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Prologue

Cambridge, 1866



The body looked so odd, a pale form on the dark grass at the edge of the river. It was discovered by chance by two people who should not have been together. It could easily have been left for many more hours. The night was cold and cloudy, and it was only because the man knew the shape of the edge of the river on Midsummer Common very well, that he noticed something was wrong. As soon as he went down to look, everything changed.

The couple parted, the man went into town to get a policeman. The constable’s bulls eye lamp revealed a strange and horrible sight, a student who could have been sleeping naked, but for the roughly shaved head, with fresh cuts and abrasions, and the marks on the body, a strange swirling pattern which circled the torso. The constable knelt to touch the skin. The body was cold, face down, the river water lapping at the buttocks. The policeman blew his whistle and shouted. He ordered the man at his side to stay where he was.










Chapter One

After an early morning call, and a dash to catch one of the first trains from Kings Cross, it was mid-morning by the time Inspector Leslie and Sergeant Pashtine arrived in Cambridge. They took a hackney carriage from the railway station to the college gates on Jesus Lane.  The head porter darted out of the porter’s lodge, to enquire who they might be. He had been waiting for them.

They identified themselves and were escorted through the chilly mediaeval cloister to a black door, which sported a small hand painted sign with the words ‘Master’s lodge’. The head porter knocked and a maid showed them up to a large drawing room, overlooking a private garden. 

At first it was hard to see what was odd about this room, there were family photos on the piano, books on the table by the sofa, a coal fire in the fireplace. But there was something impersonal, institutional about it, it belonged to the college not the occupants. The red cockerel, the college crest, was everywhere, in the decoration of the fireplace, inlaid in the ceiling. Leslie thought it an stupid and arrogant creature to have chosen.

A white haired man was seated at a desk in the far corner. He looked up at them absentmindedly, then went back to his paper. A woman appeared, perhaps in her late forties, beside her a younger woman, possibly her daughter from the facial similarities. They weighed up the inspector’s suit and shoes. Inspector Leslie glanced down. Last night he had been helping with a slum raid near St Katherine’s docks, and remnants of the dried river mud were visible in the creases of his worn boots. 

The woman had possibly been beautiful once, but now her features were simply architecturally pleasing. Her manner, however, was powerful and assured, though for the present it she was on the defensive. Her daughter had not yet learnt to mask her feelings and looked genuinely shocked, hopefully by recent events rather than by his appearance. 

“Inspector Leslie, we are grateful you came so quickly.” The woman spoke without smiling. Hearing this, the man put down his paper, stood up and walked slowly towards them, his hand outstretched. Inspector Leslie shook it. The woman gestured to the chairs in front of the fireplace, and the two policemen sat down.

“The poor boy’s body has been taken to Addenbrooks. Dr Grey recognised him. Dr Grey is a member of the college, but he also works as a doctor at the hospital. He will still be there, if you go directly.”

“Of course.”

“We have rooms prepared for you here, ask at the porter’s lodge. We dine at seven, sherry beforehand in the common room, or the garden, if it warms up.”

“We shall probably be busy.” Inspector Leslie glanced at the old man, who looked back at him with some curiosity.

“My husband, the Master of Jesus, has become a little forgetful, Inspector. It is probably best to deal directly with myself.”

“I see.”

“The Queen’s son may come to us next term. We wish to see this business settled as soon as possible. I have written to the student’s father, naturally.”

“Can you tell me something about the student who died?” Leslie asked.

“John Sykes. He was studying classics. Quiller-Couch was his tutor I believe. First year. Had got himself mixed up in some society or other. His father is a vicar in Norfolk, not far away. He intended John for the church, but John was not of the same mind.”

“Where was the body found?”

“By the river, on public ground. The area is known as Midsummer Common. That itself is of consequence in this town, colleges have ancient privileges over their grounds. The police have to be invited in. He should have been in college by eleven. The doors are locked.”

“Surely that does not apply in the case of the death of a student?”

“Let us not debate the point.” She replied, “I expect you will want to see the body, then talk to the tutor?”

“What do you think happened?”

“I expect he got into a fight with some roughs from the town. We warn the students, of course, but they never listen.”

“There were marks on the body to indicate a fight?”

“You will have to talk to Dr Grey about the details, I have only had the briefest of descriptions.” She smiled apologetically.

“Which are what?”

“The body was naked, half in the river, half out. Someone had been drawing upon it.”

“Drawing?”

“Strange patterns, some of which have washed off.”

“But no sign of a fight?”

“Really inspector, should you not go and see for yourself. We were led to understand you were one of the best police detectives in London.”

“The student’s room has not been touched?”

“I do not believe so.” She paused. “Inspector Leslie, If John got himself mixed up in something he shouldn’t have, then there is the reputation of the college to consider, you do see that?”

“This society you mention, it is a student society is it not?”

“I believe it meets at Pembroke college.”

“No, they have been banned from there,” the daughter chimed in.

“Why is that?” Leslie asked.

“I am sure they are just rumours.” The master’s wife stood up. “Let us not detain you any further, Inspector, you can tell us any progress at dinner.”

“Surely it would be better to be discreet, if you want me to update you about the case.”

“As you wish, Inspector. I am sure your ways will bring swift results.” She spoke with a lawyer’s twist of words.

“With cooperation, and luck, maybe. I hope they will.”

The maid opened the door, and they left the room and walked down the steps into the cloister.

 


Chapter Two

At the hospital reception, Inspector Leslie asked for the morgue and an orderly led them down long corridors and out round the back of the main hospital, to a separate unmarked building. A sturdy man with quick eyes and short grey hair was waiting for them. He had a white lab coat, marked in places with dried blood.

“Dr Grey.” He introduced himself. “It is not often I have to cut up someone I know, albeit slightly. Already the drink was affecting his liver, at twenty two, would you believe that? He would have been at a crossroads in five years.”

The two policemen followed the doctor inside. He lifted the dirty white sheet from the body, which had been autopsied, and sewn roughly up again.

“What did he die of?”

“Drowning mainly, lungs full of river water, although there had been a noose of sorts around his neck at some point, tight enough to leave a mark, not tight enough to strangle him.”

“Show me the marks? I was told there was some form of drawing on the body.”

“The marks were nearly washed off, it is a traditional pattern I suspect, traced possibly with a burnt stick. You see how it has created an abrasion in places, a scratch, sometimes a blackened charcoal mark.”

“All over the body?”

“Mainly the torso, front and back. I have not seen it before, but I believe some tribes in New Zealand or West Africa might use such marks. I am no expert. We have a don at the college who voyaged with Darwin in the thirties, he will be able to help you I am sure. I have taken the liberty of making some rough copies.”

“The head is shaved.”

“Yes, very crudely cropped and then rapidly shaved I would guess. You can see a few cuts and marks.”

“The master’s wife suggested it might be some roughs from town. They surely would not have bothered with the shaved head and the markings. That all takes time and preparation, and the meaning is potentially more sophisticated.”

“You have seen the Master already?”

“I am guessing that most people deal with his wife, these days.”

“Yes, he is quite afflicted. What it would be to peer inside his skull and see if there is any visible difference. Quite lucid at times of course. Just no short term memory whatsoever. Which is unfortunate, but college is like a body, it finds a way to heal itself.”

“She also mentioned a society he was a member of.”

“Yes, yes. This is more extreme than the usual run of things, of course. We all thought it was just another obscure dining club for men with more money than sense or good taste. No one will have them now after the fearful row they caused at Pembroke, but it is the nature of such individuals that it brings them the attention they crave.”

“What do you think is behind this man’s death, then?”

“The university has a lot of clever young men with powerful imaginations. I believe someone has set you a puzzle, inspector.”

“A murder is not a puzzle. Whatever do you mean?”

“I mean that some of these things we are discussing, the shaven head, the marks, maybe the society itself, they may be unnecessary embellishments designed to confuse the authorities.”

“Yes, I see.” Leslie did not. “Have his clothes been found?”

“I do not believe so, but they may have been removed from his body by thieves. He was surprisingly wealthy for a vicar’s son. Family money on the mother’s side. Hence the state of his liver.”

“Who will know most about him? His tutor?”

“The porters, the cleaners, his friends. Other students on his staircase. QC is his tutor, you may make of him what you will.”

“And what is the name of the don who may recognise the markings? Can I take him your drawings?”

“Of course. Merchant Jones. He has some quite modern ideas, as you might expect. His daughter, Rachel, knew the lad as well. She is a quiet one, though.”

“Thank you.”

Leslie and Pashtine spent a further half-hour on the body, examining in detail the hands and feet, the marks around the neck. They rolled the body over to observe the back, the buttocks and the legs. They went carefully over the shaved head, and looked in his mouth and ears. It did not look like a body which had been in the water for long.

“The body was found during the night?”

“Soon after midnight, I believe.” Dr Grey replied.

There were faint traces of the markings which had been drawn on the body, almost invisible on the lower half which had been immersed in the water. Leslie stepped back to try and see a wider view. The marks followed the line of the body but not like contours or a fixed grid, more like some kind of energy source flowing out from the front of the torso up to the neck. They reminded him of sailors from the London docks with tattoos coming from below up to the neck. Dr Grey’s drawings did not give them justice. They were an ancient message on a fresh young man’s skin, or an attempt at such by an unbeliever.

Dr Grey watched them with some amusement.

“What are you looking for?” He asked at one point.

“Anything out of the ordinary,” Leslie replied.

“What do you think then?”

“The shaved head was intended to humiliate, to degenerate. It makes the man look like a convict.”

“Why?”

“Someone saw him like that.”



 


Chapter Three

As soon as they returned to the college, Inspector Leslie and Sergeant Pashtine asked at the porter’s lodge for the key and directions to the dead student’s room. They were informed that the father had already been given the key and they followed a porter through the cloisters and across an open courtyard to the new building where the students were accommodated. From an open window a mournful accordion was playing.

They found the room easily enough, two sets of wooden stairs up from the ground. Three students were standing outside it and an angry man was banging about inside it. Bald head, long grey beard.

“I am Inspector Leslie of the Metropolitan police. Are you the boy’s father?”

The man had a wooden box into which he was tossing some of the books, others were around him on the floor.

“It is a disgrace, this place. A horror. That is what it is.” The man looked up. His eyes were dark with grief and anger. Inspector Leslie laid a hand on his arm and he froze.

“Can I ask you to stop and wait outside, Sir.”

“Whatever for?”

“Because I need to examine this room, and you are disturbing it.”

“He was my son, I am tidying his things.”

“Sergeant.” Sergeant Pashtine took the man’s arm firmly, removed the book he was holding and led the man outside.

Inspector Leslie looked at the books which had been chosen for the wooden box. Some were cheaply printed romances of sorts. A few with the author listed as Anonymous. But there were also a couple of Darwins, a Dickens, Alan St Auybn, which the father had been trying to hide. On the floor were collections of Methodist sermons. Leslie picked one of these up and opened it. It was inscribed by the father on the inside page, ‘On the occasion of your fourteenth birthday in the hope that these words give you as much encouragement as they did me at your age.’

Inspector Leslie looked around the room. The mess to the bookcase made by the father was in keeping with the state of the rest of the room. The floor and chairs were covered with discarded clothes. The desk with empty bottles and dirty glasses. Some work was occurring in the middle of the mess, if the papers on the desk were anything to go by, although the student had obviously lost interest soon after writing the title of the essay: What Elements of Roman Society were first to Embrace Christianity?

On the mantelpiece there was a thick white invitation. 

The Transgression Society announces a day in the fields. All full members are cordially invited, details of secret location and transports to be passed by WOM on the day. Dress for excess, though not actual dresses this time, please.

There was a chamber pot in the corner near the curtained off bed, half full of dark brown urine.

Sergeant Pashtine came back in. “He has gone to complain to someone.”

“Ask the students at the door how often the rooms are tidied.”

Inspector Leslie started opening the drawers. These seemed to be filled with the same random jumble of clothes as the floor.

Sergeant Pashtine came back in. “The dressers have refused to visit this particular room since the start of term. The master’s daughter has been doing it.”

“Why?”

“He was disrespectful. Shouting, swearing. Didn’t like being woken up.”

The bottom drawer was full of bottles, as well as a pistol and two knives. The pistol had not been fired or cleaned very recently.

There was a knock at the door, which opened immediately.

The master’s wife stood with the student’s father at the entrance. She seemed surprised by the mess. 

It was at this point, a head appeared through the curtains around the bed. At first Leslie thought it was a boy, the hair being so short, though still a vibrant reddy brown.

“Where’s John?” A girl’s voice.

“Who are you?” Inspector Leslie asked. Sergeant Pashtine positioned himself in front of the door to cut off any escape.

“I just woke up, you were making such a noise.” She replied.

“How long have you been there?”

“All night. John didn’t come home.”

“I am afraid he is dead. I am a police inspector from London. This is John’s father, by the door.” The girl looked the vicar up and down, and giggled in embarrassment.

The master’s wife recovered herself and strode forward, pulling the curtains open. The girl was wearing a man’s shirt, open at the front, and little else. 

“What on earth do you think you are doing here?”

“He still owes me a shilling. Is it there for me?” She nodded towards the mantlepiece.

“Where are your clothes?”

“He doesn’t like to see them. Says they’re a disgrace.”

“Put them on.” Inspector Leslie closed the curtains.  There was some movement on the bed, then it was quiet. A breeze came through unexpectedly. Inspector Leslie opened the curtains, and found the girl was gone. She had climbed out of the window and down the drain pipe. They could see her running away across the grass tennis courts, her clothes under her arm, bare arse under the flapping shirt. Some students whistled.

“That’s how she got in, then.” Inspector Leslie said, “And it probably explains why the dressers don’t come in here any more.”

The master’s wife looked at the father to see his reaction. Neither quite knew how to start.

“Sergeant Pashtine,” Leslie said, “could you please go and find that girl. I expect there will be a trail of witnesses to her flight. Now, if I could have you all out of the room, please.”

Sergeant Pashtine left. Inspector Leslie carried on his search. The master’s wife led the boy’s father out of the room.

 


Chapter Four

The arrival of the police detectives from London being by far the most interesting thing happening in college at the time, quite a crowd had gathered at the foot of the staircase. Inspector Leslie asked for those students who lived on John’s staircase to come forward and he led them away from the other students into the middle of the lawn.

“We are not actually supposed to be on the lawn, just so you know.” Someone said.

Inspector Leslie looked at the three young men’s bright and curious faces, the experiments with facial hair, the carefully curated variations of dress, even the affectations of stance.

“What was John like?” Leslie asked.

“Mad.” 

“Up all night.”

“Did he have friends in college?”

“He didn’t dine here much, but if he did he might sit with us. He told such outrageous tales, you never knew whether to believe him or not. Was that his father?”

“Yes.”

“He did not seem such a terrible ogre as John described. What was he doing with the books?”

“He was upset by some of the literature he found. Is it usual to have local girls in your rooms?”

“Of course not, it is strictly forbidden.”

“She had a face like thunder when she came out.”

“What was this society John belonged to? The Transgression Society.”

“No one, but no one, believed half the things that were said about it.”

“They have just been banned from dining at Pembroke, where it started. They will have to meet in secret now.”

“What do they say about it?”

“Its manifesto is to challenge all the norms of society, to break as many of them as possible.”

“Like the Anarchists in Italy and Spain.” Another said.

“And they do this by having dinners?”

“Dinners at which sins have to be committed and recorded.”

“Have any of you seen these markings before?” Leslie showed the students the diagrams which Dr Grey had drawn.

“Where do they come from?”

“Just answer the question, please.”

“They could be Celtic, or Viking, the interwoven serpent, repeated animal patterns.”

“Ask Dr Jones, he knows everything like that.”

“Dr Merchant Jones?”

“Yes. He sailed with Darwin in the Beagle, part of the way at least.”

“Though he is not mentioned in Darwin’s book, anywhere.”

“It is a matter of record, surely.”

“There was a girl in John’s room.” Lesile said. “She climbed down the drainpipe and ran off.”

“Jonathan said he saw her out of his window, she had no clothes on.”

“Was John around last night?” Leslie asked.

“I didn’t see him at dinner.”

“I thought he was in the common room before, though, then he went into town.”

“He spent money like water.”

“He really did, sir.”

Inspector Leslie took their names. The master’s wife came up. The students scattered.

“I would ask you to respect the rules of college, Inspector. The lawns are for fellows only, unless a student is accompanied by a fellow.”

“I am sorry, but needs must. How is John’s father?”

“He is in the chapel with the chaplain. He is more upset about the girl in John’s room than anything else. For now.”

“He was trying to hide certain books.”

“He is a little old fashioned, shall we say. Come along, I will show you to your rooms, we really cannot have this kind of spectacle in college, you must see that.”

“Did you know about the girl?”

“I obviously did not, or I would have done something about it.”

“Did you know that the dressers had refused to enter John’s room, and that your daughter had been cleaning for him.”

“I am sure that only happened once or twice, Inspector. I will speak to her.”

“Possibly that is true, from the state of the room. He seems to have been quite a character.”

“Quite a rascal you mean. I will talk to QC, he is too lenient by far. We have to actively purge the really bad elements to keep the college sound, we cannot just observe them like some anthropological experiment.” 

“Really?”

“You must remember this place is like a goldfish bowl, Inspector, everything is magnified. You must not believe everything you hear, especially from the students.

 


Chapter Five

Sergeant Pashtine met them in the cloisters, coming back from following the girl. The master’s wife showed them to their rooms and left them to it.

“Did you find her?” Leslie asked when she had gone.

“Not exactly. I think I know where she went to, though, sir. Over the river and downstream a little, there is a gas works, and some small work factories, and that is where she was heading. It is a small place, they will know a girl with cropped red hair. We also need to drop in at the local nick, sir.”

“Of course.”

They walked out of the college and followed the directions the porters had given them to the police station on Miller’s Lane.

They introduced themselves to the desk sergeant, and after a few minutes the local superintendent took them to his office. He was a heavy man, with a large, bald head and protruding eyes.

“I was not informed that Scotland Yard was being called in. We only found out because the inspector I assigned to the case was told by Dr Grey at the morgue. Surely there is some proper process for this?”

“Sorry, Superintendent. I came straight here from London this morning. Someone at the college knows the commissioner. There was a telegram to the Yard in the early hours.”

“Of course. I can’t pretend I like it, but the fact is, the colleges are a law to themselves.”

“You have to be invited onto their property?”

“Something like that, they see us as being here to protect their students and property, when their students cause half the problems in town. If a student hits someone it is a prank, if a town person hits a student they get prison. Most of the lawyers and judges are ex-students.”

“Could someone from the town have murdered this student? No one knows where he was after being seen in the common room around 7pm. He had arranged for a girl to come into his room and spend the night, for money, so presumably he was intending to come back.”

“You can have Inspector Goodson. He says he wants to work with you. Study your methods, and all that. Don’t give him any ideas about going to London, I need him here.”

“We would be grateful for his help, his local knowledge for example. We want to find this girl who was hiding in John’s room, she ran off. Tallish, skinny, cropped red-brown hair.”

“I understand there were markings on the student’s body and the hair had been shaved off. Drowned.”

“Cut off, fairly roughly, yes. At first sight, it doesn’t strike me as the kind of thing someone from the town would do. Could be a distraction though.”

“They took the student somewhere to do this, it must have taken some time?”

“Yes. That is our thinking also.”

“We found his clothes an hour ago. Stacked on a wall near the Corn Exchange. We think they are his clothes, that is, they can’t have been there that long or they would have been stolen, they are good quality. No boots.”

“That is odd.”

Inspector Goodson knocked on the door. He shook hands with the two London policemen. He was taller than Inspector Leslie, perhaps in his late thirties, with blue eyes and a thin moustache. Policemen think about oddities of appearance a lot in their work, and Inspector Leslie noticed the faint outline of a fine circular scar around Goodson’s eye, that to his mind, would have closely matched the top of a beer glass. 

“We can start by looking for this girl. Sergeant Pashtine saw her running over the river and towards the cottages across from the gas works. She is about eighteen, as tall as me, slender, cropped red brown hair, cheeky.”

“Cheeky? How do you know that?”

“Confident then. Outspoken. She was expecting a shilling to stay the night in John’s room. She was asleep when we arrived at noon. The father was already making a noise, so I expect she waited until there were a few more people in the room before revealing herself, which she did with some panache before disappearing down a drainpipe, which she could have done at any time.”

“I can show you the area, not as bad as some of your London slums I expect, but the closest we have here.”

“Have you got the clothes?”

“Yes. Nothing in them. Good quality. Neatly folded up.”

“Any hair or blood?”

“No.”

“You have seen the body?”

“I have.”

“What do you make of the markings, the shaven head? Must have taken a while.”

“It’s just students.”

“Can we get a photographer up to record them? I have some drawings here that the doctor made.”

Inspector Leslie spread the drawings out on the superintendent’s desk.

“I agree, students.” The superintendent said.

“These drawings don’t make clear the quality of the marks. They are quite artistically drawn.”

“What do you think they mean, then?”

“I have a name to ask at the college about them, which I can do later. Let us go and try and find the girl.“

“I will arrange a photographer to go to the morgue.” The superintendent said.

The three policemen started walking back towards the river. Inspector Leslie had a thought, and stopped.

“You two go ahead and look for the girl,” he said to the others. “I think I will go and ask about the pattern.”

“Sir.” 

 


Chapter Six

Inspector Leslie asked at the porter’s lodge for directions to Merchant Jones’s rooms. He was directed to the second of the dons’ staircases, off the main courtyard of the college, and he climbed up and knocked. The door opened and a young man rushed out and ran down the stairs. Behind him stood a middle-aged man in a red velvet dressing gown and flowing beard.

“Who are you?”

“I am inspector Leslie. I understand you are an expert on primitive patterns? Dr Grey sent me to you.”

“Oh. I have twenty minutes before the next little bugger. Come in. I try and do all my tutorials on Wednesday afternoons, so they blur nicely.”

A young woman was standing in the room, holding a cup of tea.

“Perhaps the inspector would like one as well. This is my daughter Rachel. She sits behind the curtain and tells me if anything interesting is said. It rarely is of course. This generation has lost the truth of the Bible text, and are now scrabbling around madly in the metaphorical dirt for some direction. Are you familiar with the German theorists?”

“I am a police Inspector. A student, John Sykes, has been killed.”

“Of course, of course. You are up from London on the train this morning? Our local plod are too plodding.”

“Can you look at the pattern which was found on the body? Dr Grey did some drawings.”

Merchant Jones went over to the desk and searched among the books and papers for his reading glasses. He took the drawings to the window where the light was better.

“What does it mean, in your experience? Marking the body like this?” Merchant Jones asked.

“I was hoping you would tell me.” Leslie replied.

“Not what the pattern means, the act of marking a body?”

“It sends a message to someone. It provides a justification to the killer, perhaps. It is very rare. Some murderers mutilate for personal reasons, the face, the eyes or the genitals.”

Rachel appeared with a cup of tea for him. 

“I am so sorry, I forgot your daughter was present.”

“She is quite unshockable, believe me, we have tried over the years.” Rachel made a face.

“Anyway, this is new to me. It has been suggested they are some kind of tribal markings.”

“Indeed. Who suggested that? Dr Grey? That idiot Quiller-Couch?”

“Can you tell me what you think?”

Merchant Jones went to his book case and pulled out a series of books, murmuring to himself.

“Tahiti, New Zealand. Those parallel lines, but these are not fine.”

“We think they were done with a blackened stick.”

“Do you? On what evidence?”

“Scratches, charcoal. It would be difficult to do fine lines with such a device.”

“Of course it would. But why do the marks at all?”

“Exactly.”

“Even if it were a copy of a Maori tattoo, say, what does it signify copying it onto the body of a white vicar’s son from Norfolk?”

“You knew the victim?”

“Everyone knows everyone in the college, and anyway they have been talking non stop about it all day, I had to close my window.”

“Do you recognise the pattern?”

“Parallel lines are one thing, interweaving lines is another. Where on the body were they, were they around the heart, around the stomach, around the legs?”

“Around the middle of the torso, and the upper thighs. They went all the way round. We do not know if the victim was alive when they were done, but it seems likely. The head was shaved as well, then the man was drowned.”

“As a form of ritual sacrifice?”

“Or made to look like one for some purpose.”

There was a knock at the door.

“Come in. I must get on now, Inspector. I will have an answer for you at six, then we can go down for sherry together before dinner.”

“I will be busy.”

“No. No, Inspector. That will not do. Word has got round you are here. You are quite the star attraction. We shall feast on your tales of London crime.”

Rachel took the inspector’s half drunk cup, as a couple of students shuffled in and sat down on the sofa, pulling out their sheafs of papers.

Inspector Leslie found himself in the courtyard. He noticed Quiller-Couch’s name on the next staircase and he went up to his rooms.

Quiller-Couch was a large man in a dark suit, with long hair swept sideways across his balding pate. Bright eyed and excitable.

“I saw you hesitating in the courtyard, and wondered if I should call down, but you have found me anyway. Sit down, sit down, too early for a drink I suppose?”

“You are John Sykes’s tutor?”

“I am.”

“What was he like?”

“Unreliable. Not inclined to work particularly. His father wanted him to be a vicar, vicar’s often seem to think their son’s should follow them, for some reason. John was very half heartedly doing classics. He was not stupid, don’t get me wrong, could be quite erudite and witty, just rather attracted to the seamier side of life, of which as you know, if you look, quite a lot of evidence can be found in the ancients.”

“Did you know about the society he belonged to?”

“Each new generation of students think they are more shocking and outlandish than the last. It always amazes me.”

“How do you think he met his death?”

“I have absolutely no idea. If he had stayed within the college, he would have been safe. I am sure he was robbed or something, miscreants coming up from London on the railway perhaps, have you looked into that?”

“His head was shaved and his body was marked with a strange pattern.”

“To put you fellows off, no doubt, so you are looking for some strange monster of a man.”

“His clothes were neatly piled on a wall outside the Corn Exchange.”

“That is odd, I grant
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