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INTRODUCTION

It’s Christmas 1932, and the perfect time to solve a murder. In this book you are Dr Kinn Tenor, police pathologist and brilliant amateur sleuth who often shows up the boys in blue. You will follow the clues, interrogate the suspects and finally accuse the killer.

Throughout the story you will be presented with options: will you pursue this thread? Chase the mysterious stranger? Lay a trap for the guilty party? The choices you make will take you on your own path to the final unmasking of the villain – or failure. Good luck.





DRAMATIS PERSONAE


	Dr Kinn Tenor, police pathologist and celebrated detective

	Johnny McAlister, nightclub owner and friend of Kinn’s




York


	Melissa Thresh, co-owner of a pharmaceutical business in Harrogate

	Freddie Thresh, Melissa’s husband

	Tim Fortiswood, Melissa’s cousin and a senior executive at her business

	Eve Tiggworth, Melissa’s childhood nanny

	Pererin Yarrow, Tim’s personal assistant

	Simon Yarrow, Pererin’s husband, an ex-footballer

	Julia Georgiou, a childhood friend of Melissa’s

	Constantinos Georgiou, her Greek husband

	Inspector William Reeves, Special Branch, Metropolitan Police

	Detective Inspector Wilkes, Yorkshire Police






Hurley Court


	Algy Hurley, Kinn’s friend, younger son of a wealthy Kent family

	John Finney, butler at Hurley Court

	Colonel Harrison Hurley, Algy’s father, master of Hurley Court

	Mina Hurley, Algy’s mother

	Gervaise Hurley, Algy’s elder brother, proprietor of a gossip newspaper

	William Leaner, one of Gervaise’s journalists

	Major Wilfred Tun-Hurley, Colonel Hurley’s cousin

	Mickey Plank, a bookmaker

	Mrs Blenkins, a kindly postmistress

	Rebecca, a maid at Hurley Court

	Sally, a maid at Hurley Court

	Inspector Rollinson, Kent Police








1

‘Oh, Dr Tenor!’

Miss Haverstock, your secretary, calls from the office. You’re gazing out of the frosty window at the London traffic drifting past on a December evening. Piccadilly Circus is lit up with a thousand coloured lights advertising everything from tooth powder to the latest Noël Coward play. It’s two days before Christmas and you can sense the thrill in the air – kids are jumping up and down, pointing to potential gifts in the shop windows, adults are dropping pennies in buskers’ hats, even the dogs scamper excitedly along the pavement. Yes, you love London at this time of year. Parties, lunches and walks in Hyde Park. And what makes it all the better is that the criminal fraternity of the great metropolis usually throws an intriguing case your way too, just to add to the seasonal festivity.

‘Yes, Miss Haverstock,’ you say, walking to the neat little room where her filing system is legendary and the ornate Russian tea samovar – a present from an exiled archduke – is always on the boil in the corner.

‘Will you be attending the opening of the Golden Star this evening?’

‘I will. Johnny McAlister’s pumped all his savings into the club so the least I can do is show up.’

‘I’ve heard there will be some press there from the Daily Mail and the Evening Standard.’

‘However do you hear these things?’

She peers at you through her thick spectacles. ‘I have my ways, Dr Tenor.’

Yes, she certainly does. Her intuition has matched your powers of scientific deduction on more than one occasion. She’s been with you through thick and thin for years as you’ve been lauded by the press as the brilliant police pathologist who has cracked cases when the official detectives were stumped. ‘Well, I shall be accommodating.’

‘They will doubtless want to ask you about the case with the Treasury minister.’

‘Doubtless. But my lips will be sealed while the trial is ongoing. I shall save my testimony for the judge and jury.’

‘Did he do it?’ she asks.

You lean in close and lower your voice. ‘Between you and me, Miss Haverstock, he’s as guilty as sin.’

‘I thought so. Eyes are too close together if you ask me.’

You smile. There’s no one quite like Miss Haverstock.

‘And I always will ask you.’

Just then, the door buzzer sounds and Miss Haverstock goes to answer it. Half a second later, your mother bustles in like a navy destroyer. Her visits are rarely an unmitigated joy.

‘It’s about time you thought about marriage,’ are her very first words upon seeing you. She orders Miss Haverstock to bring her tea with lemon and stands before your fireplace like a demon before the gates of hell.

‘I thought about it,’ you inform her. ‘Then I thought about lunch instead.’

‘You’re twenty-nine.’

‘I’m aware, Mother.’

‘And a police doctor, of all things. Associating with the criminal class.’

‘The police like to think of the actual criminals as being the criminal class. They tend to put them in prison.’

‘You could catch something.’

‘I could catch something at Queen Charlotte’s Ball.’

‘Don’t be coarse!’

‘I’m not at all. I could easily catch diphtheria, tuberculosis, scarlet fever. The list really does go on, Mother. I shouldn’t like to imagine the state of the water supply in Kensington Palace.’

‘Oh, you’re a lost cause.’

‘Probably right. Best to throw in the towel, eh?’

Truth be told, it isn’t always easy working for the police. Many of them are a bit suspicious – or outright contemptuous – of you. And they only get worse when you show them up by noticing the details they have missed. Still, you take the rough with the smooth. And a certain degree of amusing fame has come with the territory.

‘You…’

‘Mother.’ You hold up your hand. ‘I am sorry to cut our interview short, but I have a prior engagement and I can’t possibly be late. Miss Haverstock will bring your tea. Good evening.’ And at that, you grab your hat and saunter down the stairs, pursued by the sound of your mother’s fury.



‘Gosh, you’re Kinn Tenor,’ exclaims the blonde girl seated to your left half an hour later as you sink into plush seats done up in golden velvet.

‘Yes, I am,’ you tell her. She’s a good-looking thing turned out in the latest flapper fashion, with a white beaded dress and daringly high hemline.

The band on the stage blasts out a hot new number and the air hangs thick with cigar smoke as the brightest young things of the age press up close to each other on the dancefloor. Though you’ve caught a few inviting glances, for now you’re keeping your seat and watching.

‘I read about you in the Express. There was a case of robbery and murder in a Brighton hotel that the police couldn’t solve, and then in you stepped and you cracked it and caught the criminal before lunch.’

It was actually before breakfast – you were booked for a game of tennis against the Comte de Reims at lunchtime and you didn’t want to miss it, but you don’t feel the need to point that out.

‘It was all quite simple once I had established that the thief left no fingerprints because his hands had been covered in paint, and that inevitably led me to the decorator. It seemed obvious then that he had hidden the necklace inside the bedroom wall and plastered over the crack so it couldn’t be found on him.’

‘How peachy,’ she says, with deep admiration in her eyes.

‘Dr Tenor!’ Johnny calls as he approaches. ‘Thank you for coming.’ He drops into the seat at your side. ‘A bit of criminal intrigue about the place does wonders for custom. Hello, Annabelle,’ he says to the girl beside you.

‘Hello, Johnny.’

‘Have you been pumping Kinn for the latest hot gossip about his cases?’

‘I would love to hear more,’ she replies.

‘We were at Oxford together. Kinn was the most brilliant medic in our year.’

‘Oh,’ you say, ‘hardly.’

‘No, no, credit where credit’s due. The most brilliant medic in our year. Though you did have something to prove, didn’t you?’

‘Did you?’ Annabelle asks, curious.

‘The Duke and Duchess of Aston weren’t too over the moon about their only child going into medicine,’ explains Johnny. ‘Not quite becoming, they said.’

‘Oh dear. Well, they must be proud now.’

‘Not really. If Kinn’s mentioned in a newspaper, they ban it from the house for life. I think they’re currently left with the Daily Telegraph and Sporting Life.’

‘Actually, only the Telegraph now,’ you say. ‘Ever since that embezzlement case at the English Cricket Board.’

‘Did you solve that one before lunch too?’

‘The second innings.’

‘Why not the first?’ Johnny asks devilishly.

‘Because I was called upon to act as umpire during the first. And I can’t be in two places at once.’



A waiter arrives with a round of dark hooch in highball glasses. Yours catches your reflection: tall, slim, with soft brown hair and dark eyes. You down your drink in one – a habit from medical school – and take a second.

‘Do keep up,’ you instruct Johnny. He does as he’s told and drains the dregs of his glass.

‘Crikey,’ says Annabelle.

‘Bottoms up,’ Johnny adds, knocking back a second to keep pace with you. ‘Do you have plans for the weekend?’ he asks, setting his glass back on the waiter’s tray. He looks a little cross-eyed.

‘Johnny, are you tight already?’

‘Not a but of it,’ he says. ‘I mean a bit of it.’ And he shakes his head as if trying to dislodge something perched on his scalp.

‘Well, Algy Hurley has invited me down to Hurley Court for Christmas.’

‘Oh, how is Algy these days?’

You consider the question. ‘You know Algy. If brains were dynamite, he couldn’t blow his hat off.’

‘That’s true. Are you going?’

‘Well, I said I would. Apparently, there’s something amiss at Hurley Court.’

‘Oh, what?’

‘Yes, do tell,’ Annabelle adds excitedly. ‘Is it a case?’

‘It could be.’

Yes, it certainly could. Algy was distraught when he telephoned you this afternoon. ‘We’ve been getting poison-pen letters. Accusing us of all kinds of stuff. I don’t know if it’s just someone’s idea of a joke, but it’s pretty horrid,’ he whispered. ‘And I don’t know where else to turn. Oh, Kinn, can’t you come down? We’re having a little house party over Christmas anyway. And you see, it’s…’ And then his tone changed – someone else must have come into the room. ‘Oh, hello. Erm, yes, fifty more hundredweight of apples. And some hay. Lots of hay. Yes, Thursday, please, Mr… Grass. Thank you very much.’ And at that, he hung up.

‘Well, well, well,’ Johnny says, intrigued by the story. And he sits back, lost in thought for a moment. ‘The funny thing is, I was rather hoping for a bit of your brain power myself.’

‘Oh, yes?’ You lift an eyebrow.

‘Yes, I’ll admit it. I had an ulterior motive inviting you along this evening.’

‘Tell me.’

He looks past you to the back of the room. ‘I’ll do better than that. Come with me.’ The two of you leave Annabelle to go back to her friends as you step lithely through the throng, heading for a small table where a handsome woman in a daring dress is sitting with a Scotch in her hand. Another glass on the table and a burning cigarette in an ashtray beside it indicate that she has a companion who is currently absent. A lack of lipstick on the cigarette suggests that her companion is male. The woman is in her mid-thirties, you would guess, and has a discreet wedding ring with a small ruby on her finger, which reveals that any money is from her side of the family, not her husband’s. ‘Kinn Tenor, my cousin, Melissa Thresh.’ You shake hands. She has a firm grip. Yes, she’s a girl with an air of confidence – adventure, even. ‘Kinn’s the one I told you about. Who sets the coppers right.’

‘Oh, I was hoping to run into you,’ she exclaims. ‘I’ve got an exciting little story to tell.’

‘And what is that?’ you ask.

‘Someone seems to be “tailing” me.’ She smiles genially.

Those words will always pique your interest. ‘How so?’

‘Well, it could be nothing, of course. But let’s hope it’s something. It was the other day, I was just coming out of Selfridges, when… Oh, drat, it’s the old man.’ She wiggles her ring finger and nods towards a large, bald chap with the appearance of a tank striding towards you all. ‘He says I’m going barmy. Tell you what, can we meet, say, tomorrow? I’ll give you all the juicy details. How about at the Burlington Arcade at nine?’

You had planned to drive down to Hurley Court in the morning to keep your promise to Algy. But Melissa also needs your help, and it sounds like it could be more urgent. What will you do?

To attend the house party at Hurley Court and look into the case of the poison-pen letters, turn to section 11

To stay in London and talk to Melissa, to find out whether someone really is following her, turn to section 34
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You trot out and into York itself. What a spectacular city it is. Gothic stone arches soar overhead, cars tootle over cobbles and shoppers hurry in and out of buildings that have served as shops for five hundred years. You cross the bridge from the station into the town centre and see the river, the Ouse, surging underfoot, fat with the winter rains. Luckily, today’s weather has turned to a light dusting of snowfall, and kids are stamping about in it and trying to catch individual flakes dropping from the clouds overhead.

You reach The Shambles, a picturesque twist of lanes lined with market stalls and drinking halls, which was once the butchery centre of York – these gutters once ran red with blood, not with the crystal-clear water of melted snow.

Your attention is grabbed by a stall selling orange segments dipped in chocolate – the stallkeeper has offered you one and the combination of tart orange and rich dark chocolate is somehow intoxicating – when you notice, on the other side of the road, the familiar hawk-face of Inspector Reeves. This time he hasn’t seen you, it seems. He is nonchalantly looking through a set of glass objets d’art and you know that William Reeves has about as much interest in glassware as you have in the Chinese mining industry. No, he’s watching someone, that’s for damn sure. And you would bet all the money in your pocket book that it’s the same member of your party that he was keeping tabs on earlier.

‘Tell me,’ you say to Melissa as she takes one of the orange segments that you proffer her. ‘Have you ever met Inspector Reeves of Scotland Yard?’

‘Gosh, these are rather heavenly, aren’t they? I’ll take two dozen,’ she tells the stallholder, who happily hands her a box covered in silver paper. ‘These will do for Nanny Tiggy. I told her we would meet her at the Minster. No, never heard of the inspector. Should I have?’

‘Probably not. Special Branch. Sensitive or major crimes.’

‘Gosh. Do you think he would be interested in my little predicament?’

‘I think he might already be connected to it.’ And at that moment, Reeves lifts his eyes to meet yours and inclines his head a little to acknowledge you. You do the same, and then you both go back to the items in front of you, allowing another professional in the business of criminal investigations to go about their work unheeded. ‘Can you think of anyone in our group in whom he might find an interest?’

‘Well, I don’t know what Nanny Tiggy has been up to on her Thursday afternoons off, but I can’t imagine running a major criminal empire has been part of it.’

‘Tim has a secret.’

She stares at you. ‘Now, whyever do you say that?’

Her words make you pause. They’re not a denial, no I can’t believe that! Does she know something?

‘His neck tie.’

She blinks in befuddlement. ‘I have no idea what you mean.’

‘At this time, neither have I.’ No, an hour ago you thought his evasiveness about the subject was curious, but probably of little importance. Now, since one of his magic act props has been used to send a potentially murderous threat to Melissa, you feel it might actually be of some importance after all. ‘Who do you know the least?’

‘The least? Oh, I suppose it’s the Yarrows.’

‘Tell me about them.’ Out of the corner of your eye you watch Reeves amble past the Georgian window of the Walnut Tree tea room and glance inside. He seems satisfied by whatever he sees, as he strolls on a few paces to a table selling antique books. Whoever he is following is inside and showing no indication of running off, by the look of things. Reeves picks up a thick volume and flicks through it. You have never known him to show any interest in literature, either.

‘Pererin has been Tim’s secretary for a few years. Very efficient, Tim says, she reads absolutely everything and absorbs it like a sponge. Now, I’ve only met her hubby a couple of times, but he seems from a different world. You know what these football players are like. Jack the Lads always ready for a bit of cheek. These things just can’t be predicted, I suppose. We all have our funny little peccadilloes, don’t we?’

‘Do we?’

‘Kinn, you enjoy haunting the scenes of horrid murders and chatting to the killers.’

‘Usually only if they’re likely to incriminate themselves.’

She looks at you sternly. ‘The word “usually” suggests not always.’

‘Oh, no,’ you concede, perfectly happily. ‘I’ve met some utterly charming murderers in my time. Some of them I would be delighted to bring home to meet my mother.’

‘Do you get on with your mother?’

‘Not one bit. That is why I should like them to meet her.’

She lifts an eyebrow. ‘That’s a wicked thing to say.’

‘And yet perfectly honest. Now, would you like to be introduced to one of Scotland Yard’s finest officers?’

‘I certainly would.’

‘Excellent. That’s the chap over there, trying extremely hard to look casual. And I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s the first book that he has opened this year. After you.’

She politely thanks you, and you both walk over to the policeman. He sees your approach and walks quickly away.

If you follow him, turn to 25

If you check inside the tea room, to see who he was following, turn to 17
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The pub is absolutely heaving. You have to fight your way in, pressed up against hot bodies clinking glasses together and shouting out Christmas songs. You grin and return all their bids of ‘Merry Christmas!’

You manage, just about, to get to the bar. The barmaid asks you what you want while pouring a pint of beer from a huge jug. ‘Another of those,’ you tell her. You have a bit of a talent for accents and you put on the local drawl, so you sound like you’re from nearby.

‘Right you are,’ she says, and pours another.

‘I was looking for someone. John Finney. Works as a butler at the big house.’

‘John? Hasn’t been in today,’ she answers. ‘Not that I miss him.’

‘What do you mean by that?’

‘I mean,’ she says, leaning in, ‘that if I never see John Finney again, it will be too soon. There’s something about him that… well…’

‘That what?’

‘That gives me the heebie-jeebies. Don’t like him. Never have. No matter how much money he’s splashing about the place.’ Aha!

‘Has he been doing that?’ you say as you hand over the cost of your drink and a whack more as a tip.

She glances about, then pockets the cash. ‘Been doing it a lot of recent, yes.’

‘Where’s he getting it from?’

She lowers her voice. ‘I can’t say, but last month he’d had a few too many and says he don’t need to be in service anymore. He’s got some business on the side and he reckons it’ll make him a fortune.’

Well now, that’s interesting. You could stay for a while and make some more enquiries among the pub clientele, or you could head to Oxford.

If you stay, turn to 76

If you drive to Oxford, turn to 13
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‘What have you found?’ asks Tim.

‘Nothing,’ you say, pulling back from the cabinet.

‘You’re hidin’ something from us!’ snaps Simon. ‘Come on, out with it!’

‘Not yet,’ you tell him. ‘Perhaps later.’

‘What a little sneak you are,’ burbles Freddie, as he collapses heavily into a plump leather seat, sloshing half a tumbler of clear liquid over his knees.

‘I am what is necessary. No more than that. And you really should stay off that stuff.’

‘Oh, should I?’ He bounces an inch or two into the air as the train bumps over some points. ‘I should think that’s for me to decide.’

‘The police will want to speak to you. And it won’t do them, or you, any good if you’re three sheets to the wind.’

‘My wife. My wife is dead, and you want me to stop drinking? Is that what you’re telling me?’

‘That is precisely what I am telling you.’

He glares at you, puts the drink to his lips and takes it all down in a single draught. ‘I feel much better,’ he says bitterly.

You watch him for a few more seconds but he seems to have made his point, so you address the carriage.

‘I believe it is worth stating the facts as they stand now. Someone has killed Melissa, almost certainly with a fast-acting poison.’ Even though they all knew this, your announcement still sends a shiver through the car. ‘When we reach Harrogate, they will question each one of you. But before then, I would like to ask a few questions.’

Julia looks around, concerned. ‘Isn’t it better to do this with us, well, apart from each other?’ she asks. ‘Only,’ she glances at the other faces before her, ‘there are some things that we don’t want to raise in front of everyone, isn’t that right? And besides, who’s to say we’re telling the truth?’ A few searching stares make her change her tune. ‘I mean, of course I will, but someone else might not.’

‘And who are you talking about?’ Pererin pipes up, her tone very prickly. ‘Do you have anyone in mind?’

‘Well, you wouldn’t…’

‘Oh, wouldn’t I? Am I a liar?’

Julia looks startled. ‘Oh, now, no, I don’t mean that. Only that…’

‘We know what you mean.’ Pererin folds her arms and Julia’s cheeks turn plum-red.

‘Now, look!’ Constantinos says, standing up. ‘You’re badgering her.’

‘You sit down, mate!’ Simon orders him, puffing out his chest. ‘You just sit down!’

‘Don’t tell me to sit down. Do you know who you are speaking to?’

‘I don’t know an’ I don’t care. What I do know is that I’ll knock your block off if you don’t sit yourself down right now!’

But Constantinos isn’t to be pushed around either and takes a step forward, his chin jutting out as if daring Simon to carry out his threat. Simon matches the pace and they’re no more than twelve inches apart, lips turning into snarls. ‘Back down, or…’

Simon’s fist smacks into Constantinos’s ribcage, folding him over. Constantinos grunts in pain, but he has more steel than you realized and launches himself forward like a torpedo, his head crashing into Simon’s chest, his arms reaching round to bind them together as they bang into the disappearing cabinet, knocking it off its table and tumbling it to the floor. You check it – it’s an invaluable piece of evidence – but it’s unbroken.

‘How about you two stop that,’ you say, irritated, as they grapple like teenage boys on one of the seats, neither getting any clear-cut blows in.

‘Oh, don’t stop them, it’s a distraction, isn’t it?’ sneers Freddie as he reaches over to the drinks bar and lifts a small unlabelled bottle with a little clear liquid at its bottom.

‘It’s not especially helpful,’ you mutter, as Julia and Pererin rise to stand behind their menfolk, shouting encouragement.

‘Who’s to say?’ He unstoppers the bottle and sniffs the contents. ‘Ah, amaretto. I didn’t know we had any.’ He lifts it towards his lips.

He thinks it’s amaretto, the almond liqueur. Will you let him drink it or will you stop him?

If you let him drink it, turn to 48

If you stop him, turn to 69
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In the drawing room, the household is assembled under the beady eye of one Inspector Rollinson.

‘We’re all very lucky that the inspector happened to be at the station when I arrived,’ says Gervaise. ‘He was there to follow up on some fraud case – is that right, Inspector?’

‘It is, sir,’ says the skinny officer in a local accent. ‘Now, I would like to see the body.’

You inform him who you are and, like clockwork, he views you with suspicion. No matter where you are, it seems, the police just don’t like you poking your nose in.

Oh, well. With the officer projecting more suspicion onto you than onto every other person there, you take him outside to the body, which lies just as you all left it. ‘Thank you, Dr Tenor. We shall handle it from here,’ Rollinson says. ‘The crew to take the deceased away will be here in a few hours, I expect.’

‘And in the meantime?’

‘In the meantime, I shall conduct my investigation. And I should advise you not to impede it.’

‘It wouldn’t even cross my mind, Inspector.’

Well, no, it wouldn’t. Because you have your own enquiries to make.

So far, you have only had a brief talk with Gervaise. If you want to question him more, turn to 19

If you want to hunt for Algy’s diary, turn to 78
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‘The best thing now is to wait until we arrive at Harrogate,’ you inform everyone. ‘There I shall speak to the police and between us we will unmask the culprit. I give you my word.’

Suddenly everyone is talking at once. The Yarrows agree with you, the Georgious disagree vehemently. Tim is asking everyone to calm down, Freddie is glaring at everyone. Nanny Tiggy looks distraught. You gaze out of the window at the dark. You can’t see a thing out there. And suddenly, something throws you forward. No, it’s that the train has abruptly halted with a screech. Someone has pulled the emergency chain, you guess, and the lights have gone out, causing utter chaos. But you don’t get a chance to discover what’s the matter, because you feel a sharp prick in the back of your neck, and then there is nothing but blackness for evermore.

Now, go back to the beginning and start again
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‘Would you mind if I stay for a few minutes while the scene of death is examined? I have some expertise that might prove useful,’ you say. The policeman looks doubtful, but your position as a medical examiner for Scotland Yard sways him and he agrees. ‘Thank you.’

You climb back inside just as the photographer’s flash bulb pops, briefly turning the whole car white. When your vision returns, Melissa looks more tragic than ever, now that her friends have departed and the only people present are the police and you. And you barely knew her. You drop heavily into one of the seats. As you settle against the plump leather you feel a scratch on your thigh. A sharp little pain. You glance down to your legs, but before you can even see what has happened, the whole world is turning black. Somehow the taste of almonds is in your mouth.

Now, go back to the beginning and start again
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You wait in your room until the allotted appointment – some time alone is welcome for you to have a chance to think, anyway. A maid brings you some tea and you gaze out at the Christmas landscape, mulling what has happened and what might happen now.

Eventually it is nearly noon and time for your rendez-vous. You steal down the stairs, not wanting anyone to see you leave, and jog to the church, your breath turning to fog on the way.

The church is open when you arrive. It’s gloomy inside, the weak winter light struggling to penetrate the stained-glass windows. You see a figure in the front pew, wrapped up in thick coat and scarf, with their back to you. This must be whoever has invited you.

You approach carefully, hearing your feet tap on the flagstones like a dancer. ‘I’m here,’ you say, though they don’t turn around. The closer you get, the more you begin to wonder if you have made the right decision. But it’s too late now. And then, as you reach them, you realize what has happened, how you have been set up.

You shake the body. It falls to the floor, a puddle of red liquid seeping across the flagstones. The knife – that silver-bladed knife that has done such harm to this family – is plunged into the gut of Gervaise Hurley, the new lord of Hurley Court. You grab the hilt to keep it stable. But it takes you less than a second to see that the man is dead.

‘Gervaise,’ you say. ‘Good God, man.’

And then you feel a rough hand grip you hard on the shoulder. ‘That’s it. You’re under arrest.’ You spin around and see Inspector Rollinson. But before you can say anything, he sees the bloody knife in your hand and wrestles you to the floor.

‘Don’t you—’ you yell, but the handcuffs are already snapping on your wrists. ‘I’m here to investigate this case.’

‘I’m sure you are. Want to explain that?’ he says, pointing to the knife.

‘It wasn’t me!’ you cry, now terrified as to where this is leading.

‘Save that for your trial,’ sneers the policeman. ‘You’ll need a defence.’

You’re held there for an hour, while a police van is called. You’re pushed in, no matter how many times you tell them to call your contacts at Scotland Yard, and locked in a police cell, where you remain until the magistrate says you’re to be held until trial.

Three months later, you’re in the dock at the Old Bailey. It’s a popular spectacle: the police pathologist on trial for an especially brutal murder. Some of your old colleagues give evidence in your favour, one or two give evidence against you. The prosecution suggests that all those cases where you attended have turned your brain and you became obsessed with seeing death up close. ‘Is it so hard to understand that? No? Then it cannot be hard to condemn it,’ the prosecuting barrister tells the jury.

Over and over, from every angle, you tell your side of the story, but it’s to no avail. And when the foreman of the jury stands up, it’s to announce a verdict of ‘guilty’. The judge shakes his head and tells you that it’s a capital crime, but on this occasion, he will be lenient, given your years of service to the Crown. Life in prison, with possibility of parole after thirty years. You will have a long time to contemplate where you went wrong.

As you are led back down to the cells, you see someone who was at Hurley Court with you. They are laughing at you. Again and again and again.

Now, go back to the beginning and start again
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‘Freddie!’ you call.

‘Oh, it’s you,’ he mutters as you catch up with him.

‘Yes, me. And I want to know what just happened.’

‘Do you now? Why?’ He doesn’t care about being rude.

‘Call it intellectual curiosity.’

‘I’ll call it many things, but not that,’ he sneers. You wait for him to continue. ‘All right. It’s her. Pererin Yarrow.’

‘What about her?’

‘Yes,’ he muses, kicking his feet irritably. ‘What is it about her? I don’t even know myself. But she knows what she’s doing.’

‘Care to enlighten me?’

‘She’s a little minx. Looks like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. But it would. And that great heap of mud of her husband knows it too. I don’t think he even minds. Some men get a kick out of it, I suppose, seeing their wives drive other men crazy.’ You look at him with a mix of disapproval and pity. ‘Oh, don’t bother with that. I know what I’m doing.’ He laughs at you. ‘Whatever I get into, I’ll get myself out of it again. I’ve had enough practice.’ And he chuckles to himself and walks away.

You let him. You’ve had enough of his presence for a while, and treat yourself to a sticky bun at the tea room. After ten minutes’ thought, you follow in Freddie’s footsteps, back to the train.

Turn to 70
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‘Come, come, the truth!’ you say. ‘I know that is a lie.’ But the effect is only to make Nanny Tiggy burst into tears. Julia goes to comfort her, looking daggers at you. You feel a little guilty.

Yes, it probably is time to let everyone have a moment to mentally deal with what they have just witnessed. You gaze from one to another, then at the terrible sight stretched out before you on the table: a beautiful, vivacious young woman whose future has been cruelly and violently stolen from her.

For twenty minutes that feel like hours, you are all quiet, alone with your thoughts. Six of the seven people before you are remembering, regretting, celebrating and saying goodbyes. And one of them is plotting, scheming, mocking and quietly rejoicing at the scene that they have engineered.

When you finally roll into Harrogate station it feels like a blessing. The wheels squeal to a stop and you shout to the platform guard to fetch the police. He looks befuddled, but you repeat the instruction and he scurries off. Until the officers arrive, you let everyone mill about on the platform, but you will allow no one to leave the station. Simon grumbles but no one tries to defy your order.

A bobby, as surprised as the station guard, nearly falls over when you tell him what has happened, and even before you have finished explaining, he is sprinting away to bring a senior officer. While you all continue to wait, Tim sidles up to you. ‘Look,’ he whispers, ‘between you and me, I think there’s something up with Miss Tiggworth.’

‘Oh?’ you reply.

‘You know how she didn’t want to tell you where she really was when Melissa was nearly run over?’

‘Yes.’

‘It’s – I don’t know if it has any bearing, but it’s just so odd.’

‘Out with it, man.’

‘Well, she’s been asking me recently about adoption agencies. She thought I might have some influence because of my position at the company. I think she wants to adopt a child.’

‘At her age?’ you ask sceptically.

‘I know. I said that myself. Couldn’t put her off it, though. Very odd.’

‘Very.’

A Detective Inspector Wilkes arrives and takes charge efficiently, bringing with him a photographer and an ambulance. He takes everyone’s details and addresses, making no comment about your costumes and how absurd you must all look, given the circumstances. But he is most interested in Freddie – for a police detective, a drunken husband might as well have a hand-painted sign saying ‘murderer’ hung around his neck.

Wilkes orders everyone to the police station to give statements.

If you agree to go, turn to 68

If you ask to stay behind and observe while the scene of the crime is examined, turn to 7
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‘Sorry, I made a promise to another chum,’ you tell Melissa. ‘And I’ll never break a promise if I can help it.’

‘Oh, well, I don’t expect it’s much anyway.’

‘Probably not. It will all come out in the wash. Now, Johnny, how about a Buck’s Fizz?’

Turn to 55
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You accept Pererin and Simon’s offer. Freddie’s seems less than wholly sincere and you could do without Nanny Tiggy fussing over you.

You walk to their home, a neat little terraced house on a gentle hill. It’s the sort of street where everyone knows everyone.

You’re tired and hungry. Pererin fetches you all some soup and bread, and you listen to the wireless for a while. You’ve had enough of asking questions and following lines of enquiry. You just want to rest, and so you all head to bed.

You have a little box room at the back, with a bed that only just fits in it. But it’s warm and comfortable enough and you’re dead tired, so you drift off to sleep almost immediately.

That’s why when you’re woken maybe an hour later, in the pitch black, you’re so groggy that you look the figure standing over you up and down, wondering where you are, instead of grabbing for the small revolver pointing straight at your heart. And when it fires, it’s like you’re falling asleep again.

Now, go back to the beginning and start again
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The drive up to Oxford is a three-hour journey if you’re going fast. You drive like an absolute demon and make it in two, nipping past carloads of families off to visit grandparents for Christmas. As you pull into the old university town, you feel a bit nostalgic for your student days. Such high times! Well, you’re past that now and so park your little Roadster in front of a fine-looking pub tucked away behind Hertford College, which a painted sign announces as the Turf Tavern. Raucous music is playing, and laughter and singing is spilling from every window. A chaotic mass of students trips out from the front door, pouring drinks down their throats. One of them spies your car.

‘Crikey, chaps, have you seen this little jalopy?’ he yells to the others. ‘MG Roadster. Latest little model.’ He turns to you. ‘I say, any chance of a quick spin?’

This is just what you need. ‘Certainly,’ you say. ‘Hop in.’ You hit the accelerator hard and burst out onto the road as if the devil himself is after you. ‘Hold on.’ You roar a high-speed circuit of the city, past the snow-covered colleges and full-to-bursting churches, so quick your companion can barely keep his breath, and then skid to a stop back outside Hertford College.

‘Come on in!’ cries your delighted new pal, who mentions in passing that his name is Canute, like the doomed king. ‘Let’s get to the bar before it runs dry.’

‘Don’t mind if I do. Actually, I’m trying to track down an old chum. Was here somewhere between 1923 and 1928.’ Judging by Leaner’s appearance, that would have been his time here.

‘Old Boy, eh? Well, let’s call in at the Porters’ Lodge and they can tell you.’

You stop off at the lodge just inside the imposing entrance arch, where the bowler-hatted porters politely do as Canute asks and allow you a peek at the college records. You hunt through a huge leather-bound book with lists of names going back a hundred years in increasingly faded ink. But it’s pretty clear that no W. Leaner was a student here during the years you check, and you look at a few years either side to make sure. But then, in the list of students matriculating in 1925, you do spot a name that rings a distant bell: D. Vickers.

‘Good Lord,’ you whisper to yourself.

‘Hmmm?’ asks Canute.

‘Oh, something I wasn’t expecting at all.’ Your mind is ablaze with a chain of events, and you laugh and slam the book shut.

‘All finished then? Well, let’s go up to the party!’ Canute says happily.

‘Thanks, old chap. But I’ve got somewhere else I need to be. And it’s not going to be a party.’

You speed back to Hurley Court. Along with what you discerned at the pharmacy, you have learned some interesting things today.

A few hours later, you are driving through the village, which is quite dark by now, with light leaking from the houses. Passing along the High Street you notice a familiar face coming out of a little tumbledown cottage: Rebecca the maid. And you know that she has seen you because she suddenly jumps back inside and shuts the door. You drive on, making no sign that you saw her, but then pull into a side street with a hardware shop and kill the engine. You creep back to the corner and watch Rebecca emerge furtively from her house and tramp quickly in the direction of Hurley Court. You think for a minute. It comes with your job that people are often less than happy to see you, but this was quite a strong reaction.

If you stop and investigate, turn to 88

If you go straight to Hurley Court, turn to 38
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‘All right,’ you say. ‘Go ahead.’

Tim steps forward and yanks on the red chain. For a few seconds, nothing happens. And then there’s a screaming of metal as the brakes engage hard on the wheels. You’re all thrown forward as the train judders to a halt. The lights go off and you’re left in perfect darkness, only the twinkling stars through the windows showing any light.

‘You idiot!’ yells a man’s voice – Simon, you can tell. ‘Now what’re we going t’do?’

There is the sound of shuffling and complaining as people try to get to their feet.

‘Does anyone have a light?’ you say. No one speaks up, which tells you all you need to know.

‘You got us into this, you get us out of it,’ Simon grumbles.

The driver is in the locomotive. You should tell him what’s happening.

If you try to get out of the carriage and round to the driver, turn to 102

If you sit tight until he comes to you, turn to 42
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