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            HELLO, BOOK LOVER!

          

        

      

    

    
      Way back in 2013, I first created James Lalonde; he was originally one of two love interests in a romantic comedy that I soon grew tired of writing. Eventually, that project was shelved due to my lack of interest in writing within the romance genre, but a few of the characters stayed with me. And one of those characters was James.

      So, on the 11th of October 2014, I began creating character profiles and fleshing out the various storylines in the book. After multiple breaks, I finished the 112,000-word novel in 2017 and realised that it wasn’t the first book in the series but in the middle somewhere. This discovery prompted me to write the stories that came before this long novel.

      Because the books haven’t been published in order, I thought you might like to have an omnibus edition or ebook boxed set of these stories, which I’ve called “The James Lalonde Starter Library,” with the books in reading order for those of you who appreciate these things. In this omnibus edition, you’ll find the official reading order of The James Lalonde Amateur Sleuth Mystery stories: The Candidate, The Locked Room, The Lawn, and Suspicion.

      I hope you enjoy these stories.

      Happy Reading!

      
        
        Amelia xx
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            ABOUT THE SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      Five years before James Lalonde was the editor for the Northampton Tribune and discovered that the legendary sword, Excalibur, was stolen from Elizabeth’s flat, he was a gofer dreaming of writing his first byline. The Rookie Reporter Amateur Sleuth Mystery series follows James’s first year as a journalist, starting with his first-ever case.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FRENCH IN THE REPORTER AT THE GATE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Euh: The French equivalent of “um.”

      

        

      
        Merde: noun. A mild, humorous substitute for “shit.”

      

        

      
        Oh, la vache: An expression of surprise similar to “damn” or “oh my god.”

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          MONDAY, 28 JUNE  2010, 11:57 P.M.

        

      

    

    
      Gasping for air, Albert opened his eyes. As the crystal chandelier on the high ceiling came into view, he groaned. With a deep breath, he gripped the bodkin arrow wedged into his chest and pulled. Gritting his teeth, Albert rolled onto his side.

      The room spun as crimson flowed from the wound in his chest. Discarding the mediaeval arrow, Albert reached for his walking cane. The blasted thing had finally come in handy for the first time since his ice-skating accident.

      Albert scrambled to his feet and made his way to his antique desk. Perched on the edge of the desk, he tugged on his tie until it slipped into his hands. Taking another deep breath, Albert straightened his tie and secured it around his chest, over the arrow wound.

      With a sigh, Albert glanced at the ceiling. Don’t wake her, you fool. His wife was thirty-two weeks pregnant, and waking her would just stress her out. That was the last thing she needed. After all, she was forty-one, and as her obnoxious obstetrician pointed out, her pregnancy was geriatric. He needed to get to a hospital without waking his wife. Thankfully, with pregnancy came the added bonus of being able to sleep like a bear in the dead of winter.

      Albert surveyed the tabletop and his study. A suit of fifteenth-century plate armour stood to attention like a dour butler, visor down, reflecting the crystal chandelier in little, accusing suns. The floor-to-ceiling bookshelves loomed above him, lined with leather-spined volumes, and a globe that had never once been circumnavigated, not even by his finger. His banker’s style desk lamp hummed like it was on the verge of sharing all of his secrets but had decided at the last minute not to speak. Even here, among tasteful antiques and soft rugs, the house had the smug confidence of a criminal who had gotten away with murder.

      Then he remembered. My phone. Earlier in the evening, his phone had gone flat after he’d binged his favourite unsolved mysteries podcast. He’d placed it on the charging dock on his bedside table. There was no way he could ascend the stairs in his condition. Pulling out the arrow was a mistake. Why did you do that, you old fool?

      Thanks to his stupidity, he would bleed to death in less than ten minutes. The room spun. Even if Albert had his phone, calling emergency services would be useless. The nearest hospital was nineteen minutes away. As Victoria’s pregnancy progressed, Albert had learned the route and calculated the distance between his house and the hospital. He had measured the quickest route while driving over the speed limit. Leaning back, Albert stared at the ceiling. Calling emergency services was crossed off his list, so he had only one option left. He was kidding himself. At the grand old age of sixty-one, it was highly unlikely that he’d survive. Maybe if he were twenty years younger, things might be different. If only he hadn’t pulled out that stupid antique.

      Albert grimaced as a wave of pain swept through his body. Then he realised something. He could go somewhere else, somewhere better, and it was only a ten-minute drive away. There would be no traffic at that time of night. So his reckless decision would ruin no innocent lives.

      As the clock on the mantel chimed midnight, Albert grabbed his keys off the desk. Another wave of pain swept through his body. He grimaced as he thrust his frame off the tabletop, then staggered across the thick carpet towards the door, which was ajar. Albert smirked as he heard his cane hit the floor.

      Frightened that he was going to wake his wife, Albert gritted his teeth. He clutched the doorframe for support as the room spun. Curious, Albert peered over his shoulder at the carnage he was leaving. He must’ve lost at least half a litre of blood.

      Leaning against the wall for support, Albert staggered down the hall and towards the foyer. He soon regretted the foyer renovations and those shiny white tiles Victoria loved so much. As he reached the end of the hallway, Albert wheezed. Only twenty feet until the door.

      Albert shuffled across the tiles and moaned as he unlatched the locks on the front door. He grabbed the handle and turned it. A tear trickled down Albert’s cheek as he realised he would never get to take his daughter home from the hospital or kiss his wife again.

      After closing the door behind him, Albert stumbled towards his silver Mercedes. He pressed the button on his key fob. Reaching out, he grabbed the handle of the car door. Peering over his shoulder, Albert grimaced. He was glad that he had been too lazy to close the driveway gates when he came home earlier that evening. He slumped into the driver’s seat, closed the door, then reversed out of the driveway. All he had to do was not pass out behind the wheel.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

          SIXTEEN HOURS EARLIER

        

      

    

    
      The early-morning sun shone through the third-floor windows of the Northampton Tribune newsroom as James Lalonde sat in his cubicle and sipped an espresso while he read the morning’s edition. The newsroom smelled like a concoction of ink, paper, old coffee, and mildew. The scent was nothing worth bottling, but Rhys Kelly, the chief editor, wore it like aftershave. And James could smell it permeating the room from Rhys’s open door. The six-foot, seventy-year-old Rhys slammed the phone back onto its cradle. He was fuming. Technically, it was a typical Monday morning occurrence, but James was still worried because Rhys’s anger felt different. It was almost personal.

      From his cubicle, James had a perfect view of the newsroom in all its glory. Yesterday’s edition was scattered across the Felt-like walls in the rows of cubicles, flapping in the breeze of the air-conditioner. A thick layer of dust was draped over the filing cabinets that hadn’t been opened since the ’90s. On the pillar behind his desk was a clock on the far wall that hadn’t ticked since it ran out of batteries many years before he started his internship. To his right, a pile of overdue library books and past editions of the Tribune all begged for his attention. James ignored them as he listened to the hum of the photocopier outside the chief editor’s office.

      It was another day at the grindstone, and James was doing everything but his dream job. By night—in his mind, at least— James chased leads, solved crimes, and helped put bad guys behind bars with his page-one exposés. The innocent dreams of youth.

      During daylight hours, James worked as an editorial research assistant for the Northampton Tribune. It was a fancy term for an all-round dogsbody, or that was how it felt. He was a lackey.

      As he sipped his espresso, James watched the real journalists drag their bodies across the newsroom floor to Rhys’s office. By chance, James’s workstation was outside that office. Every day, he got to watch the comings and goings, like a pauper begging for change outside the station during rush hour.

      For six months, James had slaved away researching and editing other people’s work and helped Rhys manage his workload. But to James’s dismay, all of that hard work had gone unnoticed. He was still a gofer.

      James took another  sip of his coffee, wishing it were strong enough to teleport him to a different career. As he wallowed in self-pity, a mini shock wave shook his desk.

      Will Thatcher had plopped his slender frame on the white laminate desktop. Deep-set wrinkles formed at the corners of Will’s eyes as he smiled at James. That smile was never good news. With a shrug, James put down his espresso then turned towards his screen and pushed his thick-rimmed glasses up on the bridge of his nose. With a few brief clicks, a note-taking programme opened on his screen.

      Swivelling his chair at a slight angle, James glanced over at Will.

      ‘Wow, you’re in a good mood,’ Will said with a hint of laughter in his voice.

      James raised his eyebrows. ‘You’re always late for the morning meeting. And you know how Rhys loves that.’

      Will frowned. ‘I’m also the only person in this building who’s interested in writing for the culture section.’

      James rolled his blue-green eyes, then glanced at his screen.

      ‘Fine.’ Will shook his head. ‘I need you to research the history behind Delapre Abbey for my upcoming piece on the Mediaeval Festival. Some mediaeval society and the council are putting on an event, and it would be great if I knew the history.’ Will waved his hand dismissively.

      Tilting his head, James looked at Will as he continued to type. ‘At least it sounds interesting. Maybe someone will accidentally get stabbed with a sword and make things exciting.’

      Will leaned back as his eyes widened. ‘Things aren’t interesting for you unless someone is injured or loses a limb.’ Will chuckled.

      ‘What?’ James leaned back in his chair.

      ‘Have you ever seen blood?’ Will draped his arm on the top of the upholstered grey partition.

      James smirked as he peered over Will’s shoulder. ‘Today might be the day.’

      Will froze, then turned to find a tall man standing in the doorframe, his dark hair streaked with more than a dash of grey. His dark-brown eyes were fixed on Will.

      ‘I’m just—’ Will pointed over his shoulder at James.

      Rhys groaned as he surveyed the newsroom. His daily ritual was to groan at Will for gossiping, then scan the newsroom for his next victim. Will’s green eyes pleaded with James. James shrugged. Don’t look at me. I’m just here to bury the bodies.

      Hunched over, Will slid off the desk and walked the short distance to the office. Then he paused behind the editor, who was towering in the doorframe. Rhys surveyed the journalists in his office, like a beacon in a lighthouse perched on a rock searching the night seas. The editor was performing his usual headcount, and no one got away with missing the morning meeting—not on his watch.

      Will stood on tiptoes, attempting to peer over Rhys’s shoulder. ‘My story needs to be in the next edition of the paper because the Mediaeval Festival will be held the following weekend on the tenth of July.’

      James studied his screen, in desperate hope that something far more interesting would pop up begging for his attention, but it was useless. No one was emailing him for anything. With two quick clicks, he opened a browser window and waited for the prehistoric machine to load. He had completed four years of study just to be someone’s lackey.

      Gavin, a wiry man with spiked grey hair, offered James a thoughtful expression as he sauntered past wearing his usual attire. James didn’t have to look up because Gavin wore a polo shirt in seven different colours. It was his personal uniform. Even on weekends, he always wore a polo shirt. A couple of times, James ran into Gavin at his local Pret A Manger and a newsagent, that was when he realised Gavin had weekend polos. As James continued to wait, a pair of hands squeezed his shoulders.

      ‘It won’t be like this forever. One day, you, too, will have your own gofer,’ Gavin whispered, then he brushed his hand down his polo shirt and sauntered into Rhys’s office.

      James combed his fingers through his thick, dark-blond hair and sighed.
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        * * *

      

      Twenty minutes later, James clicked the print button on the screen then listened as the printer spat out pages. James picked up his espresso cup and took a sip. He groaned. It was empty. Hunched over, he dragged his lanky frame towards the copier. As James leaned over and grabbed the papers, he listened to Rhys barking orders in the editorial meeting. He moved slowly, pretending the copier was jamming while he strained to catch every word.

      ‘Maybe I’ll get Lalonde to do the interview and shove it somewhere in the back.’ Rhys stared at the tattered edges of the notepad in his hand and ran a red pen through his thick, greying hair. ‘If it gets too complicated, I’ll take it off him and give it to someone with more experience.’

      James froze, papers halfway to his chest, hardly daring to breathe.

      Rhys barely glanced up from the notebook in his hand and pointed towards the open door. The meeting was over.

      James beamed as he walked towards his desk with a spring in his step. He opened the manila folder and placed the printouts on top of the pile. This lackey was officially a journalist. He could barely contain his excitement.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TWO

          

          TUESDAY: 8:55 A.M.

        

      

    

    
      A thick layer of mist covered the sleepy Millway Lane. James glanced at his polished brown boots and adjusted his grey suit jacket as he stepped out of his car. This was the outfit his grandmother, Valerie, had suggested as the most appropriate thing to wear when interviewing a resident judge on the eve of his appointment.

      After locking his vehicle, he trekked along the path. The cobblestones introduced James to a new level of foot pain as he strolled down the narrow lane from the only sensible place he’d found to park his red Peugeot. Upon arrival, he took one look at the English stone mansion—or as his inner French peasant would describe it, a château—and parked his cart and horse out of sight.

      As he reached the black iron pedestrian gate, James grabbed the rail, then pushed. He shook the gate, then groaned—it was locked.

      The beige limestone façade loomed behind the gate, its rectangular windows stared back like a pair of tired, judgmental eyes. Its brown slate roof bore the weathered scars of English rain, while the chimneys stood like watchmen posted at a castle’s fortified tower on the lookout for approaching enemies.

      Surveying the English-style front lawn, James spotted the pristine white front door ajar. Resisting the temptation to climb the stone fortress walls, James wandered along the path and entered the property via the driveway. As he strolled past the open gates, James noticed a massive dent and scraping of silver paint on the iron fence. That was going to be an expensive repair.

      As James slipped his hands into the pockets of his suit trousers, his stomach churned, and a wave of panic swept through him as he inched closer to the house. He was going to screw up the interview and spend the rest of his life as a gofer.

      James took a deep breath, then resumed his pilgrimage towards the Honourable Albert Harrington’s front door. As James admired the Georgian-era architecture, he staggered over a loose stone tile in the driveway.

      After he regained his composure, he spotted a series of blood spots splattered along the path. The trail led him to a bloodied handprint on the door. Merde.

      With a racing heart and against his better judgement, James pushed the door open. A rock formed in the pit of his stomach as he surveyed the large, off-white foyer tiles scattered with crimson droplets. An overwhelming copper aroma mixed with a faint hint of polish and lavender sachets smacked him in the face, causing him to wheeze. Old ladies seemed to love those things. On second thought, the lavender might’ve been an attempt to add warmth to a home that felt more like a museum.

      A white, carpeted staircase curved up to the first floor without a single droplet of crimson. So whoever was bleeding didn’t exit from the upper level. A lone bloodied handprint was on the wall at the corner near a hallway that branched off to the left.

      On his toes, James darted through the lobby, then froze as he glanced down the hall to his left. Oh, la vache.

      A dark-crimson smear lined the hall on one side. It appeared that someone, possibly Albert, might’ve struggled to remain upright and needed support. Out of curiosity, James crept along the corridor towards the first open door. Though frightened of what he might find inside, James stepped into the study.

      An array of blood droplets was scattered among the sea of mahogany furniture and floor-to-ceiling shelves stuffed with books. In front of the desk, where a visitor might sit, was a pool of blood. Next to that lay a lone mediaeval-style arrow. It was something from a bygone era of fantastical tales featuring knights and aristocrats turned thieves.

      Nestled in front of the corner bookshelf was a polished suit of armour. It gleamed in the morning light that was peeking through the curtains. Dust clung to the plumes of its helmet, suggesting it had stood guard over the room for years, waiting for its moment in the spotlight. A familiar mediaeval battle poster flashed into the forefront of James’s mind. Albert Harrington must be a part of the Mediaeval Society.

      All the telltale signs of an accident or potential murder were present. Only one thing was missing—the body. It might not necessarily be murder. He could’ve injured himself, which would explain why the gate and front door were left open.

      James tiptoed out of the study and glanced down the hall towards the narrow stairs that led to the sitting room. The blood either ended or began here. And the house seemed quiet, almost eerie. Maybe they left for Accident and Emergency in a hurry and forgot to let him know.

      James sighed as he headed back into the study and around the scattered droplets of blood. He paused. His blue-green eyes followed the droplets scattered across the tabletop and onto the antique globe in the corner, near the fireplace.

      Before him lay the arrow. His heart rate sped up. This was no accident.

      The thick, plush carpet near the window was curled back, and the door of the floor safe was open. A robbery gone wrong? Careful not to disturb any evidence, James flicked through the papers on the black desk tray. He shouldn’t be doing this. It felt like a gross invasion of Albert’s privacy, but all he needed was enough information to start his investigations.

      A silver laptop lay closed in the centre of the desk. Not a single scratch was on the lid. Five more minutes, then he had to call the police. James released his hand from the tray, as a file under the laptop caught his eye. As he lifted the computer, the Northamptonshire police logo came into view.

      James froze.

      After minutes of deliberation, James slipped the file out from under the laptop and flipped through it. No matter what, he needed to return to the office with a story, or it would be his blood on the floor. He slipped out his smartphone. The words “no signal” glared back at him from the top left-hand corner of the screen. Typical.

      James took a few notes, then slid the folder under the laptop.

      In the silence of the room, James tucked his phone back inside his suit jacket. He glanced out the window at the row of hedges that lined the path leading to the pedestrian gate. Technically, he should phone in the story. Rhys Kelly’s words filled his mind. It was up to James to prove that he was up to the task. So phoning it in wasn’t an option. All he had to do was chase the story in front of him.

      With that quick pep talk behind him, James reached down and pulled the handle on the desk drawer. It was unlocked. Inside lay a leather-bound daily planner.

      He flipped through the pages and turned to the start of the current week. On the page for the day before, someone had written “Rachel Spencer - 7:07 a.m.” That name sounded familiar. Farther down the page, in the nine-thirty a.m. time slot, a file number was scribbled.

      After pulling out his smartphone again, James tapped the screen, opened the notes app, and stared at the list he’d compiled of all Albert’s past cases as crown prosecutor. Each entry had the name of the victim and a brief description of the crime. He scrolled through it. A name caught his eye: Yvette Spencer.

      The timing was curious. Albert was about to be sworn in as a resident judge at the Northampton Crown Court, and he was revisiting old murder cases.

      James bit his lip as he studied the phone. A few seconds later, he added more notes to the app then looked at the next page of the planner. Other than a notation regarding his own interview, there was only one other appointment on the page marked by the words “battle rehearsal.”

      After typing more notes, James pocketed his device. Peering down, he spotted the bloodied handle of the walking cane next to his boot. He ought to search the rest of the house, just in case.
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      Stepping across the plush carpet of the study, James tripped over the open door of the floor safe. He cringed as a loud bang echoed through the English château. Fingers crossed that no one’s home.

      James dashed across the study, around the sea of evidence, and into the hallway. The house was still, only broken by faint rustling and the thudding of feet from above. Terrified of being caught near the study, he sprinted into the entry.

      The foyer looked exactly as he’d left it: a scatter of crimson on the pristine tiles, a handprint smeared like modern art from a first-year art student. Not the sort of thing he wanted to explain to a pregnant woman. She was definitely home, based on the footfalls from above. Only Albert and his wife lived in this house, according to the briefing that Rhys had given him before he left work the day before.

      At the top of the staircase, on the landing, Albert Harrington’s pregnant wife stood frozen. Her bulging brown eyes locked onto him the second he entered the foyer. As she surveyed the scene, her face flushed a shade of white that matched the foyer’s tiles. Please don’t freak out. A wild expression swept over her face as she gripped the bannister.

      ‘What did you do?’ Victoria whispered. She brought her hand up and covered her mouth.

      Still clutching the bannister with one hand, Victoria headed towards the stairs.

      ‘Euh.’ James held his hand up. ‘I don’t think you should come down here. You really don’t need to see this.’ Then he sprinted up the stairs.

      Craning her neck, Victoria stared into James’s eyes. ‘You’ve got blood on your shoes. What did you do to my Albert?’

      James lowered his voice, trying to steady her. ‘Why don’t you sit?’ He pointed at the upholstered mini-chaise-style bench behind her.

      She pursed her lips, relinquished her stern gaze, then traipsed over to the bench. As she sat, Victoria dropped her trembling hands into her lap. James’s heart sank as he watched tears drip down her cheeks.

      He took a deep breath. ‘Honestly, I’m not sure what’s happened. I found your house like this. The front door was open, and I walked in.’

      Victoria narrowed her eyes. ‘I can see the smear of blood in the hall. Don’t lie to me.’ Her voice rose just above a dull whisper.

      James swallowed hard, the metallic tang still clinging to the back of his throat. Technically, she wasn’t wrong about what she saw, just about who had put it there.

      ‘I think you’re misunderstanding things here. I’m James Lalonde from the Northampton Tribune. This morning, I had an interview with your husband.’ James took a deep breath. ‘Your husband wasn’t here when I arrived. The driveway gates were open. Everything you can see now was just as I found it.’ James crouched in front of her, took her trembling hands, then looked her in the eye. ‘I swear to you that this is just as I found it. Because of the amount of blood, I came into your house looking for Albert. That’s when I noticed the blood trail started in the study. The sound you heard when you woke was me tripping over the open door of the floor safe.’

      Victoria slipped her hands out from under his and held her growing belly.

      ‘Are you okay? My grandmother is a retired obstetrician. I can call her if you like.’

      Tears streamed down her cheeks. ‘So Albert isn’t downstairs? What about his car? Did you see it?’

      James shook his head. ‘There’s no car in the driveway.’

      His chest tightened. He needed to ask, but he didn’t want to upset Victoria even further. Taking a deep breath, James gazed at her.

      Victoria bit her lip as she surveyed the entry. She tilted her head. ‘I vaguely remember Albert mentioning a write-up in the Northampton Tribune. He was a little grumpy about it. These days, I’ve been a bit forgetful.’ Victoria rubbed her belly. ‘Baby brain.’

      ‘Sorry to ask,’ James said with a polite smile, ‘but do you know if your husband had any angry clients or unexpected visitors last night or early this morning?’

      Victoria leaned back against the wall behind the bench. ‘I’m sure the police will sort this out.’ She nodded towards the ground floor. ‘There’s a phone in the foyer.’

      James sat on the upholstered mini-chaise-style bench next to her. ‘Your husband’s clients will probably not talk to the police because they’re behind bars or have been released from prison. But they will talk to me because I’m the press, in hopes that I will clear their names. And some will not talk to anyone. So I’m your best bet for figuring out the truth of what happened here.’ James waved his arm towards the open door. ‘With the exception of finding out that your husband’s alive and well and in hospital.’

      Victoria bit her lip and peered down the stairs. ‘I don’t think Albert survived this,’ Victoria said as her voice broke.

      James’s heart sank. From the bench, the view below was grim. At his age, it was highly improbable that Albert survived that much blood loss. Albert had worked hard to rise to the position of resident judge only to have it snatched away at the last minute.

      Victoria sniffled and wiped her damp cheeks. ‘You did raise an interesting point earlier. Some of his past clients have done some shady things. They probably won’t say anything useful to the police. I’ll get you a list of his clients. He gave me a list some time ago. Just in case. I thought Albert was being a bit overdramatic, but now I’m not so sure. I guess it wouldn’t hurt to share it with you.’

      James nodded. ‘I’ll make the call.’ James pointed over his shoulder at the phone on the buffet cabinet in the foyer.
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      A thick layer of fog covered the grounds of the inner-city parish church of All Souls. What little glow the streetlights gave off faded into the mist, and the church’s beige limestone façade morphed into a muted grey. The dew from the mist formed a damp residue on Philippa Harrington’s oversized navy-blue hooded raincoat as she wandered around the church property and searched for her husband. He must be praying in the back garden.

      It was fifteen minutes past nine, and the church wasn’t open, and the incense wasn’t lit. The man was getting slack in his old age. Philippa turned a corner and sauntered down the length of the church building. The side of the church stretched before her, its Gothic windows dark and lifeless in the early morning gloom. Her footsteps echoed dully against the wet stone path, the sound seeming to bounce off the ancient walls and disappear into the fog-laden air. As she drew closer, she spotted the open crypt door. It must’ve been open all night.

      She surveyed the nearby garden. Edward wasn’t sitting on the rocks with his Bible, praying, like he does every summer morning.

      Her frustration mounted as she approached the door. She had the task of checking to see if anyone was inside before she closed the old wooden door. Last year, her husband had forgotten to check and locked a pair of teenagers in the underground cemetery all night. Thankfully, they’d enjoyed the experience. It was a creepy blessing—and one she would rather not repeat.

      Philippa froze.

      The door was three feet away. Scattered along the cement path was a trail of crimson droplets. It must be another creepy prank from those local teenagers. They were always doing things like this.

      A little scared of what lay inside, she mustered the courage to tiptoe around the blood spatter and towards the entry. The old wooden door hung slightly ajar. Its dark timber aged and scarred by decades of weather. A faint, coppery aroma drifted from within the crypt. It made her stomach clench.

      Something was very wrong, but she couldn’t put her finger on exactly what was making her feel this way. But it could also just be the crypt. She hated this place. It always made her skin crawl. As she reached the catacomb’s entrance, she stared at the bloodied handprint. She needed to have a talk with their parents.

      After pushing the door open, Philippa spotted a familiar necktie discarded on the internal stone staircase.

      ‘Edward!’ Philippa screamed into the darkness of the crypt.

      With her stomach churning, Philippa descended the stairs. Upon reaching the bottom, she stretched her arm out and grabbed one of the cream candles from the cavity in the wall. All the other wall-mounted candles had been burnt out. If all the lights bar one were out, that meant the crypt had indeed been open all night. She surveyed the catacomb before reaching up and lighting the wick of her fresh candle with the wall-mounted flame.

      As she inched down the length of the underground cemetery with the small flame guiding her way, Philippa spotted a man lying face down on the floor.

      Covering the flame with her hand, she dashed towards him. Kneeling, she placed the candle on the floor. She leaned over him and put her fingers on the man’s neck. Then she saw his face.

      Her pulse raced. As she straightened her posture, tears streamed down her face. It was her brother-in-law, Albert. She had seen him and Victoria only the night before. And now he was dead. It didn’t make sense. Perhaps he went to Edward for help. He probably saw the open crypt door and, believing Edward was inside, he entered but didn’t have enough strength to walk back up the stairs. Or maybe he slipped, knocked himself out, then bled out.

      Her heart raced. She had to call the police. Truth be told, she’d rather stay in the crypt with her brother-in-law. But no one else could make that call. If she found Edward, then got him to do it, the police would be suspicious.

      Trembling, she stood and sprinted up the catacomb towards the stairs. As Philippa ascended the steps, tears streamed down her cheeks and dropped from her jawline onto her crisp white blouse. Of course, it was just her luck that she found him. In her mind, she pictured the police immediately suspecting her, all because she was the first caller and was black.

      During her thirty years as the wife of a Church of England clergyman, she had received her fair share of ill-mannered comments laced with ignorance. But she had always put it down to living in a predominantly white town. As a result, certain city pockets often felt like a small rural village rather than a town of less than 210,000.

      The police, however, were another thing altogether. After one fateful day when she was a little girl living in Alabama, her brother, Jesse, had gotten a life sentence for being present at a murder. As a result, Philippa was terrified of the police. Fifty years later, as an adult, Philippa realised there had been more to it than just being present at a murder. But the discrimination her brother had experienced shook her family. For as long as she lived, Philippa would never forget the advice of her father, Louis: Raise your hands, and whatever you do, don’t move. Volunteer no information unless you’re instructed to do otherwise.
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      The honey-coloured stone, trimmed hedges, and elegant sash windows should have given the Georgian-era mansion a postcard charm. Instead, the blood spatter turned the Georgian symmetry into something grotesque. Crouching in the driveway, Detective Sergeant Anwar Khan ran a pen through his thick, curly, dark-brown hair. His brown eyes followed a series of crimson droplets from a concentrated point on the driveway to the white front door. A bonus bloodied handprint was included. Together with the fresh crater in the left iron gates, he was getting a sense of someone’s last moments. The victim had driven a car with an arrow wound in his chest. But he was a judge and knew better than that.

      Behind him stood his newest recruit, PC David Chan. And to his delight, Anwar had not been subjected to the usual never-ending fountain of questions. That was progress. Sure, it was slow-moving, but it was still growth.

      As Anwar rose from his crouched position, his white crime scene suit tore. Anwar closed his eyes and sighed. They had been cutting costs of late, and the crime scene suits were their latest victim. Thanks to this cheap material, he had to either put on a second suit or wander around with a tear.

      ‘Chan. What do you think?’ Anwar asked over his shoulder as he gazed at the architecture.

      Chan ambled forward. ‘Judging by the handprint on the door, the victim was closing the door, thus leaving. And they weren’t alert while behind the wheel due to the dent in the fence. They were driving a silver sedan.’ Chan shrugged. ‘That’s just a guess, going off the height of the paint scrape and the dent.’

      Anwar smirked. ‘It’s okay, Chan. You’re allowed to make an educated guess.’

      Anwar pulled up the hood of his white crime scene jumpsuit, then tiptoed around the array of blood scattered on the drive. He paused and listened to the chatter coming from within the house.

      ‘The house is beautiful,’ Chan said.

      Glancing over his shoulder, Anwar spotted Chan standing in the driveway, craning his neck to get a better view of the house. Anwar closed his eyes. He still had to bark out step-by-step orders to Chan. It was going to be a long day.

      ‘Yes. Just imagine the window tax on this place.’ Anwar shook his head. ‘Not a single one of these windows appears to have been bricked up at any point.’

      Chan tilted his head and pursed his lips.

      ‘Close off the crime scene and start marking the evidence.’ Anwar strolled towards the door as he continued to listen in on the conversation inside.

      As Anwar stepped into the doorway, the chatter within the house ceased, just as he’d expected. Slumped over and perched at the top step was a lanky man in a grey suit. He had thick dark-blond hair. It appeared as if the man had run his fingers through his locks repeatedly, which was often a sign of stress. He appeared to be stressed, almost too stressed, considering the victim was nowhere to be seen. He was hiding something.

      The man had an unusual name: an English first name and a last name that he couldn’t remember. Luckily, he had written it down. Anwar reached inside his white jumpsuit, pulled out a notepad, and flipped it open. Then he read the words: James Lalonde.

      So Rhys Kelly sent him to interview Albert Harrington, a man with borderline xenophobic views on immigration. That was more than a little odd. Or maybe it wasn’t. The editor was seeking a front-page headline. If he remembered correctly, Rhys’s wife was Polish. Now it made sense. He wasn’t thrilled with the elected resident judge and planned to take action. And this Frenchman was his pawn.

      He grimaced as James stood and sauntered down the stairs.

      ‘Stay where you are. I’ll collect your statement soon.’ Anwar dropped his gaze, then surveyed the room.

      His eyes followed the trail of blood across the foyer and towards the hallway. To the right, there were no blood droplets. None that were visible. Glancing up, Anwar nodded at the short blonde sitting on a bench on the upper level. Her hand was cradled around her bump. Anwar’s shoulders sagged. She was pregnant, poor thing. Considering her condition, there was no way she murdered her husband. A sixty-one-year-old could easily overpower her.

      Careful not to disturb the evidence, Anwar meandered around the obstacle course of crimson droplets. As he approached the hallway, he raised his eyebrows as he cast his eyes on the smear of blood along the wall. This indicated that the victim needed support to stand before getting into the car.

      With his hands on his hips, Anwar peered out of the open door. Chan was still tagging the scene outside. Anwar pressed his lips together in a slight grimace as his eyes darted between Chan and the upper level. A few seconds later, Anwar let out a long, quiet breath through his nose. With his notepad in hand, he wandered around the evidence and ascended the stairs.

      The second that James locked eyes with Anwar, he opened his mouth. As Anwar passed by, he raised his forefinger to silence him. At the top of the stairs, Anwar strolled over to the bench and sat next to Victoria.

      ‘I just need to ask you a few questions, and then you can go about your day. In saying that, of course, you need to find somewhere else to stay until we finish processing the crime scene,’ Anwar said in a soothing voice.

      Victoria’s lips quivered. ‘I think I can stay with my mother. I’m sure it will be fine.’

      Anwar nodded. ‘It might be best if you tell me what happened and start with the evening before.’ Anwar pulled out a pen.

      She bit her lower lip as she looked at Anwar’s notepad. ‘Last night, Albert and I had his brother, Father Edward, and his wife, Philippa, over for dinner. It was uneventful. We ate dinner. Edward talked about a few events that were going on in the church. Albert talked about the mediaeval battle reenactment event that was on for next weekend.’

      Gazing to the right, Victoria paused.

      ‘Take your time. There’s no rush,’ Anwar said as he scribbled notes.

      Victoria looked at the carpeted floor. ‘After dinner, Albert and Edward retired to Albert’s study. They were quite secretive. It was after dessert that they started whispering among themselves.’ Victoria took a deep breath and clutched her belly. ‘I planned to go to bed early, but I had to entertain Philippa. Finally, at around eleven, Philippa had enough and left on her own.’ Victoria glanced up at Anwar. ‘I went straight to bed. Because I’m pregnant and constantly tired, I drifted off into a deep sleep, and I heard nothing until this morning.’

      Anwar tilted his head and gazed at her as he continued to take notes. ‘That’s all you remember from last night? Did you wake up at all during the night?’

      Victoria shook her head. ‘No. Not that I recall. Maybe for a second.’

      ‘What about this morning? How did things play out?’ Anwar leaned forward and peered between the bannister railings at the crimson mess below.

      Victoria looked at James, who was still perched on the top step. ‘I woke up this morning to a loud crash coming from downstairs.’

      ‘That was me. I tripped over the floor safe in the study,’ James said in a thick French accent as he held up his index finger, then turned towards Anwar.

      The crown prosecutor is going to love this case. Judging by the way she looked at James, they had been talking before he called the police, and she was altering her point of view to match whatever he told her. Now that was suspicious. This meant Anwar had to find evidence that the crown prosecutor couldn’t argue around. Just perfect.

      ‘Mr Lalonde, I’m collecting Victoria’s statement. I’ll get to you soon.’ Anwar narrowed his eyes. ‘Women and children first.’

      James rolled his eyes.

      ‘I got out of bed to find James in the foyer all alone.’ Victoria swallowed, then took a deep breath. ‘I think nothing has been disturbed. The blood in the foyer and hallway has remained untouched. I sat down, and James called the police.’

      Anwar nodded, then straightened. ‘So, Albert wasn’t here this morning. You didn’t see him leave with anyone or hear any fighting?’

      Victoria shook her head. ‘No.’

      ‘What time did Albert usually go to work?’ Anwar closed his notebook and slipped it inside his jumpsuit.

      Victoria furrowed her brow. ‘Of late, because of the baby, he worked from home.’

      Anwar pursed his lips and nodded. ‘Where does his brother, Father Edward, live?’

      ‘He’s the rector at the parish church of All Souls. He lives and works in the church with his wife, Philippa.’

      After rising from the bench, Anwar rushed across the landing and down the stairs as Chan tagged the foyer.

      ‘Don’t follow me,’ Anwar told James as he ambled down the hall.
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      The judge’s study was every inch what Anwar had expected. Littered with expensive, heavy wood and shelves of unread tomes, the study seemed to conflict with the crisp modern whites of the rest of the house. A lone knight in dust-laden armour glared down at him. Perhaps this was the only spot the victim was allowed to decorate. And that was what the books were, just that—décor. Anwar doubted Albert Harrington ever cracked one open. It was hard to envision.

      A dark-crimson stain lay a little over four feet away from the study’s mahogany desk. To the left of the desk, a walking cane had been discarded on the floor. Anwar narrowed his eyes as he drifted between the dark stain and the walking stick. ‘Chan, check to see if Albert had a walking cane.’

      Anwar shook his head as he listened to the footsteps approaching from behind. Of course, he couldn’t do what he was told. As he turned around, Anwar spotted the bloodied tip of an arrow on the floor near the large patch of blood. Crouching, Anwar reached out a gloved hand and picked up the mediaeval artefact. Rotating it between his thumb and index finger, Anwar stood, then faced James.

      ‘The front door was open when I arrived,’ James said as he stared at the arrow.

      Anwar shook his head. ‘The soon-to-be sworn-in resident judge has polarising views on immigration, the European Union, and tougher prison sentences. Still, the Northampton Tribune sends a Frenchman to interview Albert Harrington.’ Anwar stared at the blood-tipped arrow in his hand. ‘Highly unlikely.’

      Chan walked over to Anwar with an open evidence bag and waited.

      ‘Correct me if I’m wrong, but you have yet to write a story for the Tribune. Eager to prove yourself, you sought this interview with Albert.’ Anwar held up a finger as James opened his mouth. ‘Upon arrival, after a few pleasantries, you asked a few pertinent questions. That led to you and Albert getting into a heated debate over immigration. He threw a few insults, and then it got too much. In a rage, you picked up the arrow and stabbed him in the chest. Albert pulled out the arrow and staggered out of the study and left in his car. As you followed him in shock, that’s when you were caught by Victoria Harrington.’

      ‘A rage? Are you sure, Detective? A rage would indicate anger and an act done with force. And if anyone were to stab another person with that arrow, with force, it would snap. But it isn’t snapped, which means whoever stabbed Albert had time to think about killing him. But not too much time. They used whatever was at hand.’

      Anwar closed his eyes and took a silent deep breath. Smart-arse. There was always one at each of his crime scenes.
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        * * *

      

      Five minutes later, after James had explained multiple times how he’d found the scene, Anwar stood opposite the closed door of the floor safe. Blood had dried to a dull brown along the edge of the rug, a faint reminder that this room wasn’t just a monument to Albert’s ego—it was now evidence. Someone was hovering, and Anwar didn’t need to look to know who it was. The rookie reporter was going to cause trouble.

      ‘I have the bruise to corroborate my story,’ James said. ‘It has already formed.’

      Anwar closed his eyes. He still didn’t believe him. There was something suspicious about him. Anwar was supposed to believe that by pure chance, James stumbled onto a crime scene. No one was that lucky.

      Ignoring his audience, Anwar wandered over to the desk and flipped through the papers in the in-tray. Next, he opened the desk drawer and pulled out the leather-bound diary.

      Chan tagged the blood spot on the mantel clock, then faced the men. ‘Albert had an appointment with Rachel Spencer the day before he died, and the case file for her mother’s murder was under the computer. It’s a solved case.’

      The phone in Anwar’s pocket vibrated as he pulled the file out from under the computer. Without hesitation, Anwar released his grip on the file and discarded it on top of the laptop. He pulled his phone from his pocket and hit the red dial button. He nodded as he listened to the voice at the other end of the line.

      ‘Look, I need to go. I have a story to write and a tight deadline.’ James gestured towards the open door.

      Anwar stared directly at James as he hung up. Of course he had a deadline. There was a part of Anwar that wanted to add a few detours along James’s journey to writing his first story. Perhaps his calm exterior would slip and he could finally uncover the truth. No one was ever that calm in real life.

      ‘They’ve found Albert’s body. And you are coming with me,’ Anwar said while managing not to smirk.

      A bead of sweat trickled down James’s brow, past his blue-green eyes. Anwar was right. That overconfident, egotistical demeanour of his was vanishing—finally.
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      The inner-city parish church of All Souls was weathered with what appeared to be centuries of grime. Its darkened limestone walls loomed above him as James silently followed Anwar. With each step, his newly donned white crime scene jumpsuit squeaked and crinkled. It was humiliating.

      Naturally, Anwar had confiscated his clothes, clearly hoping to find microscopic blood transfer. After James pointed out that the blood particles would be not just microscopic but imaginary, Anwar lectured him about crime scene etiquette while he was handcuffed in the back seat of the police car.

      Outside the church, a silver Mercedes had mounted the curb and was parked at an angle, as if someone had sped to the venue in a hurry, got out, and abandoned the vehicle where they stopped. The car had a massive crater-like dent and a long black scrape along the right side, as if it had backed into a cast-iron gate. Its silver paint had peeled back, revealing the metal underneath and a fresh coat of something black.

      A smudged, bright red handprint stained the driver’s door. Beneath that was a thick, red smear. Under the car, on the weather-worn, large pavement tiles, was a pool of crimson. So, the car must be Albert’s. It seemed like Albert had leaned against the vehicle then begun walking from that point but needed support. He had made it this far, which was impressive. But why here, and not a hospital? The droplets trailed from the car, around the side of the church, towards the open wooden door of the crypt. It was just like Albert’s house.

      They came to an abrupt halt. Anwar turned and unshackled him. James grimaced as a putrid concoction of moss, iron, and ammonia floated out from behind the old wooden door, which was open. A wave of nausea swept through his body. All he needed was to hold it together and avoid humiliating himself in front of Anwar. James headed up the path, away from the crypt door.

      The beautiful Philippa Harrington smiled at him sympathetically as he breathed in the earthy aroma of the church grounds. James paused as he felt a watchful gaze on him. Glancing over his shoulder, he spotted Anwar’s dark-brown eyes staring back at him. It wasn’t a surprise. After all, Anwar had kept an eye on him since he’d left the resident judge’s house.

      They must’ve placed bets on whether and when he would throw up at the crime scene. It was not professional, but he would do it if the roles were reversed.

      James headed down the path towards the start of the crime scene as PC Chan knelt and placed markers next to the crimson droplets. Anwar sighed as he glanced between the evidence and the door. Anxious about what might lie ahead, James put his hands on his hips and breathed out once more. The breathing technique was doing nothing for his nerves. He needed to hold it together.

      Anwar walked around the sea of evidence and towards the old wooden door. At least James wouldn’t have to face whatever horrors lay within that crypt. Surely, Anwar wouldn’t risk contaminating the scene by bringing a civilian inside. A wave of panic swept through his body as he heard Anwar call out his name. The detective was actually going to bring James into the crypt. So, Anwar was playing games with him. But to what end?

      ‘Follow me. And don’t step on any blood or touch the door,’ Anwar said over his shoulder as he trekked towards the open crypt door.

      Determined not to give up on managing his anxiety, James took another deep breath and manoeuvred around the obstacle course of evidence towards the door. The grim aroma intensified as James crossed over the threshold and onto the internal stone staircase. A lone necktie, drenched in blood, lay discarded on the floor. The fabric was crinkled in two separate places. The first was expected—in the position where a Windsor knot would typically be tied—and the second was towards the ends of the tie. So, Albert used his tie as a tourniquet. This meant all of the blood at the house was Albert’s. None of it belonged to his attacker.

      When James left France to go to the University of Oxford’s All Saints College, his grandfather gave James a few first aid lessons, one of which was on how to make a tourniquet out of almost anything. Initially, James rolled his eyes and just assumed his grandfather was being a little too overprotective, but now, he saw the value in the lessons. Hopefully, he would never have to use them.

      James shivered as his gloved hand brushed the metal bannister of the internal staircase. It was cold. Perhaps the crypt door had been left open all night. Then he realised why he was there. Anwar believed he’d murdered Albert and dragged him to the crime scene. The detective must be hoping that James would accidentally reveal something incriminating. Since he hadn’t committed the crime and Anwar was so certain James had, all he could do was solve the case before the police.

      Technically, he had an alibi for last night, until a little after midnight. He was at the Queen’s Head Pub with Will Thatcher, and it was locked down. If the murder occurred after that, James was screwed because he was home alone since his flatmate, Fredrick Weiss, was on holiday with his new girlfriend.

      Along the far wall were five alcoves containing wall-mounted candles. All the flames were out except for one in the far corner of the crypt. Its sole flame lit up a small portion of the floor, highlighting more crimson droplets. Careful not to contaminate the evidence, James edged down the length of the catacomb. His heart raced as he considered what might lie in the shadows ahead.

      ‘Stop!’ Anwar yelled as he switched on the torchlight.

      Within a metre of James’s feet lay Albert Harrington, face down in a pool of blood. A wave of nausea, more intense than before, swept through James’s body.

      ‘Air.’ James dashed up the length of the crypt, then up the stairs and towards the light. The world spun as he sprinted around the evidence and up the path.

      As he heaved into the small woodland of trees, James felt a warm hand on his back. Philippa handed him a tissue. James closed his eyes and hoped the earth would swallow him whole.
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        * * *

      

      Mumbling, the scuffing of shoes, and the clicking of a pen were the symphony to his inner turmoil, and it was beginning to grate on his nerves. For the last six minutes, James had done everything within his power to stop himself from being sick a second time, except for standing and facing the crypt door or making eye contact with anyone else on site. His heart raced.

      There was one thing he couldn’t get out of his mind, no matter how much he tried: he was waiting around to be charged for a crime he hadn’t committed. But he couldn’t wait around any longer. He had to do something to clear his name. Opening his eyes, James straightened. PC Chan had his back turned and was busy cataloguing the scene. Chan was no closer to the door than when he first began, so he probably wouldn't notice James leaving.

      James headed up the path along the side of the church, glancing over his shoulder every few seconds. As he reached the end of the pathway, James turned the corner and spotted the church’s open doors.

      He mounted the large stone steps that spanned the front façade of the church. Each step reverberated across the empty church square and the abandoned streets. No morbidly curious locals had come outside, nor had any passers-by stopped to watch the scene. James paused at the door. Muffled voices echoed from within.

      With one last look over his shoulder, James slipped through the narrow gap between the doors. As he quietly closed the door behind him, the pungent aroma of incense overwhelmed his senses, causing his eyes to water. The ancient stone walls seemed to absorb sound, creating an almost cathedral-like hush. It made his careful footsteps rival those of even the most experienced burglars.

      Golden light filtered through the stained glass windows, casting jewelled patterns across the polished wooden pews and worn flagstone floor. A large, golden chandelier with candle-style lights hung from the ceiling, obscuring the view of a Renaissance-style portrait depicting the crucifixion that hung over the altar. There was so much gold in the altar area and the screen surrounding the painting that it almost seemed like a set from a satirical piece in a late-night programme about the church, rather than an altar in a place of worship.

      Hunched over, notebook in hand, Anwar sat next to Philippa Harrington on a polished pew in the middle of the empty church. Careful not to make a sound, James strolled down the centre aisle. He sat in a pew at the back of the church and listened to the interview.
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      The Gothic arches soared above Anwar and Philippa as they sat side by side in a wooden pew in the centre of the nave. Its stone ribs disappeared into the shadows in the ceiling that the golden, ornate chandelier couldn’t quite banish. Dust motes danced in the pale yellow light streaming through the stained-glass windows. The scent of old incense and polished wood hung heavy in the air. Philippa clenched her trembling hands in her lap as she sat next to him in the wooden pew.

      She nodded. A hint of fear flickered in her eyes, then drifted away as Anwar reassured her that the questioning was merely a formality.

      Over time, he’d gotten used to seeing hesitant stares across interrogation tables, and often the reaction was worse with people of colour, even though he was a minority himself. When he first joined the force, he thought being Pakistani would be an asset. But that wasn’t true. It was more of a hindrance. This time was different. Philippa was scared, almost terrified, of him. Anwar smiled, hoping to reassure her. Philippa hunched over. His smile had just made things worse. He clearly needed to practise that in the mirror.

      Anwar glanced at his notebook. ‘Talk me through how you discovered the body.’

      Philippa exhaled. ‘Just like every Monday morning, I went down to the crypt to display fresh flowers from the morning’s delivery.’ Philippa nodded. ‘I like to make sure that those who have gone before us are remembered and not forgotten. I almost slipped down the staircase. So I grabbed onto the rails and dropped the flowers. Once I reached the bottom of the stairs, I picked up the flowers and lit the candle. Unfortunately, all the flames bar one had gone out during the evening.’ Philippa glanced up at him. ‘As I reached the end of the crypt, the flame highlighted a pair of legs protruding out near one of the tombs.’ She paused and stared off into the distance.

      Anwar nodded as he scribbled some notes. There were no flowers in the crypt. She was either misremembering or had removed the flowers from the crime scene, and thus contaminated the evidence. Considering the droplets didn’t appear to be disturbed and probably dried during the early hours of the morning, she might be adding fictional details to her story.

      ‘Take your time.’

      ‘I went to see who it was.’ Philippa swallowed. ‘Originally, I thought Edward had had an accident, but I soon realised it was his brother, Albert. I don’t know how he got to the crypt.’

      Anwar glanced up at Philippa. ‘What time was this?’

      She shook her head. ‘I discovered the body at quarter to ten.’

      Anwar pursed his lips as he jotted down the time. ‘Did you remove the flowers from the crypt after you dropped them?’

      She froze. ‘Yes,’ she said with a stammer. ‘I put them in the bin. I think the bin man has already been.’ She peered down at her hands. ‘Sorry.’

      ‘I’ll check the bin on the way out.’ Anwar jotted down a reminder at the bottom of the page. ‘What happened the previous night?’ Anwar turned a few pages in his notepad. ‘I was told that you and your husband, Father Edward, were having dinner with the Honourable Albert Harrington and his wife, Victoria, last night.’

      ‘Yes. Edward and I had dinner with Albert and Victoria. I believe Albert wanted to talk about christening the baby as soon as it was born.’ Philippa’s voice grew quiet.

      Straightening, Anwar surveyed the church. For the briefest of moments, he could’ve sworn that he and Philippa were not alone in the church. ‘What was Albert and Edward’s relationship like?’

      Philippa furrowed her brow, then tilted her head. She seemed to be giving the question an unusual amount of thought. Perhaps she was filtering out stories, or the brothers might not have spoken in months. It was plausible that the soon-to-be sworn-in resident judge’s schedule was so busy that he didn’t have time for family other than Victoria.

      ‘I’m wondering how close your husband and his brother were. Do you think Albert would have told your husband if he was in trouble?’

      ‘Yes, Edward and Albert were quite close. Albert was looking forward to becoming a father, and I believe that’s all they spoke about. I don’t recall Albert ever being worried or troubled about anything.’ Philippa’s
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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