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			Dominic Butler

			Dominic Butler stammt aus Nordengland. Er ist Englischlehrer und Schriftsteller. Nach seiner Schulzeit, die er an einer klassischen Grammar School (entspricht dem deutschen Gymnasium) verbrachte, studierte er Film und Literatur an der Sheffield Hallam University. Während seiner Studienzeit arbeitete er in Teilzeit als Gerichtsschreiber am Strafgericht in Sheffield. Dort erwachte sein Interesse für Kriminalfälle, die von nun an Thema vieler seiner Kurzgeschichten wurden. Dominic lebt und arbeitet zurzeit in Italien, wo er Englisch unterrichtet und gerade seinen ersten Roman beendet, einen düsteren, jedoch humorvollen Krimi.

		



		
			Einige Worte vorab…

		

		
			Sie lesen gerne Krimis und möchten etwas für Ihr Englisch tun?
Mit diesen spannenden Kurzkrimis frischen Sie Ihr Englisch auf.
Die verwendete Sprache passt genau zum angegebenen Lernniveau

			von A2 = leicht (*)

			über B1 = mittelschwer (**)

			bis zu B2 = schwer (***).

			So können Sie den Schwierigkeitsgrad der Geschichten selbst bestimmen und steigern.

		

		
			Nicht nur Krimis lesen, sondern auch mehr über Land und Leute erfahren: Im Anschluss an jede Geschichte finden Sie wissenswerte Informationen zu den Tatorten und Schauplätzen, an denen die Geschichten spielen. 

		

		
			Wo die einzelnen Tatorte liegen, können Sie in der Weltkarte auf den Seiten 6 und 7 nachschauen. 

		

		
			Schwierigere Wörter sind auf jeder Seite in den Fußnoten übersetzt. Im Anhang können Sie nochmals alle Wörter in einer alphabetischen Wortliste nachschlagen.

		

		
			Alle Wörter, die in den Fußnoten übersetzt sind, können Sie mit der PONS Vokabeltrainer-App üben. Gehen Sie einfach auf www.pons.de/kurzkrimis-en und laden Sie die App kostenlos auf Ihr Smartphone oder Tablet herunter! 
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			1. Murder in the Fog

		

		
			I do not remember my name.

			This is the first thing that I think when I wake, and I look around nervously, confused1 by the dark and by the thick fog which surrounds me.

			I raise2 a hand to my face and feel a short nose and a small mouth. I try to remember my face, I try to remember the colour of my hair or what my eyes look like. I try to remember anything, but I cannot! I have no idea who I am.

			I am on the ground lying3 on cold grass which is wet4 from the fog, and I am alone.

			Why am I here? I ask myself, but I have no answer. I do not even know where this is because the fog is so thick that I can only see for a few metres in any direction.

			I try to stand, but then I realise5 that my head hurts and that there is a sharp pain6 behind my right ear. I carefully lift my hand and touch the large lump7 which is there. It hurts to touch, and I shout in the fog, the sound lost in the dark of the night. When I pull my fingers away, they are wet, and even with no light the blood is bright and easy to see.

			I begin to feel more than nervous now: I begin to feel scared8. I imagine I can see shapes and figures in the fog, and I want to run. I feel that I need to run, that there is somewhere I must be, somewhere I must remember.

			But before I move, I need to know something. So I push myself up and sit on the ground. I look carefully at my clothes, but they mean nothing. The jeans are new, but now they are dirty: muddy stains9 cover the legs from the wet grass. The t-shirt is not familiar10 either: just simple and black. So I empty my pockets, and at first there is nothing helpful there: no wallet, no keys and no phone. But then I see the picture11, and I stop.

			It is a woman, and even in the dark and the fog I recognise her. Her long blonde hair is beautiful, and her kind, friendly, blue eyes are perfect. Yes, I know her! And the thought is so strong that I smile despite12 the pain in the back of my head.

			But what is her name? I pull the last item from my pocket. It is a red serviette with a single word written again and again in black ink13.

			“Catherine,” I say quietly into the fog, and the sound of my voice seems strange and cold.

			Catherine. I am sure that I know her, but I still do not remember why. Is she my wife? My girlfriend? I think that she is, and I suddenly14 feel afraid for her. “Catherine!” I shout into the dark, but there is no reply.

			I am about to shout again when suddenly I remember something. I remember Catherine's face, but she is not smiling like she is in the picture, and her blue eyes look scared and desperate. I try to remember the image, and I see that there is a piece of cloth15 in her mouth so that she cannot speak and that she is tied16 to a large grey stone by thick white ropes17.

			“No!” I cry out18, and I push myself to my feet despite the pain in my head.

			I do not know what to do for a moment. I only know that I must find her, that I must help her.

			I think about the lump on the back of my head and the fresh blood on my fingers. Is there somebody in the fog? Somebody who has Catherine? Someone who wants to hurt her, who wants to kill her?

			I want to shout again, but then I do not. If the person who has Catherine hears me, she is in danger. And another image comes to me. It is the face of a man. An ordinary19 face with small dark eyes and dirty brown hair. There is nothing cruel20 about the face, but I know instantly that this is the man that has Catherine, and I hate that face with all of my heart.

			I begin to walk, slowly at first, unsure of the direction that I must go. It seems like the ground is moving slowly up, and I believe that this is right. The image I remember of Catherine tied to the grey stone is in less fog, and I think that it must be on higher ground.

			I begin to walk faster, but I am soon running. The fog surrounds me, and the dark is without end. I try not to think of anything but21 the direction I am moving in, but I am starting to remember things now. I remember Catherine. She has a black uniform, which she always wears at work in the restaurant, and on the uniform is a badge with her name22. “Hello handsome,” she always says to me, “another day at the office?” And I never say much, but I do not have to: we understand each other without words. And I remember that after I eat, I wait for her in the car park until she finishes work, and she is surprised to see me there. But I suppose23 that's just who I am: a romantic.

			Suddenly, there is a sound like a gun shot, and I fall. For a moment I think that I am dead and that Catherine is alone, tied to the grey stone in the fog. But then I see the light in the sky, and I realise that the shot was a flare24. I watch the light fall and illuminate the hillside25.

			Is it the man with the dark eyes and dirty brown hair? Does he know I am here? Good! If he looks for me, he is not with Catherine, I think. And I get up again and run faster now.

			Do I hear voices in the fog behind me? I try to turn to look, but the fog behind me is too thick, and I only see the occasional light in the distance.

			But in front of me the fog seems to be thinner, and I begin to slow. I am scared now because I know that I am near, and in the dark I begin to see large, grey stones standing like giants26 on the top of the hill. In amazement27, I think that I recognise this circle of ancient stones.

			“Stonehenge!” I say.

			“Yes,” a voice replies, “and this is where it ends.” And a tall man steps from behind one of the silent giants.

			I expect28 him to have dark eyes and dirty hair, but he does not. His hair is blond, his eyes light, and I think that this is not the man who has Catherine. Maybe he is his friend, his partner, and I am about to run when I see the small gun in his hand.

			“I just want Catherine,” I say, but I can see the hate in the man's eyes, and I know that the only thing I can do now is run to the stone where I know she is tied and try to escape into the fog with her.

			“Don't!” says the man, as if he can see my intention in my eyes, but I have to. At first29, I think that maybe I am quick enough, but then I hear the snap30 of the gun and feel the explosion in my back.

			For a moment more I run, and I can see the shape of the stone where Catherine is tied, and I fall to the floor in front of it. “Catherine,” I shout, but there is no reply. When I look to see why, I see that she is not there: the white ropes are still tied to the stone, but she is not.

			“Catherine,” I say again, smiling, because she is all that matters31, and I can rest now because I know that she is safe.

			“You got him, Detective?” a voice says behind me.

			“Yeah, that's him,” the tall man says. “He matches32 the girl's description perfectly: dirty brown hair, small dark eyes. And look, the blood behind his ear is where she hit him before she escaped.”

			“Good for her.”

			“Yeah. We think she's his third victim33 this year.”

			“So why didn't he run? Why wait here for us?”

			The tall man is silent for a moment: “Who knows? I don't want to understand the mind of these psychopaths. I'm just happy Catherine is okay.”

			Catherine is okay. Catherine is okay. I do not understand anything else that they say, but I do understand these three words, and I smile again.

			Catherine is okay.
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			Stonehenge befindet sich in der Grafschaft Wiltshire im Süden von England und ist wahrscheinlich das berühmteste prähistorische Monument der Welt. Es stammt aus der Zeit zwischen 3000 und 2000 v. Chr., der genaue Entstehungszeitpunkt ist jedoch nicht bekannt. Viele glauben allerdings, dass die Anlage von Anfang an als Begräbnisstätte diente, da zahlreiche verbrannte Menschenreste dort entdeckt wurden. Wegen seiner Verbindung zu heidnischer Magie übt Stonehenge bis zum heutigen Tag eine große Faszination auf viele Menschen aus. Die Entstehung der Steinformation bleibt nach wie vor ein Mysterium.

		

		
				1	confused – irritiert

				2	to raise – heben

				3	to lie – liegen

				4	wet – nass

				5	to realise – merken

				6	sharp pain – stechender Schmerz

				7	lump – Beule

				8	scared – verängstigt, ängstlich

				9	muddy stain – Schlammfleck

				10	familiar – vertraut

				11	picture – Foto

				12	despite – trotz

				13	ink – Tinte

				14	suddenly – plötzlich

				15	piece of cloth – Stoffstück

				16	tied to – angebunden an

				17	rope – Seil

				18	to cry out – aufschreien

				19	ordinary – herkömmlich, gewöhnlich

				20	cruel – grausam

				21	anything but – nichts anderes als

				22	badge with her name – Namensschild

				23	to suppose – vermuten

				24	flare – Leuchtfackel

				25	hillside – Berghang

				26	giant – Riese

				27	amazement – Erstaunen

				28	to expect – erwarten

				29	at first – zuerst

				30	snap – Schuss

				31	she is all that matters – sie ist alles, worauf es mir ankommt

				32	to match – passen

				33	victim – Opfer

		

	
		
			2. The Loch and the Monster

		

		
			“No, Darling, she means nothing to me, less than nothing. I hate her. It's only you Emily, I promise… .What? Divorce her? That's impossible… Why? Because of the money, the house, the cars… No, Emily, of course you're more important than them, but… No! No, listen, don't go, listen to me, when I return to London, everything is going to be different… I have a plan, Darling….Darling, I have a plan… Emily?” But there is no answer, and Oliver Stern puts his mobile back into his coat pocket and looks around. 

			There is no one near to him to hear. He is alone on the jetty1, apart from the boat attendant2 at his chair twenty metres away, his feet on a boat and a cigarette in his mouth. And he cannot hear from there, Oliver is sure. But just to be safe he decides not to phone Emily again. 

			Perhaps the less she knows, the better.

			A plan. Yes, he has a plan, a good plan, and a simple plan. 

			He looks out across the horrible, grey loch3. The sun is almost down behind the green, snowy mountains now, and it is colder than before. “What sort of person wants to have a holiday in this remote4, ugly part of the world?” 

			Then he hears the sound of his wife's laughter5 from the terrace bar of the hotel, and he shakes his head6. 

			“The sort of person like my monster of a wife.”

			He tries to picture Emily: her eyes are so loving, her laugh so light and pretty. But when his wife laughs, she sounds like a donkey7. 

			He looks at the loch again, at the jetty and the small boats waiting there for the tourists in the hotel. And he asks himself once more if he can do it. 

			“Ah ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!” she brays8 again. 

			And he knows that he can. 

			It is ten-to-six now; the boats stop going out at six. And the sun is almost gone.

			She needs to come now, he knows, but he cannot shout9 for her. No, it is her idea to go on a boat. Everyone in the bar knows she wants to go. I just need to wait for her like a good husband, he thinks.

			The type of husband who is happy to go out on the huge, horrible loch, in the dark, with his monster of a wife. 

			But can she still swim? He is not sure. He thinks that with her clothes and her coat on she will be too heavy and that the cold grey water of the loch will pull her down. But is that enough10? 

			He looks at the bag by his feet. The romantic picnic filled with all the food his wife loves. And the bottle of champagne that he knows she cannot resist. 

			Oliver smiles. It is a heavy bag. All he has to do is make her hold it for a second. Perhaps, quickly wrap11 the straps12 around her hands. Then…

			No more monster.  

			But it is nearly six now.

			The attendant is about to finish for the night.

			“Excuse me,” Oliver shouts with a smile. He pulls his cigarette packet from his pocket and walks over. “Sorry to bother13 you, but do you have a lighter?”

			The attendant has a hard face and fierce red hair. He looks at Oliver for a moment, nods, pulls his lighter from his pocket and offers it.

			“Look,” continues Oliver, “my wife wants to take a boat out. She's going to be here in a second.”

			The man looks at the sky. 

			“A boat, man, we want a boat.”

			“I dinna ken aboot that. Better the morra.14”

			The idiot does not speak English, Oliver thinks. Bloody15 country. “I'm sorry, I don't understand. I'm from England.”

			The man laughs, stands up and says nothing. 

			Oliver tries to stay calm, but he knows there is too little time. “Don't you speak English? My wife wants to go out now. She’s only going to be one minute16!” he shouts, and the attendant stops and gives him a long, hard look with his cold, blue eyes.

			“Oliver! Here I am!” a loud, cheerful voice says. And the two men turn to see Mrs Sylvia Stern. She smiles that stupid, cow-like smile at them, and Oliver sees the idiot attendant smile back. She is dressed in a horrible tartan17 skirt and woollen jumper. And in her arms she has the heavy wax coat. Good, Oliver thinks.

			“Darling,” he says, with a smile, “this good man wants to close. I think we must wait until tomorrow now.” 

			“Oh no, surely not?” She turns to the man and smiles again. “Can't we just go out for a few minutes, please? Just to enjoy the sunset?”

			And the attendant ignores Oliver but returns her smile. “Ay, well, just for 10 minutes then.”

			“Oh thank you!” Sylvia says, and the attendant helps them into the small rowing boat and passes Oliver the picnic bag. He then gives him another long, hard look, but Oliver does not care. 

			“Bloody idiot,” he says to Sylvia as they slowly move away from the jetty onto the dark water. “I don’t understand a thing he says.”

			But Sylvia does not seem18 to hear and instead19 looks out at the dark loch. 

			For five minutes Oliver rows20, and soon the jetty and the hotel look much smaller, while the attendant is almost impossible to see in the half-light of the new evening. 

			And so this is it.

			Oliver thinks about loving, ironic Emily again. Then he looks at his monster of a wife. 

			Oh yes, this has to be it. No more listening to that awful laugh, no more looking at her boring face. And, perhaps more importantly, no more sharing his bank account with her. 

			“Darling?” he says. “Shall we have a little drink?”

			“Oh yes, that would be very nice!” She smiles, but in the half-light Oliver thinks he sees something strange in her expression. 

			“Can you pass me over the bag? Then you can come and sit here next to me,” he says as casually as he can. 

			“Of course,” Sylvia says, and she stands up, which makes the boat rock.21 Oliver thinks that this is going to be very easy indeed. Just one push22, and then he can shout for the attendant and pretend to help but really just watch the monster go down into the loch. 

			Just one look back at the jetty to be sure no one can see, he thinks, and he turns his head. 

			And then it happens. 

			Pain explodes at the back of his head, and his eyes go dark. For a second he does not know where he is. Then he feels hands on him, pushing him and moving him. As he tries to say something, he sees the broken champagne bottle at his feet. Then he falls from the boat, and the ice-cold water takes the words and the air from his mouth. 

			For a moment he goes down, but then he kicks his legs, and he comes to the surface and looks up at Sylvia in the boat. She has an oar23 in her hands, and she is reaching it out24 to him. 

			“Yes, closer! Help me!” he shouts, and it is then that he sees the strange expression on her face again. “Sylvia, darling?”

			“Don't you dare call me that,” she says in a tone as cold as the water. “You're a cheating, lying, horrible monster of a man. You can call that stupid girl of yours ‘Darling,’ but not me. Never again Oliver Stern, never again.” 

			And then the oar hits him on the head, and he cannot think, and he cannot swim, and the water takes him. 

			For a few moments he sinks25 slowly into the great loch, but then, somehow, miraculously26, he kicks again, and he comes to the surface once more. Sylvia and the boat are gone, and the half-light is complete darkness27 now. He tries to swim, but his clothes and his coat are too heavy.  

			The jetty! The attendant! He has to still be there. If he hears me, he can bring a boat out. 

			“Help me!” he shouts into the darkness. “Help me, for the love of God, help me!”

			And on the small jetty on the bank of Loch Ness, the attendant hears, he takes the cigarette from his mouth and smiles. “Sorry, Laddie,” he says quietly to the loch. “But I can't understand a word you're saying.”

		

		
			
				[image: Loch Ness]
			

			Loch Ness liegt in den wunderschönen und weit abgelegenen Highlands, dem schottischen Hochland, und ist einer der bekanntesten Seen der Welt. Ob sein legendäres Ungeheuer „Nessi“ wirklich existiert oder nicht, ist nach wie vor nicht bewiesen.

			Was im See bewiesenermaßen lebt, sind unter anderem Lachse, Aale, Elritzen und Forellen. Loch Ness ist zu allen Jahreszeiten sehr kalt. Trotzdem haben einige Schwimmer die Herausforderung angenommen und den See der Länge nach durchquert. Der damals 19-Jährige David Morgan, der heute noch den Rekord hält, schaffte 1983 die doppelte Strecke (74 km) in 23 Stunden und 5 Minuten.

		

		
				1	jetty – Pier

				2	attendant – Wärter

				3	loch (Schottisch) – See

				4	remote – abgelegen

				5	laughter – Gelächter

				6	to shake one’s head – den Kopf schütteln

				7	donkey – Esel

				8	to bray – wiehern, kreischen

				9	to shout – rufen

				10	enough – genug

				11	to wrap – wickeln

				12	strap – Riemen

				13	to bother – stören

				14	I dinna ken aboot that. Better the morra. (Schottisch) – Ich weiß nicht. Lieber morgen. 

				15	bloody (AUS, BE) – verdammt

				16	She’s only going to be one minute. – Sie ist gleich da.

				17	tartan – schottengemustert

				18	to seem – scheinen

				19	instead – stattdessen

				20	to row – rudern

				21	to rock – schaukeln

				22	push – Stoß, Schubs

				23	oar – Ruder

				24	to reach sth. out to sb. – jdm. etw. hinstrecken

				25	to sink – versinken

				26	miraculously – wie durch ein Wunder

				27	darkness – Dunkelheit

		

	
		
			3. Follow Me

		

		
			“Follow me,” says Detective Branwell with a sigh1. His shift2 finishes in five minutes, but there is no one around in Howarth's quiet police station, and so he leads the woman to the first interview room and tries to suppress the image3 of a pint of beer in the Black Bull pub.

			The interview room is cold, the lights weak and grey, but he offers the woman a seat and hopes that this will be quick.

			As she takes her coat off, Branwell watches her. She has long brown hair that right now looks a little untidy. And she has deep-green eyes that at the moment are tired and nervous and show something which he does not completely recognise.

			“Right,” he says, and tries to smile to relax her, “what's all this about, then? The officer at the front desk4 says you need to speak to someone.”

			“I do,” she says, and her voice is thin and tense.

			“About what?”

			She waits for a moment, uncertain, and then she takes a breath. “About a crime.”

			Branwell pulls his notepad5 from his pocket and places it in front of him on the table. He has a bad feeling about his pint in the Black Bull pub. “I see,” he says, “maybe you can tell me your name first. Your address too.”

			She puts her hands on the table, and he sees that her red fingernails are chipped and bitten6. “Jane Thornton. I live at Brow Top Cottage.”

			“Brow Top? Oh yes, I remember. You have that little red sports car, don't you?”

			“Not now, no,” she says, and she picks up her handbag. “Can I smoke?”

			“No, sorry luv7: rules and regulations8. I can get you a tea if you like,” but she shakes her head and puts the bag at her feet. “Then maybe you can tell me why you're here,” he suggests9.

			Again she waits, and again Branwell thinks that he sees something in her deep-green eyes.

			“There's a man who follows me,” she begins. “Every evening. Every evening when I return home from work.”

			Branwell nods10. “I see11.”

			“No you don't. Every evening. Every single evening. For almost a year now. He's always there, Detective. Sometimes he's so close that I think he can touch me, and other times he's far away, but I still know that he's there. And Detective, you might think that I'm crazy, but I know what this man wants…”	

			“What?” Branwell says. “What does he want?”

			She pauses for a second, and he sees her hands shake. “He wants to kill me.”

			Branwell says nothing but watches the woman's face. She is scared, very scared.

			“Does he speak to you, this man?”

			“No, never. And when I try to speak to him, he…”

			“Yes?”

			“He disappears.”

			Branwell opens his notebook and takes his pen out. “Where do you work, Mrs Thornton?”

			“Miss Thornton. I work in Leeds. I have a small media company.”

			“In Leeds? Then where does this man follow you from?”

			“From the station at Keighley.”

			“You work in Leeds, but you don't drive? I think your sports car can get you there a lot faster than the bus to Keighley and then the train to Leeds.”

			“I told you: I don't drive it. Not now.”

			“Right, so he follows you…”

			“From Keighley. I see him at the train station sometimes; then he's there again when I get off the bus in the town centre here in Howarth. And then he follows me to my cottage.”

			“You walk from here to Brow Top, up over the moors12 road? Every evening? That's a dangerous road, and it must be more than three miles.”

			“Dangerous, yes,” but she does not say anything else, and Branwell continues.

			“Can you describe the man?”

			“Easily,” she says, but again she pauses, and Branwell sees her turn quickly to look over her shoulder. “He's tall. With dark hair. His skin is pale13 and his eyes cold. Dead,” she says. “He has dead eyes. And they watch me every day, and I think that they watch me at night too.”

			Branwell feels a shiver14 run over his back. “You think that this man enters your premises15? That he enters your cottage during the night?”

			“I do. Sometimes I wake, and I know that he's there. I turn on the lights, and I see nothing, but when I go to the window, I can see him in the field. He stands there like a scarecrow16 in the dark. And he accuses me… everyday… His cold dead eyes accuse me.”

			Branwell shakes his head. Is she crazy or just terrified17? “Miss Thornton, if this man enters your house, we can arrest him. But to do that we need evidence18. Has he broken a window? Or entered the property by force19?”

			She lets out a laugh, a laugh that is horrible to Branwell. “No, of course not. There's nothing.”

			“And he never says anything threatening20? He never says that he wants to hurt21 you?”

			She looks over her shoulder again quickly and automatically as if she does it a hundred times a day. “No, he never says a thing. But I know… I know what he wants. I know what he wants!” And she begins to cry.

			Branwell puts the notepad away. “I'm sorry Miss Thornton, but there's very little that we can do. Let me make you that tea. A nice tea to calm you down; then we can start again and see if there are any other details.”

			She seems to nod, and he stands up and goes to the door. “We need a better description, you see. If we want to identify the man.”

			“What?” she says before he can open the door. “Oh no, no, you don't understand, Detective. I know who the man is. I know his name. I know everything.”

			Branwell stops.

			“You mean,” she continues, “that if I tell you his name, you can help me? You can stop this?” she says desperately22.

			“You know his name?”

			“Do you promise? You can stop it?”

			Branwell does not sit. He sees that expression in her eyes again. “I can't promise, luv, no. But I can try.”

			She nods and bites her red fingernails for a moment. “His name is William Grey.”

			William Grey. Branwell knows the name. William Grey. And he remembers something horrible from more than a year ago: an accident on the roads across the moors. William Grey: a local cyclist and a good man.

			“William Grey? Miss Thornton, William Grey is dead. He was hit by a car last year while he cycled across Brow Top road. We never found the driver, but William died instantly, they say.”

			“Oh I know,” she says, and he sees that something in her deep-green eyes, and he thinks that he knows what it is now. “I know, Detective, because I am that driver.”

			Then there is only the sound of her crying to fill the cold interview room, and Branwell sits down again and picks up his pen and notepad. “I think you should tell me everything,” he says, and he can see clearly now the guilt23 that fills her deep-green eyes.

			An hour later Branwell closes the door of the interview room and sighs. He does not feel any sympathy24 for her. He cannot: not for someone who can do that. To leave someone on the grey moors to die. No, he cannot feel any sympathy for her, but maybe now she can find some rest. Maybe now she can forget the ghost of William Grey.

			He walks up the corridor to the front desk and is about to25 shout for an officer when he sees the tall figure standing at the door of the police station. He stops, his heart suddenly beating faster.

			The man's dark hair is wet from the rain outside, his skin pale and his eyes cold and dead. It is him. Branwell knows it, but he cannot believe it.

			“Do you have her confession26?” the figure says.

			“What?”

			“Do you have Miss Thornton's confession?” the figure repeats.

			Branwell nods. “Yes. I do. She's in the interview room now.”

			The figure nods. “Good. Then it's over.” And the impossible figure turns to leave.

			Branwell still cannot believe it, yet the similarity is perfect. “Wait, Mr Grey, William, wait… I need to ask you…”

			But the figure turns and smiles. It is a cold smile, but Branwell sees that the man's eyes look a little more alive now. “My name is Grey, Detective, but not William. My name is Matthew… Matthew Grey. William was my brother…” he says as he opens the door to the rain. “My twin brother.”

		

		
			
				[image: Yorkshire Moors]
			

			Howarth, ein schöner doch mysteriöser Ort, befindet sich in den Yorkshire Moors, dem Heideland der nordenglischen Grafschaft Yorkshire. Die Stadt ist berühmt wegen ihrer Verbindung zu den Brontë Schwestern, die viele ihrer romantischen Romane und Gedichte hier schrieben. Mit ihren Steinstraßen und malerischen Kirchen verzaubert die Stadt all ihre Besucher. Noch mehr wird deren Phantasie jedoch vom Moor angeregt. Meistens ist es in Nebel oder Regen gehüllt und wenn der Wind im Moor sanft zwischen den Bäumen singt, sind es nicht nur die berühmten Schwestern, die sich einbilden Geister zu sehen, die sie aus dem Dunkel beobachten.

		

		
				1	sigh – Seufzen

				2	shift – Schicht

				3	to suppress the image – die Vorstellung unterdrücken

				4	front desk – Empfang

				5	notepad – Notizblock

				6	chipped and bitten – eingerissen und abgekaut

				7	luv – Schatz (Kosename verwendet in Yorskshire auch unter fremden Leuten)

				8	rules and regulations – Regeln und Vorschriften

				9	to suggest – vorschlagen

				10	to nod – mit dem Kopf nicken

				11	I see. – Ich verstehe.

				12	moor – Heideland

				13	pale – hell

				14	shiver – Schauder

				15	premises (pl.) – Grundstück

				16	scarecrow – Vogelscheuche

				17	to be terrified – schreckliche Angst vor etw. haben

				18	evidence – Beweis

				19	to enter a property by force – einbrechen

				20	threatening – bedrohend

				21	to hurt sb. – jdm. wehtun

				22	desperately – verzweifelt

				23	guilt – Schuldgefühl

				24	to feel sympathy for sb. – mit jdm. Mitleid  haben

				25	to be about to do sth. – im Begriff sein, etw. zu tun

				26	confession – Geständnis

		

	
		
			4. The Perfect Murder

		

		
			“The QM2, Darling, is the finest ocean liner1 in the world. Sure, there are one or two bigger than her, but none of them has her romance or her luxury,” Mrs Carolina Heath says as they enter the dining room.

			Her young, new friend only smiles. She is a quiet young thing, and beautiful too, and Carolina likes to have beautiful things around her, so she is more than happy to talk for both of them. 

			“This is your first cruise2, you say? You're going to love it. Just look at the view out there.” And from the large glass windows they can see the majestic figure of the Statue of Liberty as the ship slowly moves away from the port of New York and heads into the deep of the ocean.

			“It's fantastic,” Eleanor says, and again Carolina is very happy to have a new companion3. 

			The dining room is magnificent. The tables are covered in white, and the lights are low and atmospheric4. The band in the corner is playing soft classical music. 

			“Well, I wonder what the other people at our table are like. Oh my5, look, here we are, table six. Well, good evening gentlemen.” Carolina says, and the three men stop their conversation and smile.

			“Mrs Heath,” one says, “how good to see you again. Another evening of champagne and dancing?”

			“Every night, Peter. My doctor tells me that I must,” she laughs. “Gentlemen, let me introduce you to my new friend
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