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        Dedicated with thanks to all the

        cruises we have enjoyed over the years,

        including our last one to Norway.

        Thankfully, with no murderers on board!
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        Welcome aboard our cruise liner Piece of Paradise.

        Please join us for the Sail Away Party on

        the Lido Deck at 1 p.m.

        Celebrate to the sound of the

        Laurel Leigh Band.

      

      

      
        
        Tonight will be informal while you unwind and

        explore what the ship has to offer.

        Have a wonderful time.

      

      

      
        
        Captain Eduardo Castillo

        Clarendon Cruises
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      A loud cheer went up when the Piece of Paradise left Southampton. The breeze was warm, even though it was only the end of April. Hayley and Tom were already in the party mood, helped by the complimentary glasses of sparkling wine that were being passed around on silver trays. They stood by the rails next to Tom’s friend and superior, Sergeant Dave Mills, and his wife, Isabella.

      “Now DCI Johnson can’t get hold of us even if he tries. Next stop, Norway,” said Dave.

      “Neither can Abigail and the others,” muttered Tom to his wife.

      Hayley’s dressmaker friend, Abigail Summers, had burst into their home asking for help to solve her murder because Hayley was a psychic medium who just happened to be married to a police constable. With the help of some other ghosts from Becklesfield Public Library, they solved the case and started The Deadly Detective Agency. Tom was looking forward to a whole week without ghosts.

      “No, that’s it now,” Hayley answered, while trying to stop her long black hair from blowing in her face. “We’ve left them all behind.” Although Hayley thought Abigail and the other spirits had been very quiet last night when they said goodbye and wished her bon voyage. They were either annoyed they weren’t invited or were up to something. Abigail had hardly moaned at all, and that was most unlike her. But there had been no sign of any of them in their car or Dave’s. And certainly no sign when they boarded and went to their cabin.

      Hayley cast a worried look around, but there was nothing she could do now as land got farther and farther away. The only suspicious person she could see was a tall man in a tuxedo, who must have died at some point on a formal night in the past. And Hayley definitely didn’t want to make eye contact with him. When she did that, all they wanted to do was talk and get messages to loved ones, and she was on holiday.

      The band was loud, and there was already some dancing happening. But the music couldn’t drown out the sound of a woman’s high-pitched laughter.

      “Oh, Richard, you are a hoot. It’s a good job I’m single. But I couldn’t possibly. Maybe tomorrow. And I won’t be giving my cabin number to anyone, you saucy man. But it’s lovely to meet you. Come on, Amy, let’s mingle.” The tall, well-built woman in her fifties walked away. Her platinum-dyed, curly hair gave the appearance of her having an extra-large head.

      “I pity whoever has the cabin next to her,” said Isabella. “They won’t be getting much sleep. I can still hear her.”

      “I wonder who she is. She looks pretty wealthy going by her clothes and accent.”

      The lady next to Hayley told them, “Sorry, I couldn’t help but hear. That’s Cynthia Clayton-Clark. We did a cruise to the Mediterranean last year, and she was on it. She seems to spend most of her life on ships. I think the mousy-looking girl with her must be a niece or companion.”

      “Long-suffering, I should think,” said Isabella.

      “I heard her four husbands were as well. Is this your first cruise?”

      “It is,” said Isabella. “And we’re so looking forward to it. We feel a bit guilty, but we’ve both left our children at home. Mine is two, and Hayley’s is one.”

      “You couldn’t do much with them onboard. And you’d have to watch them constantly. Ours have grown up now, so we’ve left them home alone. Probably won’t have a house to get back to, but it’ll be worth it.”

      Tom and Dave said they should get a table before they all went. It seemed like every passenger had come to the party. Hayley remarked that it didn’t look much like the spacious and empty decks they had seen in the brochure.

      “Cheers,” they all said as they clinked their third glass of bubbly.

      “Can’t believe all the drinks are free,” said Dave. “As a policeman, it scares me to death. What are there? Six bars? Imagine if the Cricketers in Becklesfield gave away free drinks.”

      “I’d better pace myself. I’m not used to drinking,” said Hayley, as she took another glass off a passing tray. “And have you noticed we’re nearly the youngest onboard?”

      “Good,” said Isabella. “It was getting so that every time I went out for an evening, I was the oldest.”

      “You’re twenty-seven, Izzy!” Dave told her. “So if you can stay out that late, what’s the plan for tonight? I’m glad we don’t have to put our suits on. I have enough of that at work.”

      “Well, I don’t,” snapped Isabella. “And I intend to dress up to the nines for the gala night. What about you, Hayley?”

      “Maybe to the sixes. I have got an evening dress, but I don’t know if it’s really me.”

      “You’ll look beautiful.”

      “So you won’t mind if I get one of those professional photos, Tom?”

      “Ah, I was thinking Dave could take ours, and I’ll take theirs. Silly to waste money on those.”

      “Tough, hun. We’re getting one.”

      “So are we, Dave, before you moan. I think we should just go to one of the small restaurants tonight and then have a drink in one of the bars. So what are we doing tomorrow?” said Isabella.

      “Not too much. We’ve got two days at sea, haven’t we, Hayley?”

      “I’ve got the itinerary for tomorrow in my bag. Ooh, Pilates in the morning, Isabella. I’ve never done that. Now, this will be good, Tom. Learn how to salsa at midday in the ballroom.”

      “No, thank you. The only salsa I like is the one I dip my chips in.”

      “Wine tasting?” suggested Hayley.

      “I think you’ll probably have tasted enough without that,” added Tom.

      “Cookery demonstration. I don’t think so; I don’t like cooking at home, let alone on holiday. How about this, then? You and Dave will love this. At two o’clock tomorrow afternoon, there’s a talk by ‘Townsend of the Yard’. I’m presuming that’s Scotland Yard, not a farm one.”

      “That must be Detective Chief Inspector Kevin Townsend. He solved some high-profile cases like the Barnes Cross Diamond Robbery and a big murder case. What was it, Tom?” asked Dave.

      “The Witching Hour Murders. Wonder you haven’t heard of him, Hayley. Six men were murdered over a six-month period and were all killed at exactly 3 a.m. It was just after the millennium,” said Tom.

      “I don’t think I’m old enough.”

      “Nor am I. But it’s been on a lot of the true crime channels. Townsend was supposed to be a right ba… Sorry, ladies. One of Johnson’s heroes, I bet. Cut corners and arrested the wrong person sometimes. But those two cases made him famous, and he wrote a book. I expect that’s what he’s on here trying to sell.”

      “I don’t watch many crime documentaries,” said Hayley. “I feel too sorry for the families.”

      “I don’t want to meet him,” said Isabella. “You men can go and see him, and we’ll go to the spa.”

      “Could do. Or you could go to that one,” said Tom, pointing at the list. “‘Gordon Starr, psychic medium to the stars.’ You can see him every day at six in the Blue Crystal Lounge.”

      “I don’t think so, hun. Can you imagine all the spirits there? I want to get away from them. But if he’s any good, they’ll be bugging him. We’ll see anyway. You go and see your famous policeman, though. We’ll be fine on our own. It says here cakes and pastries are served all day in the library, and afternoon tea is served in the Emerald Restaurant and on the Lido Deck. And tonight, there’s a midnight buffet! We’ve got to go to that. Let’s hope the formal night is soon. I have a feeling I won’t be able to get in my posh frock by the end of the week.”

      The four of them went back to their cabin on the tenth deck. Hayley and Tom were in C36, Dave and Isabella were in C37 and, unfortunately, when Hayley slid back the balcony door, she realised Cynthia Clayton-Clark was in C35.

      “I tell you, it’s him! I just can’t believe it,” said the booming voice. “What the hell is he doing on board?”

      “Are you sure it’s him, Cynthia?”

      “I tell you, it’s him, Amy. I’m not stupid. He was talking to one of the officers, which makes it worse. It was definitely Kevin Townsend. He’s a horrible man; I hate him. I thought I’d never see him again after last time. It’s like he’s haunting me. Give me one of my pills. I need to have my afternoon nap.”

      “He’s not another ex-husband, is he?”

      “Good Lord, no. He arrested me. And if you tell a soul, I’ll kill you. And if he dares to speak to me, he’ll regret it!”
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      The following morning, it was decided that the two couples should go at seven-thirty and walk around the Promenade Deck after all the extra food and drink they’d already consumed. Isabella thought that was the idea of a cruise, but Dave liked to keep in shape and eat healthily. Not only had they gone to a restaurant on the first night where they helped themselves, but after a drink in the piano bar, they had stopped off at the Midnight Buffet. The table was crammed with everything from langoustines to Hayley’s favourite, crème brûlée, of which she had three. In the centre was a grand ice sculpture of Neptune.

      Hayley wasn’t sure why they had to go and exercise that early, but she didn’t want to miss their first breakfast. So far, her cruise had been about making sure she wasn’t missing a meal.

      “At least we haven’t got a hangover like him,” said Isabella, pointing to a man lying on a sunbed, with a nearly empty bottle of red wine standing on the floor next to him. His hand was hanging over the edge and onto the stained wooden deck.

      “Perhaps that’s what you have to do on a cruise. You don’t save a sunbed with a towel; you have to get there early yourself. He looks a bit cold. Maybe we should wake him,” said Dave.

      “He doesn’t look well,” said Tom.

      “No,” said Hayley. “He looks dead.”

      By then, a few other passengers had joined them. Dave felt for a pulse and told them to stand back. Hayley was right. Whoever he was, he was dead.

      Dave Mills turned into Sergeant Mills and told Isabella to find someone to fetch the ship’s doctor.

      “I don’t see any wounds,” said Tom. “Spilled drink next to him. I’m guessing that wasn’t his first drink of the night. I wonder if he was drinking alone. The crew must have just thought he was asleep. I don’t suppose many of them have come across a dead body before, unlike us.”

      “What’s that circle there?” asked Hayley. “That could be where a glass stood and left a mark. But there’s only one. So perhaps he was drinking alone.”

      “But in that case, why remove the glass?” said Tom. “Someone must have. He’s been there quite a while by the looks of it. Did he feel cold, Dave?”

      “He did, but it’s freezing out here.” The two policemen stood in front of him to stop people taking photos on their phones until help arrived.

      “Morning. I’m Dr Da Silva. Do we know who he is?”

      “No, we don’t. But I haven’t checked his pockets.”

      “We’ll take over, sir. My medical staff are on their way with a trolley.”

      “I don’t think you should move him yet. Not until you’ve checked the cause of death, doctor.”

      “Leave that to us, sir. We have had deaths before. Usually caused by a fall after too much alcohol.”

      “I can’t see any head wounds. I think we should make sure,” Dave told him with authority.

      “Are you police, by any chance?”

      “Actually, we both are. Sergeant Dave Mills and Police Constable Tom Bennett of Gorebridge Police.”

      “Don’t worry. I won’t move him until I’ve checked him over.”

      Dave got out his phone and started taking photos of the scene. “Just in case,” he told the doctor.

      “Okay. Then I’d appreciate it if you would get back to your holiday. But first, perhaps you can help me sit him up somewhat, and I’ll check for a head wound at the back. I can’t see anything.”

      “Isn’t that blood on his back, doctor?” said Isabella.

      “Don’t tell me, you’re a doctor as well.”

      “No, but I was a state-registered nurse until I left to have my daughter.”

      The doctor groaned and took a closer look. “Looks like you’re right. Three small stab wounds, by the looks of it. One through his heart. Hence the lack of blood,” he whispered, in case the other passengers heard. He didn’t want it to get around that there was a murderer on the loose.

      “Can you tell when?” asked Dave.

      “Full rigor. I’d say about five or six hours ago.”

      “Wouldn’t the cleaners have noticed if he’d been here all night?”

      “The cleaning crew are working continuously and probably wouldn’t have done much at night. Not only that, they’re told not to interact with the passengers, so I expect they’ve seen drunken ones before. They wouldn’t expect one to be dead.”

      Hayley nudged Isabella and asked the doctor, “Do you think it could have been 3 a.m.?” She had a feeling she knew who the victim was.

      “Maybe. I need to ring our security officer. Tom, did you say? Could you tell the people over there that there’s been an accident and we need to restrict the area, please? Then find one of the staff to lock the doors to the deck.” The doctor walked away and used his phone. “Max, I need you to get to the Promenade Deck. We have a problem… Well, he’ll have to wait. This is more important than a vandalised ice sculpture. Good.”

      “Has your officer had police training?” asked Dave.

      “Not to investigate a murder. Would you both mind helping? Just till we find out if it really is murder? Thank you. I’ll have to check with Captain Castillo, but I’m sure he’ll agree. Why did you think he might have been killed at three, Mrs…?”

      “It’s Hayley. Because if that’s who I think it is, it could be a copycat killer. Did you know that DCI Townsend, who caught the Witching Hour Killer, is here to do a talk and book signing?”

      “Oh God, yes, it could be Townsend. I thought I recognised him. Ah, good, this is Max Gregson. Max, we think Kevin Townsend has been stabbed multiple times in the back. No sign of a weapon. This is Dave and Tom. They’re off-duty policemen, but they’ve agreed to help.”

      “Have you had a murder case before?” asked Dave.

      “Never. The most I’ve had to deal with is thefts. And I’ve had to lock up some drunks in the brig a few times, but that’s all. So I’d appreciate some help, sir. That’s Kevin Townsend, isn’t it?”

      “That’s what we think,” said Tom.

      Two more medics arrived and lifted the body of Townsend of the Yard onto a trolley and covered him with a blanket. The doctor went with them as the victim was wheeled to a staff lift.

      “We should preserve the scene, Max. Have you got any tape to section it off?”

      “I’ll get my boys to bring it. And some bags for the bottle. And gloves. Then I’ll give my report to the first officer.”

      Max got out his phone, but Hayley had a question for him.

      “The ice sculpture, can I just ask? Did someone take Neptune’s trident?”

      As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Hayley heard a shriek behind her that no one else seemed to hear. Hayley had an awful feeling that she had been followed.
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      “We’ve got a murder!” shrieked Abigail Summers. “A cruise and a murder with Neptune’s trident. What could be better? Hayley and the others won’t be pleased, though.”

      “Shhh. She’ll be even less pleased if she sees us,” said Betty, who was an elderly lady who had died just after her husband, and called this her me-time.

      “Ah, but they might need our help now, so it won’t be so bad,” said Terry.

      “I don’t think Hayley heard me. We won’t let on until she’s on her own. It’ll be less of a shock.” Abigail was a pretty, curly-haired blonde, whom Terry had fallen in love with after finding her walking around in the churchyard after her death, although she could still drive him crazy at times.

      “It’ll still be a shock, so we’d better get moving,” said Terry. “Let’s go with the body and then we can pass on what the doctor finds if we have to. We might find something out about the victim. Did I hear them say he’s a former policeman?”

      “Yes, and Hayley said something about a killer he caught. Maybe he got the wrong person and he’s still killing,” added Betty.

      “That would be a bit stupid. He or she has got away with it, so why take a chance of being caught again?” said Abigail. “Especially on a cruise where you can’t get away. At least, not till we get to Norway tomorrow night.”

      “But that’s still a thousand people it could be, dear,” said Betty.

      “Probably more than that with the crew and officers.”

      They eventually found the infirmary by asking a lady in an evening dress with a rather nasty cut on the front of her forehead. She told them it was where she had passed four years ago after a large win in the casino.

      In a small room, sixty-four-year-old Kevin Townsend lay on an examination couch, surrounded by Dr Da Silva, a nurse, and, going by the braided jacket and cap, Captain Eduardo Castillo.

      “Are you sure it’s not an accident? Please tell me it’s an accident.”

      “Sorry, Captain, unless he stabbed himself three times and dragged himself to a sunbed.”

      “I suppose not. Do you have a rough time of death?”

      “Between one and four. One of the passengers thought it could have been 3 a.m.”

      He told the captain about Hayley’s idea and that two policemen had been there when the body was found.

      “Good, they should be discreet then. Where are they now?”

      “With Max Gregson and security.”

      “I spoke to Townsend before we sailed. Can’t say I took to him,” admitted the captain. “He was on the trip to Italy as well. But he didn’t deserve this. No doubt it’s someone he locked up. Should be easy enough to find out with help from the authorities in England. Perhaps a few of the officers should read his book.”

      “There’s plenty of copies, Captain. I’ll get Max to fetch them when he searches his cabin.”

      “Any sign of the weapon?”

      “Not yet. I don’t think it’s a knife. The wounds look more rounded. Maybe a screwdriver.”

      “So we need to check the crew. I can’t see a passenger packing one. Keep me posted, Doctor. Hopefully, we’ll have this all wrapped up before we dock. I’ll get Officer Marsh to send out letters saying that there’s been a death from natural causes. We can’t start a panic. I’d like to meet the two policemen as well. I’m due on the bridge now, so I’ll see them at fourteen hundred hours in my cabin. Doctor, Nurse.”

      “Well, that wasn’t much help,” said Abigail. “Hayley could be right about the weapon, though. If the murderer didn’t throw it overboard, it could have just melted.”

      “Someone must have seen the killer break the trident off the ice sculpture. They’ll have to check with the waiters and waitresses. And it could be one of them, so the captain might get his way,” said Terry. “But why take that for a weapon? Surely a knife from the kitchen would be much easier.”

      “We need Hayley,” sighed Betty. “If we were in Becklesfield, we’d meet at her house or in the library. I wish Lillian and Suzie were here as well.”

      “Lillian didn’t want to leave her new pilot friend, Norman, and Suzie wouldn’t come without her. It was their choice. They wanted to stay at the library. Let’s go to the ship’s one. Maybe I can think better there.”

      The library on the Piece of Paradise was only slightly smaller than the one in their village. And was definitely busier. But Becklesfield Public Library didn’t supply coffee and pastries of all different kinds. But there was a space at the back that was empty.

      “Hayley’s still going to be mad at us. We promised her we’d let her and Tom have a week off,” said Terry.

      “We never actually promised, did we?” said Abigail. “We just said we’d see her when she got back. Or rather, she’d see us. Obviously, we thought we could stay out of her way. But now it’s different. They need our help with the murder.”

      “But we don’t know anything, dear. We never met Inspector Townsend, or had even heard of him.”

      “I know, Betty. But we never do when we start an investigation. But that’s what we do. Admittedly, with a bit of help from Hayley. But she has no idea we’re here. We’ve been so good at hiding.”

      “Is that right?!” said a voice behind them, which made the three of them jump out of their skin.

      “How on earth did you find out, Hayley?” said Abigail.

      “You may have been good at hiding, but I recognise that voice shouting, ‘We’ve got a murder’, anywhere.”

      “Ah, never thought of that.”

      “How did you do it? I checked in our car and Dave’s. Even when we parked in Southampton.”

      “We were very thoughtful and didn’t go in your car,” said Betty.

      Terry added, “We went in Dave’s, and got in the boot when we saw you coming. It was a very pleasant drive.”

      “And you thought I wouldn’t see you for a whole week?”

      “Well, we hoped. But even if you did, you couldn’t have done much about it. And it’s a big ship. And it’s a jolly good job we did come, seeing as we’ve got a murder.”

      “We haven’t got a murder, Abigail. We just found a man lying prostrate on a sunbed.”

      “Oh, prostate, is that what it was?” said Betty sympathetically. “My John had a problem with that. It really affected his waterworks. But the doctor did some tests and nipped it in the butt.” Betty had a way of getting her words and sayings muddled up. But it was part of her charm.

      Hayley chuckled to herself. “Oh, it was murder, Betty. I just meant that Tom and Dave were only helping Max with the scene. The ship has its own security. I expect the Norwegian police will do an investigation and take the body until it goes back to England.”

      “Max? He doesn’t know anything about anything. A woman had her necklace snatched off her neck last night and he hadn’t got a clue,” Abigail told her.

      “That was last night?”

      “Yes,” said Abigail. “Our friend Carmel told us. You might have seen her. She’s a waitress who died.”

      “The only spirit I’ve seen is a man in a tuxedo.”

      “Oh, that’s Henry. He’s been here a couple of years. There are quite a few, actually. There are worse places to be stuck, I suppose.”

      “I’ve just had a brilliant thought,” exclaimed Betty. “If there’s a captain who is dead on here, you two could get married. Captains are allowed to perform weddings.”

      Abigail and Terry both said together, “Nah… What do you mean, no?!”

      “Well, you didn’t seem any keener,” said Terry.

      “That’s not the point. I’m really hurt now.”

      “Okay, Abigail, we’ll get married.”

      “I don’t want to now, thank you very much.”

      “Abigail Summers, you are the most annoying, fickle, bossy…”

      “Oh, yes, that’s a very romantic proposal. How can a girl say no? Well, it’s too late, mate,” shrugged Abigail.

      They were interrupted by a deep voice. “I’m Captain Wellington, and I was going to offer you my services. But I don’t think it’s a good idea after hearing how you talk to each other.”

      “I’ll have you know we’re very happy,” said Terry. “Especially when we argue.”

      “Well, I’ll be on the bridge, but I don’t think you two should be getting married.”

      “Well, that was rude,” said Abigail. “I don’t want him to marry us anyway.”

      Hayley rolled her eyes. “Young love. Anyway, back to the murder.”

      “Sorry. So the Norwegian police will investigate then, will they?”

      “I mean, it’s not like the murderer can escape, is it?” said Hayley.

      “But we heard the captain say he wants it cleared up before they dock. And he’s hoping Tom and Dave will help.”

      “Really? It’s not going to be much of a holiday for them, is it? Or me and Isabella.”

      “You love it, Hayley.”

      “As long as it’s over by tomorrow then. We’ve got a lot planned.”

      “Like eating and drinking, from what I’ve seen.”

      “Have you been following me, Abigail?”

      “No, of course not. We just happened to be there when you had ten desserts and a bottle of wine.”

      “Rubbish. Maybe a couple of glasses. But that’s what a cruise is about. So come on then, what do you know about the murder?” said Hayley, wanting to change the subject.

      “Not a lot. Just that he was stabbed in the back. What about you?”

      “A bit more than that. We know he’s a former policeman who wrote a book about his famous cases.”

      “About the Witching Hour Murders and the Barnes Cross Diamond Robbery. We heard you say that.”

      “And a few other cases. So we’ll have to get a copy.”

      “Any suspects yet?” asked Terry.

      “Funnily enough, I overheard one by accident. Our neighbour is a snobby lady called Cynthia something.”

      “I think I know her,” said Abigail. “Loud mouth and big hair.”

      “That’s the one. About fifty.”

      “She’s always with a younger woman.”

      “Yes, that’s who I heard her talking to next door when I was on our balcony. She said DCI Townsend had arrested her once. I didn’t hear her say what for. But I think we should find out. I’ll try and talk to her friend or companion. Might even be her daughter. I heard Cynthia say she has an afternoon nap, so I’ll try and have a word then.”

      “Will you tell Tom the good news?” asked Abigail.

      “What good news? You mean the news that there’s three of The Deadly Detective Agency on board. At least Lillian and Suzie were nice enough to stay away. But good God, no. He doesn’t like you turning up at home. Let alone when he’s on holiday.”

      “Well, then you’d better hope he solves it quickly. I don’t know if you’ve thought about this, Hayley, but if it is the same man, there could be another murder at the witching hour tonight!”
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      Hayley found Tom back in their cabin with Dave and Isabella.

      “Sorry about that. I just needed a walk around to get things straight in my head. Has anything happened?”

      “Tom and Dave have got to see the captain at two o’clock.”

      “He wants you to help, er, I expect.”

      “And I know it’s your holiday,” said Tom, “but Max wants us to take a look in the victim’s cabin. He doesn’t want to miss anything.”

      “I don’t mind at all. I think we’ll all be glad when this person is locked up.”

      “They’ve taken the sunbed away and opened the deck if you fancy trying again for another walk,” said Isabella.

      “I don’t think I do any more. Did you find a murder weapon?”

      Dave answered. “No. And we can’t say it was your ice trident yet. I can’t see why it should be. But I know you have these feelings sometimes.”

      Isabella smiled and said, “I see why you all get so excited when you have a case now. I really want to help as well.”

      “Good,” said Hayley. She went and shut the balcony sliding door. “I was thinking of talking to Amy, Isabella, if you want to come. That’s the lady who’s with the woman next door. Cynthia said she knew Townsend, if you remember me saying.”

      “I’d love to. She didn’t like him, did she?”

      “No, he arrested her, so we need to find out why.”

      “Max is going to check the CCTV,” said Tom. “If it is her, she’ll be easy to spot with her blonde hair above all the others if she was about late at night. But there aren’t as many cameras as you think. Especially in an area where the sunbeds are, as you can imagine.”

      “And that lady at the sailing party told us yesterday that Cynthia has been on a lot of cruises. So she’d know where the cameras are. Max might even know her.”

      “I’ll get him to see what’s known about her. He’s getting us the passenger list. And the staff one as well. It’s most likely one of them. They’d be able to snap off the trident without anyone seeing. Townsend could have arrested someone they knew, or they died in jail,” said Dave. “Max found out that one of his men had a look round that deck at 2.35 am, and there was no one about then. And I’ve rung Constable Jane Nichols. She’s going to check his old cases. And I made her swear not to tell Johnson.”

      “I feel for her,” said Tom. “I hate it when Hayley asks me to look up something without anyone knowing. Jane can check on Cynthia as well. I almost wish Abigail was here.”

      “Abigail?” said Isabella. “Oh, isn’t that the one that helps you from the other side, Hayley?”

      “She is. Do you really mean that, Tom?”

      “I do. And I never thought I’d say that.”

      “Because she’s standing behind you.”

      “What? Of course I didn’t mean it. What the hell’s she doing here? Has she been in our cabin all the time and you didn’t say?”

      “No, I promise. Abigail only showed herself when there was a murder. Well, I heard her, actually.”

      “You wouldn’t know there was a ghost in here,” said Isabella. “For some reason, I’m not terrified. She’s good at working out the clues, isn’t she, Hayley?”

      “Extremely. I can’t praise Abigail enough. I know she’s stubborn, self-opinionated, bossy…”

      “Er, I think that is enough, actually,” said Abigail.

      “But she’s brilliant, logical, not very often wrong…”

      “Wrong? Me?”

      “And always gets there in the end. And she’s just had a very good idea.”

      Dave looked around worriedly. He knew what Hayley did and was happy to get to the top on Tom’s coattails, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to be that close to a ghost.

      “There’s a ghost in here?”

      “Yes, but you needn’t be worried.” Hayley didn’t like to say that there were also the ghost of an eighty-two-year-old lady and a rather grumpy but handsome man of fifty-four who had died back in the eighties.

      “So what’s this brilliant idea?” asked Tom.

      “Abigail thinks we should get a look at that book ASAP. She says one of the cases was a diamond robbery. And what’s another word for a diamond?”

      “A jewel,” said Dave. “Ice? Ice, I see. Wow, she is good.”

      “Thank you,” said Abigail. “It’s nice to be appreciated for a change.” But the feeling didn’t last long.

      “But I can’t think it’s got anything to do with this. Just a coincidence.”

      “She was just saying it’s nice to be appreciated for a change.”

      “I do appreciate her, Hayley. I just don’t appreciate her being in our house twenty-four hours a day,” said Tom.

      “Don’t exaggerate,” snapped Abigail. “It’s eighteen at the most.”

      “Well, she’s promised she won’t come in the cabin unless it’s about the case or an emergency.”

      “Trouble is, I won’t know, will I?”

      “Hand on heart, she promises. But she’s very good at solving cases. She’s got a mind like a laser. And she thinks it’ll be worth Jane looking up details about the diamond theft and any other cases in the book.”

      “I wonder if Townsend has done this talk on any other cruise. If so, other members of the crew might know him,” said Isabella. “Like the Pilates instructor.”

      “And I’ll talk to the psychic medium. This might not be his first trip.”

      “I’ll give Max a call.” They were all quiet while Dave found out. “Okay, thanks. Cabin B503, that was the victim’s? Okay. We’ll be
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