall, above the cacophony of noise the weather was making, came the loud slamming of a door, and from the hall came a man, walking around the side of the house as if he was taking a casual stroll on a bright summer’s day. He was dressed in tweed and carried neither a hat nor an umbrella, but he clutched a small piece of paper in one hand. He set himself against the storm, leaning into the harsh gale, and once he had reached the back of the house, he walked along a wide lawn that was bordered on the far side by a high hedge, beyond which trees gathered around the hedge as if trying to shelter the house from the storm.
Once he reached the end of the lawn, he followed a path to his left that ran alongside another hedge until it ended, intersecting with the woods beyond.
A stile was set in the hedgerow beneath the branches of an old, large oak tree. Sheltered from the rain (if not the wind), the man strode to the stile and came to a halt. He reached inside his jacket and produced a small cigar and a box of matches. He struck several matches in vain until, finally, the third lit the cigar. He dropped the smoking matchstick to the floor and pulled his coat about him. The coal of his cigar glowed brightly in the darkness as he huddled beneath the tree, pulling his jacket about him. He glanced at the letter he still held in his hand, but did not try to read it in the darkness.
Clouds disappeared from the moon again, and silver moonlight rippled over the lawn, illuminating the falling rain soaking into the flat, well-tended grass. Several minutes passed. The man was almost completely immobile, his only movements concentrating on smoking his cigar. After a short period, he finished smoking and threw his cigar to the ground, where it smoked briefly before the rain extinguished it completely. The man turned to look past the stile into the woods beyond, but he then turned back to the lawn, watching the rain continue to fall over the grounds of the hall.
A fearsome howl suddenly rose from nearby like that of some demented beast. The man was startled, looking about him in a panic. He uttered a cry of fear, but did not move. He was frozen to the spot, looking all around him, trying to place from which direction the howling had come, but the wind had risen again, and he could not tell. He looked off into the woods and heard movement from that direction. The wind did not hide it, for it was an enormous thrashing noise, like some great beast heading through the woods towards him. Yet he still did not move, for he was frozen to the spot in terror, but as he looked into the woods, the matter that finally got him running was a strange light heading through the trees towards him, and having finally established that the thrashing noise was heading straight for him, the man gave a loud scream and began to run across the lawn as fast as he could.
He glanced over his shoulder as he ran, watching the light breaking through the trees. It was a strange light—a bright green glow. It had a strange quality: glowing green with an almost supernatural luminescence that accompanied the crashing through the undergrowth as if some enormous beast was thrashing through the woods.
The man raced through the rain, the sodden lawn slowing his progress as his feet sank into the rain-soaked grass. He was halfway across the lawn when he gave a sudden loud cry, clutched his chest and fell forward onto his knees. He screamed once again and then fell flat onto his face, the letter still clutched in his now rapidly cooling hand. 
The rain fell across his outstretched body, but the man did not move. He could not, for Lord Barry Booger, the nineteenth Lord of Booger Hall, was dead.
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Lysander Ravencrest, Consulting Detective, reached into his pocket, pulled out two small sweets, and popped them in his mouth. 
“I wish you wouldn’t eat so many of those disgusting things,” said the only other person in the room - Doctor Gregory Bancroft, the detective’s companion and compatriot.
“I like them,” said Ravencrest sulkily.
“They stink,” sighed Bancroft. He was reading his newspaper in a large armchair before a roaring log fire. Ravencrest was on the other side of the room, peering through the window onto Cake Street, where the pouring rain was beating at the first-floor window. “What flavour are they, anyway?”
“Blackcurrant and Aniseed.” Bancroft pulled a face. “I’ll have you know they are perfect for clearing the nasal passages and maintaining a healthy vigour about one’s person.”
“Rot your teeth,” mumbled Bancroft, whose chosen profession was that of a doctor of dentistry, something he tried to impress on Ravencrest almost daily. Not that Ravencrest listened, and on every occasion offered Bancroft’s services to people with broken limbs, advice on healthy eating and general matters to do with diet. However, Bancroft had a superb defence against this. He simply ignored Ravencrest altogether. He just wished that even just once, it would work. Ravencrest had an amazing talent for getting under your skin, and Bancroft’s skin in particular.
“Do we have any cases?” asked Bancroft. He knew they did not, but could not resist the urge to wind Ravencrest up. The consulting detective was incredibly irritable when he had nothing to occupy his mind and was prone to resorting to jigsaws, colouring books, or playing with his xylophone. Jigsaw and colouring books were exceedingly agreeable to Bancroft, as both made Ravencrest fall silent, and he was hoping for a mid-afternoon nap. The xylophone was definitely not a silent pursuit, but Bancroft was not overly concerned about that, as he had hidden it. 
“You know we don’t,” sighed Ravencrest sulkily, now by the window looking out onto Cake Street and the pouring rain.
“I have no idea,” laughed Bancroft, feeling himself sliding down into his armchair and getting comfortable. He felt a snooze was fast approaching. It was time to play his master card. “That steam train picture you are halfway through is very well done, I must say. The mix of colours and shade is especially pleasing.”
“Do you think so?” said Ravencrest, taking the bait.
“Indeed. Very well done. You have even managed to stay within the lines for most of it.”
Ravencrest did not reply, though Bancroft could hear his cogs turning from where he sat, listening to the logs crackling on the fire. Silence fell about the room, and he felt the warm tingling sensation in his back that signalled sleep was not far away.
“That man in the street there,” said Ravencrest suddenly. Bancroft grunted as the tweeting birds and dancing girls disappeared from his mind.
“Eh?” he said eloquently.
“This man in the street here. I would suggest that he is of a criminal mind, though not an expert criminal. I also deduce he is of Scottish origin, has a poor diet, and possibly owns a dog. A large breed, I suspect. I suspect also that his employment is in the decorating industry. I can also state with a high degree of certainty that the man has a very definite limp. His left leg.”
Bancroft sighed, stood up, and crossed the room. He knew perfectly well that he would get no peace until he went and had a look. If he did not respond, Ravencrest would continue to “deduct” until he got out of his damned hair and went to validate his deduction.
“Which one?” said Bancroft, now peering through the window into the rain and the street below.
“That one there,” smiled Ravencrest, pointing to the far side of the road.
“So he’s a criminal, of Scottish origin with a poor diet or a dog?” asked Bancroft.
“Just so,” smiled Ravencrest smugly. Bancroft sighed.
“Do you mean the man being chased by the policeman?” he asked. Ravencrest nodded.
“The one with a string of sausages in his hand flying out behind him as he attempts to escape arrest?”
“That’s the one.”
“The man with the wooden leg and a large white dog?”
“That’s him, yes.”
“The man in the kilt?”
“Yes.”
“The kilt that has white paint splashed all over it?”
“Indeed.”
“I don’t know how you do it,” sighed Bancroft sarcastically. “It’s just remarkable.”
“That’s nothing,” said Ravencrest. “I have another. Do you see this man approaching our door on the other side of the street?”
“I do.”
“He is definitely coming to our door. Possibly a new client.” Bancroft sighed and walked away from the window.
“Lysander, that’s the postman,” he said, the sound of the letterbox clattering downstairs, followed by the thud of letters falling onto the doormat.
“Indeed,” smiled Ravencrest.
“Colouring,” said Bancroft, thumping his finger onto the open colouring book on the table. “Now.” He returned to his armchair before the fire and settled down again. He was still more than open to the possibility of a quick nap, but was also getting a definite feeling that it wasn’t going to happen.
There came a sudden tinkling of the doorbell.
“I knew it was a new client,” smiled Ravencrest. “I just had the wrong man,” Bancroft grunted and looked at Ravencrest expectantly. A minute passed. The doorbell tinkled again.
“What?” said Ravencrest, eventually.
“The door,” said Bancroft in exasperation.
“Where’s Mrs Hutchinson? We pay her for this sort of thing.” Ravencrest sighed loudly.
“We don’t pay her at all,” he said, “and I believe that she mentioned that she has her defensive knitting course this afternoon.”
“And?” The bell rang again.
“The door,” said Bancroft through clenched teeth.
“It’s not my turn,” said Ravencrest.
“Is.”
“Isn’t.”
“Is.”
“Isn’t.”
“Oh, for god’s sake, must we do this every single time that the doorbell rings?” shouted Bancroft. “It is childish and demeaning!” He stood and walked to the head of the stairs, where a small chalkboard was nailed to the wall. He took a piece of chalk from a side table beside it and put a line under his name. “Your turn next,” he said sternly and descended the stairs.
Ravencrest stayed by the window, listening to the conversation at the door, followed by the door closing and the sound of two pairs of feet ascending the stairs. He adopted what he thought of as his “detective pose” and then stared out the window as if he knew the thoughts of everyone passing in the street below. He suddenly cursed, took the sweet out of his mouth, threw it under the table, and quickly resumed his pose.
“Lysander, Lord Mortimer is here to discuss a matter of great importance,” said Bancroft as he showed a man into the room. Ravencrest turned slowly, examining the man from head to toe.
“Lord Mortimer,” he said, walking across the room to shake Mortimer’s hand. Bancroft indicated a chair, and they all sat before the fire. Before sitting, however, Mortimer removed his overcoat and hat, hung them up, placed his walking stick in the umbrella stand, and then joined them at the fire.
“Tell me, Lord Mortimer - was it the Afghan campaign where you secured your injury, or perhaps the Boer War? Personally, I suspect the Boers - you seem to favour your left side and wear your pocket watch on the opposite side. Perhaps also a wound to one of your arms? I also believe you are undecided about coming here at all, and that you are of a generally indecisive nature.” Mortimer looked at Ravencrest as if he were a lunatic. Bancroft felt his heart sinking.
Here we go again, he thought.
“What in the name of all that is holy are you talking about, man?” he said. “I have new shoes. That is all.”
“Ah, yes, but brown shoes,” winked Ravencrest.
“What the devil’s wrong with brown shoes?” he asked.
“Shows indecision,” said Ravencrest. “And of the limp?”
“The new shoes are pinching my feet,” said Mortimer.
“And what about you favouring your left arm?” Ravencrest said, a remote edge of desperation sliding idly into his voice.
“I’m ruddy left-handed!” said Mortimer, standing angrily. “I knew it was a bad idea to come here. I fear your reputation is much stronger than your actual acumen. I bid you a good day!”
“Lord Mortimer,” said Bancroft, standing. “Please. Sit back down. My friend is overtired from his last case,” he lied, wondering why he was doing it. “Tell us why you are here, and perhaps we can suggest a way forward. I understand perfectly well just how much dread climbing those stairs induces. I suffer from it every single day.”
Mortimer sniffed loudly and sat back down.
“I, too, am under a great deal of pressure, which, when I tell you my story, you will perhaps begin to understand. I apologise. Perhaps I am being oversensitive. Let us begin again.”
“Very well,” smiled Bancroft, and settled back in his chair. Ravencrest, for once, said nothing.
“Please proceed,” smiled Bancroft. Mortimer pulled an old document from his pocket. It was a sheaf of papers bound together. He untied them and passed them to Ravencrest.
“Interesting,” said Ravencrest, examining the first document closely. “I am somewhat of an expert on dating old paper and documents. I would estimate—in my learned opinion—that this document dates to somewhere between 1740 and 1745. Am I correct?”
Mortimer stared at Ravencrest for a little longer than usual.
“The date is on the top of the document,” he said. “1742.”
“I hadn’t noticed that,” lied Ravencrest. He handed the papers back to Mortimer.
“If I may, I will relate to you the legend of the Boogers.”
“Feel free,” said Ravencrest, shuffling in his seat as if preparing for a snooze.
“It is a terrible tale,” said Mortimer, leaning in closer to the two men before him. 
“I am sure you can manage it,” said Ravencrest under his breath. The log fire crackled loudly in the rapidly approaching dusk. Outside, the rain rattled against the window, and a low moan could be heard blowing up the chimney.
“Lollipop?” asked Ravencrest, producing a large jar of lollipops from under his seat.
“I’ll pass,” growled Mortimer, shuffling the papers and then continuing.
“The tale begins with Lord Barney Booger, son of Cuthbert Booger, who built Booger Hall at the turn of the eighteenth century. He was a trader in goods from overseas- sugar, mostly. He was one of the major importers in The Rook, but upon his retirement, he took it upon himself to relocate to Devon, and, in particular, Bogmoor Moor. His reasons for picking there are obscure, but I suspect it was primarily because property was cheap there.”
“I thought Devon was an expensive area for land?” said Bancroft.
“Probably so,” smiled Mortimer, “but not Bogmoor Moor. Chiefly because most of it is swamp.”
“Ah,” said Bancroft.
“Indeed. So, Barney Booger built the first Booger Hall, but sadly, that sank into the swamp. He tried again in 1710 with the same result. He made his third and final attempt in 1732, and this time, the building fell down and then fell into the swamp. By now a bitter and old man, he passed the reins to his eldest son, Pugh, whose first attempt had problems with marsh gas, causing it to explode, catch fire and then sink into the swamp. But in 1742, he finally succeeded in building a hall that remains standing and indeed stands today. But it was his son, also named Pugh after his father, with whom this tale is concerned.”
“Pugh, the younger, was, and there is no point in mixing words, a braggart, and a terribly dangerous man. He apparently spent his days carousing and hunting the moors with his hounds, spending the family fortune as if there was no limit to it.”
“It is often the way,” sighed Ravencrest. “Perhaps the swamp gas got to him?”
“I think not,” said Mortimer. “He was simply a devil of a man. Anyway, he became interested in one member of a local family who, I believe, lived around where Mr Bone and his sister live now. She was the eldest daughter of the household, unmarried, and Pugh took a shine to her.”
“Sadly, for Pugh, if nobody else, this girl had a good head on her shoulders and wanted nothing to do with him.”
“His reputation obviously preceded him,” said Bancroft. Mortimer nodded in agreement.
“But Pugh was not a man to whom 'no' had much value. One night, after a solid day of drinking and general merry-making, he kidnapped her from her home and imprisoned her in one of his upstairs rooms back at Booger Hall.”
“The rotter!” exclaimed Ravencrest, sucking on his lollipop.
“Quite,” agreed Mortimer before continuing. “Luckily for her, the girl managed to escape by climbing down some ivy below the window - ivy, incidentally, that grows there to this day.”
“I like a nice piece of ivy,” mused Ravencrest. “And that other one - the one with yellow flowers?”
“Dandelions?” asked Bancroft. Ravencrest shook his head.
“Daffodils?” said Mortimer. Again, he shook his head.
“No matter,” said Bancroft. “Continue, please, Lord Mortimer.”
“When Sir Pugh found the girl missing, he made an oath and promised his soul to all that
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