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WRITE-ON PAGES

 Any references to 'writing in this book' refer to the original printed version.

Readers should write on a separate piece of paper in these instances.




Antony Johnston



CAN YOU SOLVE THE MURDER?

Book One:
The Flowers of Elysium
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For Steve and Ian




How to Solve the Murder

The Flowers of Elysium is no ordinary case … and this is no ordinary book.

Can You Solve the Murder? is an interactive novel. Unlike a normal book, you shouldn’t read it straight through from front to back. Reading the text sequentially won’t make any sense, and will spoil the experience – because this story is also a puzzle, in which YOU play the part of the detective and YOU must solve the crime by making decisions about the investigation.

Who will you interview? Which leads will you follow? What clues will you find? And, finally, who will you accuse? The choices are yours – and only by following the correct path can you solve the murder.

Here’s how it works:

NUMBERED SECTIONS

The story is divided into sections, each of which is numbered. First, pay close attention to the text, as important clues and subtle hints may be hidden within. (But be wary of red herrings …)

At the end of each section you will be given a choice of what you, as the detective, want to do. Each choice directs you to a different number; make your decision, then turn to the section matching that number and read on.

For example, let’s say you’ve just read section 86 and it ends with the following options:


	 To examine the body, turn to 35

	 To search the murder scene, turn to 143



You must now decide which of those two actions to perform. If you choose to examine the body, flick backwards through the book until you find section 35 and read it – remembering that you’re looking for the section number, not the page number. If you choose to search the murder scene instead, flick forwards through the book to find and read section 143.

(These numbers are only examples, and don’t reflect the actual contents of those sections within this book.)

If you’re reading the ebook edition, you don’t even need to flick back and forth.fn1 Instead, simply tap the bold number ‘35’ at the end of the option to be taken automatically to that section.

YOUR DETECTIVE’S NOTEBOOK

Every good detective carries a notebook to record information and evidence vital to solving the case. At the back of this book you’ll find blank pages to use as your own notebook, and to record Clue Numbers.

(You’ll have to supply your own pen or pencil, though. Department budget cuts seem to get worse every day …)

If you’d prefer not to write in your copy of this book, you can use a separate notebook or even a digital document; whatever you feel comfortable with. What’s important is that you can easily write in it and review it while reading, as you’ll be performing both actions many times.

Record information about the story, the suspects and your theories. Write down each section number you visit, in case you later want to check something in the text. Solving a murder requires making good notes, and The Flowers of Elysium is no exception.

CLUE NUMBERS

From time to time, you’ll be told to write a Clue Number in your notebook.

Clue Numbers consist of a letter and number such as C2, P5, T4, and so on. It’s important you write these down when instructed, because later sections will ask you to check if you have a particular Clue Number in your notebook. You’ll then be directed to a specific section.

(There are many different paths to take in this story, so you may sometimes be told to write down a Clue Number you already have in your notebook. This isn’t an error – in fact it’s a sign that you have good clue-finding skills! So don’t worry about it, and move on.)

Let’s say a section tells you to write C2 in your notebook. Then, later, a different section presents you with these choices:


	 If you have C2 written in your notebook, turn to 45

	 Otherwise, turn to 118



In this example you would turn to section 45, because you have C2 written down. If you didn’t have that Clue Number in your notebook, though, you would turn to section 118 instead.

Sometimes you’ll be asked to check your notebook for multiple Clue Numbers. When this happens, compare them against your notes in the order listed and act on the first that applies.

For example, imagine you now have both C2 and T4 written down. Later, you read a section which ends with the following instructions:

Check your notebook in the following order:


	 If you have P5 written down, turn to 87

	 If you have T4 written down, turn to 165

	 If you have C2 written down, turn to 45

	 Otherwise, turn to 118



Your notebook doesn’t contain P5, so you ignore that instruction. You do have C2 written down – but you also have T4, and the instruction for that Clue Number precedes C2 in the list. Therefore, in this example you would turn to section 165.

Clue Numbers are vitally important to solving the case, and also determine your Detective Score after justice has been done, so pay close attention to them.

CAN YOU SOLVE THE MURDER?

Remember: YOU are the Detective, and it is up to YOU to solve this dastardly crime! Attention to detail, combined with your sleuthing skills and good notes, will be required to successfully determine whodunnit.


	 Now begin your investigation by turning to section 1






1

‘Apparently it’s a health farm these days.’ Sergeant McAdam weaves the car at top speed around tight, hedge-lined corners.

‘I believe they prefer the term “wellness retreat”,’ you point out.

She chuckles. ‘Either way, I don’t expect the victim would agree.’

‘Try to keep notions like that to yourself when we arrive, Sergeant.’

Your tone is lightly admonishing, but internally you admit to similar thoughts. When you can think for more than five seconds without fearing for your life thanks to McAdam’s rally-like driving, that is. She accelerates out of a bend and over a hillock, leaving your stomach somewhere on the ceiling.

This is your first case together, following her assignment to your station last week after making a name for herself in Northumbria. When you asked why she’s spent her career in the English police rather than her native Scotland, she shrugged and said, ‘More action.’ McAdam is short and wiry, in her mid-thirties, with dark hair and a ruddy complexion suggesting she spends a lot of time outdoors. Re-enacting Hollywood car chases, perhaps.

One final death-defying corner later, you reach the gates of Elysium: not a heavenly reward but the retreat in question, operating in the grounds and building of the former stately home Finchcote Manor. High stone walls surround the estate, broken only by a wide gate where a sign is emblazoned with the company name, bidding you to ‘Rediscover your place in nature and revitalize your soul ’ in a riot of pastel colours and painted roses.

A marked police car and two uniformed officers guard the entrance. Recognizing you, they wave you through with a nod of acknowledgement. McAdam guns the engine in response, speeding over a squat, low-walled bridge that crosses a narrow river running through the grounds, before continuing up the long, tree-lined avenue to the house.

Finchcote Manor is tall and imposing, four storeys of the region’s characteristic pale stone in a Gothic Revival style with arched windows, Baroque balusters, and leering gargoyles at every corner and join. An unusual ambience for a wellness retreat.

Approaching the fountain and paved circle, where more police cars are parked, you wonder where the original resident family are now. It can’t have been easy giving up such a grand family home for any price.

Alongside the police cars is a forensics van, where you and McAdam don protective clothing, booties and gloves. You nod in recognition at a tall, broad-shouldered uniformed policeman who approaches. This is Constable Zwale, a young officer you’ve worked with before.

You introduce him to your new partner, Sergeant McAdam. ‘Constable Zwale has ambitions to become a detective,’ you add to the sergeant.

McAdam looks the young officer up and down, appraising him. ‘Is that so? Then watch and learn. It’s all about taking initiative, you see.’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ Zwale says. ‘I won’t let you down.’

The protective clothing doesn’t breathe well – its impermeability being rather the point – so, already sweltering in the heat, you’re keen to get moving.

‘Lead on, Constable. Is Dr Wash here yet?’

He nods and leads you up the steps to the main entrance. ‘Yes, Inspector. The white tent is already up.’

Inside, the house feels very different from its historical exterior. Here old and new live side by side, demonstrated by a modern reception area of pine and shaped marble standing before a traditional wide carpeted staircase of oak and brass. The lobby is high-ceilinged and wood-lined, with a grand chandelier taking pride of place and a pleasant garden aroma thanks to a variety of plants, large and small, standing in pots around the walls. By contrast, the reception desk holds two large computer monitors, operated by a pretty young blonde woman. Around you, wall-mounted TV screens advertise the retreat’s courses with brightly lit videos. One screen shows a timetable of the day’s activities: yoga, swimming, even flower arranging and plant care.

‘Might have to pick up a brochure,’ Sergeant McAdam says.

‘Your kind of place, Sergeant?’

She snorts. ‘Hardly. But my wife’s birthday is coming up, and she’d love it.’

‘The manager’s waiting for you in his office,’ Constable Zwale says.

‘He can keep waiting for a while yet,’ you reply. ‘Let’s see the body and crime scene first.’

Dozens of people mill about in the lobby; some are staff, in identifiable polo shirts emblazoned with the company’s rose logo, but most are guests trying to figure out what’s happened. They stand aside to let you pass, whispering in hushed tones to one another and staring at your protective clothing. They know things must be serious.

Zwale leads you towards a doorway at the rear of the lobby, guarded by uniformed officers. But before you can reach it, a middle-aged blonde woman wearing tennis whites and carrying a racquet strides purposefully out of the crowd to block your way.

‘About time, I’m sure. You’re the detective, I take it?’ she says to you, her expression severe.

‘Detective Chief Inspector,’ McAdam corrects her.

‘Yes, well. Terrible business and all, but kindly inform your chaps I have a lunch engagement.’

You give her your full attention. ‘You have the advantage of me, Ms …?’

‘Nesbitt, of course,’ she says with the confused air of one who expects to be recognized. ‘Finchcote Manor falls within my constituency.’

‘Carla Nesbitt, MP,’ McAdam explains to you, trying to be helpful. Unfortunately, it only makes the woman’s eyes grow wider.

‘Really! I don’t hold out much hope for this investigation if you can’t even recognize your own MP,’ she sniffs. Before you can explain that you live in a different town, she continues, ‘Your bobbies are determined to prevent us leaving, and I won’t have it.’

‘Ms Nesbitt, I’m afraid that you must, as you say, “have it”. A man is dead, and it is my job to conduct a thorough investigation and discover what happened. Just think, he might have been one of your constituents.’

She takes this in. ‘Yes, well. He can’t vote now, can he?’

‘His family and friends still can,’ McAdam says brightly. ‘Not to mention everyone who hears about this case in the news. Imagine if they learned that his parliamentary representative regarded her lunch as more important than an innocent man’s death.’

Carla scowls at the sergeant. ‘Innocent! That’ll be the day. Harry probably just decided enough was enough. Hurry up and get this over with, so the rest of us can move on with our lives, will you?’ With that, she turns on her rubber-soled heel and walks away.

‘I’m sure he spoke highly of you, too,’ McAdam murmurs, as you watch the MP enter the house’s east wing.

Constable Zwale resumes his lead, taking you through the guarded door into a staff-only area. From here a wide rear entrance opens on to steps down to a courtyard, semi-enclosed by the house’s east and west wings, which protrude at right angles from the main building. A square of neatly cut grass is divided into quarters by gravel paths running through its centre and around the edges. Beyond here the grounds are wilder and more natural, with two large polytunnels visible in the near distance.

The gardens aren’t your destination at this moment, however. To your right as you reach the courtyard, close to the wall of the west wing, are more uniformed police. They guard a cordon surrounding the familiar white-canvas forensics tent, which stands on the gravel path next to the building.

It hasn’t rained for several weeks, leaving the ground thoroughly dry. This is fortunate for an investigation taking place outside, even though it means standing around in the late-summer sun. As it’s now the first week of September, you hope the intense heat will break soon.

You walk over the grass and duck under the cordon to enter the tent. Inside you find a police photographer, a dead body, and a forensic pathologist standing over the victim.

‘Victim is Harry Kennedy,’ McAdam says, reading from her notebook. ‘Fifty years old, local housing developer. Bit of a bigwig. He booked a week’s treatment, staying here alone.’

‘And will leave it in much the same manner,’ the pathologist says, standing up and stretching out her back. Dr Wash has a pristine cut-glass accent, and it’s been remarked that she looks as old as she sounds – or vice versa. But with that comes decades of experience and an unflinching accuracy. You’ve worked together many times, and trust her findings implicitly.

You introduce the two women: ‘Dr Wash, this is Sergeant McAdam. New transfer from Northumbria.’

They exchange nods in greeting, then the pathologist stands back to give you a better view of the body. You almost wish she hadn’t.

‘The victim fell from the top floor, which is a fifteen-metre drop,’ Dr Wash says. ‘The ground is hard and dry enough at the moment to be unforgiving, hence the mess.’

The late Harry Kennedy lies on his back, with wide glassy eyes staring at nothing. He was probably once quite handsome, but his face and head are now badly damaged, his short hair matted with blood and dirt. A crimson pool surrounds him, darkening the ground and soaking into a bathrobe that used to be white. Beneath the robe he wears only boxer shorts.

What stands out most, however, is something you’ve never seen before. A handheld gardening fork is embedded deep in Kennedy’s chest.

McAdam whistles. ‘So much for Carla Nesbitt’s suicide theory.’

‘Yes, that’s highly unlikely for two reasons. Oof.’ Dr Wash crouches over the body, groaning as her knees click in protest. ‘First is the obvious one. The fork entered directly into the heart, and he was likely dead before he hit the ground.’

‘What’s the less obvious reason?’ you ask.

She gently opens Kennedy’s mouth, to reveal a red rose inside.

‘Wonderful,’ McAdam says, sighing. ‘We’ve got a nutcase.’

Dr Wash gives her a disapproving look, saving you the trouble.

‘You believe it was placed there deliberately, Doctor?’ you say.

‘I’d say so, though by whom is a mystery. You’ll find a matching plant upstairs on the balcony.’

‘Was anything found in the pockets?’

The pathologist retrieves two clear evidence bags from a nearby folding table. One contains a nondescript metal watch. Inside the other is a plastic key card printed with Elysium branding. ‘I assume this opens his bedroom door, though we haven’t verified that yet. The watch seems entirely ordinary.’

‘Nothing else? No wallet?’

‘Not on his person. His phone was found on the grass outside, screen cracked and damaged badly enough that it doesn’t power on. I’ve sent it to Digital Forensics.’

You take all this in, trusting the doctor’s thoroughness.

‘Where did he fall from, exactly?’

Dr Wash steps out of the white tent and points up to a fourth-storey balcony of stone balusters. Every room on the top floor has one, all the same, and as you peer up you now notice that these rear-facing walls are much shabbier than the frontage. Stones are chipped at their corners, gargoyles have cracked faces and bodies, and several balconies have broken or missing balusters. Finchcote Manor has undoubtedly seen better days.

‘Forensics have already been over the room connected to that balcony,’ the doctor continues, ‘so by all means take a look for yourself. Bit of a curious one, as it’s supposed to be staff-only and was locked. I hope you don’t mind heights, Inspector.’

‘I’ll manage. Time of death?’

‘Before ten forty-five this morning. That’s when the manager found him and called 999. Beyond that, hard to say at this moment. Fairly fresh, though.’

‘Then there’s only one remaining question: how certain are you that this wasn’t an accident?’

Dr Wash peers at you over her glasses. ‘Gardening forks are not stiletto knives, Inspector. To stab a person with one requires a forceful, deliberate act. I’m confident in my assessment.’

With hands on hips, Sergeant McAdam surveys the grisly scene and shakes her head. ‘Aye, we’re after a nutcase all right. You know, in some countries they’d send whoever did this to the electric chair.’

‘Thankfully not here any more, Sergeant,’ you reply. ‘And we stopped hanging people long before you or I were born.’

‘Not before me,’ Dr Wash says, ticking off items on a clipboard. ‘Even as a child I was glad to see the back of it. Surely you’re not advocating for its return, Sergeant?’

McAdam shrugs. ‘Some people can’t be cured.’

‘Some people also won’t stop eating meat. Should we hang them, too?’

‘Don’t be daft, that’s not a crime.’

‘No, merely the “natural order”, eh? But many killers think the same way about their victims. You’d do well to remember that.’

You don’t yet know McAdam well enough to tell if her wide-eyed expression means she’s speechless, or is about to launch into a stream of invective, so you draw things to a close and usher her outside.

‘Thank you, Doctor. Do call us when you’re ready at the mortuary.’

You leave the tent and note the evidence marker on the grass nearby, showing where Harry Kennedy’s mobile phone was found. Constable Zwale offers to lead you inside, to the balcony from where the victim fell.

‘Bloody pathologists are all mental,’ McAdam mutters as you make your way back towards the house, still in your protective clothing. ‘Animal lover, is she?’

‘You could say that,’ you reply, amused by her consternation. ‘Dr Wash owns a farm filled with livestock.’

‘Ah. Hypocrite, then.’

‘On the contrary, she doesn’t breed them for food. She keeps them for company.’

McAdam looks at you in disbelief, then sighs.

‘Like I said. Mental.’

Constable Zwale has already re-entered the house. You stop just before the doors, so he can’t overhear what you say to McAdam.

‘Sergeant, insulting the pathologist at your first crime scene here is not the kind of behaviour I expect. I was assured you’re a hard-working and intelligent detective, so do me a favour and live up to that reputation. Understood?’

McAdam is taken aback. Clearly, she didn’t think she’d overstepped. But after a moment, she relents.

‘Understood, Inspector. Ps and Qs it is.’

You nod, and resume following Constable Zwale. He takes you back through the entrance hall, up the wide carpeted staircase and along a corridor lined with rooms dedicated to massage, yoga and similar wellness treatments. You turn a corner into the west wing, then climb two more flights of stairs while passing several therapy rooms. Finally you reach the top floor, where the room doors are numbered like a hotel.

‘I wonder what the victim was doing in a staff-only area,’ Sergeant McAdam muses.

‘Perhaps the manager can answer that,’ you reply. ‘We’ll talk to him after we’ve looked at the scene.’

Zwale stops by a uniformed officer who guards the door of room 312, marked Staff Only. Further down the corridor you see another policeman, guarding what you assume is the victim’s bedroom. As you watch, an athletic-looking tattooed man in gym clothes approaches the officer and exchanges some words. The conversation is too distant for you to hear, but it’s clear the man wants to get inside the room. The officer sends him packing, though, and you make a mental note to find the tattooed man later.

‘Inspector?’ Zwale says, bringing your attention back to the staff-only room.

‘Yes, of course. Go on, Constable.’

‘I thought you’d want to know that this door was locked when we arrived, and the key’s missing from Reception. We had to wait for the manager to come and open it.’

‘He’s the only other person with a key?’

Zwale looks embarrassed. ‘Oh, I – I didn’t think to ask.’

‘Then do it now, and be quick about it,’ McAdam growls.

The constable hurries away.

‘Steady on, Sergeant,’ you murmur, giving her a look as you grip the door handle. It turns smoothly, and the door opens.

‘They’ve got to learn,’ she replies. ‘A few choice words from my old bosses never did me any harm.’

You and McAdam enter to find a musty storage room that smells of mildew and obviously hasn’t been used for some time. An old vacuum cleaner stands in the corner, next to a sorry-looking mop and bucket. Metal shelving against the walls holds rusty aerosol spray cans of disinfectant and polish alongside gardening tools like spades, mallets and trowels. An old wheelbarrow, covered in spider webs and filled with what appear to be disused rubber boots, occupies another corner. Lengths of hose sit atop loosely folded dust cloths and sheets, some of which are splashed with blood. A dark crimson trail of spots leads to a set of open French windows giving access to the balcony.

‘What on earth was Harry Kennedy doing in here?’ McAdam muses.

‘Whatever it was, unless he stabbed himself in the chest, someone else was here with him. Presumably the same person who locked the door when they left.’

You cross the room, avoiding the blood spatter. Even though Forensics have gathered initial evidence, you’d still rather preserve the scene as best you can. You pass a large ceramic sink which contains stains of watery blood, and detect a faint scent of strawberry. Most unusual.

It seems incongruous that a storage room like this should open on to a stone balcony with fluted balusters, but it was probably once a bedroom like the others on this floor and only later repurposed for utility.

‘Now, this is interesting. Look here, Sergeant.’

The French windows are traditional in style, made of wood and multi-paned glass. But there are blood smears on the wood, and two of the glass panes have shattered. Blood-stained shards litter the ground outside.

‘Broken from the inside,’ McAdam says. ‘Suggests a struggle inside the room.’

You step out, following the blood trail to the balcony railing and a red stain on the ground before the balusters. A crimson handprint marks the coping, which is no more than a metre high. It would be easy to fall, or be pushed and lose one’s balance.

‘He landed face up,’ you point out. ‘That suggests he was standing here on the balcony, facing back inside, and was pushed … or that whoever stabbed him inside carried him outside and dropped him over the edge.’

‘That’d take some strength,’ McAdam says, following you on to the balcony. ‘We’ll be looking for a big lad, then.’

‘If that’s what happened. For now we must keep an open mind.’

‘Look here, the doc was right. Matching flowers.’

McAdam gestures at two wide clay pots standing against the wall of the house, either side of the French windows. One contains a plant you don’t recognize; from the other grows a rose bush, with distinctive red flowers.

‘The Elysium sign we passed featured roses in their logo,’ you say, recalling the gate. ‘Our killer had a choice of flowers, but selected this one. I’ll wager that’s no coincidence.’

‘Aye, but we must keep an open mind,’ McAdam says cheekily.

Nothing else appears amiss on the balcony. There are no scuff marks or torn pieces of fabric. You’d never know a man had died here, if not for the blood and broken glass.

And his body lying fifteen metres below, of course.

You peer out along the wing, at the other rooms’ balconies on this floor. The gap between them is too wide to jump, and chipped corners notwithstanding, the stone is too smooth to climb across. The killer must have exited through the door and locked it behind them.

Looking out across the courtyard, you see the evidence marker for Kennedy’s mobile phone again, but now its position strikes you as odd.

‘Sergeant,’ you say, gesturing at the marker. ‘How far would you say the victim’s phone was found from his body?’

McAdam peers over the balcony. ‘Looks to be about three metres, give or take.’

‘Too far for a simple bounce after he fell, especially on grass. How did it get there?’

‘Perhaps the killer dropped it?’

‘But why not drop it alongside his body? Or simply take it with them?’

The sergeant has no answer, and neither do you.

Then you remember what Dr Wash said about the phone being damaged, and crouch to sweep your eyes across the stone balcony floor. McAdam watches you with amusement, but after a minute you find what you’re looking for.

‘That’s not glass from a window pane,’ you say, holding a tiny shard of silver metal and black plastic in the palm of your gloved hand. ‘It looks more like a fragment from a broken phone. Dr Wash said Kennedy’s was so badly damaged it wouldn’t power up, but falling on to grass wouldn’t do that.’

McAdam offers you a plastic evidence bag in which to deposit the shard. ‘You think it was broken here? He dropped it on the ground, picked it up … and then took a tumble?’

‘Or the killer threw it after him.’

McAdam grunts and looks over to the evidence marker. ‘If so, they overshot by a wee while.’

On the other side of the courtyard, the east wing mirrors this one except for its lower floor. Through its windows you see a swimming pool, running almost the length of the wing.

‘What do you think the view’s like from there?’ you wonder aloud. ‘Could someone in the pool have seen what happened?’

McAdam peers across the courtyard. ‘Maybe, if they were close enough to the windows. Worth asking.’

‘Let’s talk to the manager first. Perhaps he saw or heard something as Mr Kennedy fell.’

You make your way back into the main part of the house, where you remove and discard your protective clothing. Returning to the entrance lobby, you find the gawping crowd has mostly dispersed. The front-desk receptionist you noticed before is now circling the area with a watering can, refreshing its many plants. Constable Zwale accompanies her, talking casually. They seem to be getting on well, and smiles pass between them as they chat.


	 To join Zwale and question the receptionist, turn to 23

	 To continue to the manager’s office and get a report from the constable later, first write P4 in your notebook, then turn to 135



2

Struggling to hold your umbrella against the wind, you remove your jacket, then pass both items to Sergeant McAdam.

‘What in God’s name are you doing?’ she cries. ‘You can’t go in after him!’

‘If I don’t, he’ll drown,’ you protest. ‘I won’t have that on my conscience.’

‘I admire your bravery, but with all due respect you won’t have a conscience to be troubled if you go in there. That’s what strapping young constables are for!’

Zwale nods. ‘She’s right, Inspector. Leave it to me.’

There’s no time to argue. Tank continues to struggle against the current and is now expending all his effort just to keep his head above water. You step back and make way for Zwale, while McAdam helps you back into your now-soaked jacket.


	 Write P10 in your notebook, then turn to 42



3

‘I’ve also received Kennedy’s phone records from the carrier,’ McAdam says. ‘The only activity this morning was one call, from a local number.’

‘That must be the one that came after he left Alina Martinescu’s massage session. How close to time of death was it?’

‘Pretty close,’ McAdam says. ‘Commenced at 10.20 a.m., lasted for three minutes. That’s twenty-two minutes before his body was found, so it gives us a firm window of opportunity for the killer.’

Thinking back to what the massage therapist said, though, you realize it gives you more than that.

‘It’s also ten minutes before Alina said he left her session. But she claimed that Kennedy didn’t take a phone call while she was with him.’

McAdam checks her notebook. ‘That’s right. So either she got the time wrong …’

‘Or she lied to us. Now, why would she do that? Find out who that local number belongs to. Could it be a building trade supplier?’

‘Hold on, I’ll check now.’

While she accesses the police database, you wonder what this could mean. Alina was either mistaken, or lied to you; and Kennedy took a phone call minutes before someone stabbed him with an intent to kill. Are they connected? Or is it just coincidence? Businessmen take phone calls all the time.

McAdam chuckles, breaking your train of thought. ‘Doubtful it’s a supplier, unless he’s running it out of his two-up two-down. It’s a domestic number, registered to a Robert Graham. Not far from here, actually … oh-ho. Mr Graham lives on the Burrowlands estate.’

‘The estate next to where Kennedy wanted to build? That can’t be a coincidence. Perhaps we should pay Mr Graham a visit.’


	 Write A8 in your notebook

	 If you already have C7 written down, turn to 64

	 Otherwise, turn to 30



4

‘I wonder if you can shed some light on a curious mystery,’ you begin, watching her reaction carefully. As best you can through the flowers between you, anyway. ‘Why do you think Harry Kennedy’s company would pay seven thousand pounds in consultancy fees to a firm with which they’d never previously done business?’

Carla tenses, which you’re fairly sure isn’t normally part of practising yoga. ‘I’m afraid I can’t help you there,’ she says, taking a deep breath.

‘Really? That’s unfortunate, because we’ve discovered Mr Kennedy was in the habit of sending coded text messages, presumably for increased security.’ Suddenly, the MP’s smile fades. You continue: ‘We’ve decoded one of those messages, sent to you three days before he was killed. In it Harry reminded you that he’d recently paid you the sum of seven thousand pounds, and warned you not to “back out”. Can you explain what he meant by that?’

Carla remains sitting in the lotus position, but judging by her expression she’s no longer in her astral corolla.

‘I’m sure I don’t know,’ she says frostily. ‘I receive hundreds of messages every day, and my company works with people all over the country. I can’t be expected to keep track of every little transaction.’


	 In your notebook, cross out P3 and write C1 instead. Then turn to 95



5

You and McAdam move into the waiting room off the lobby to take the call without being overheard.

‘Doctor,’ you answer, putting the call on speakerphone as the sergeant closes the door behind you. ‘Nice weather we’re having. How is it at the mortuary?’

‘Raining cats and dogs,’ she confirms. ‘The forecast says we’re due something like a month’s worth of rain over the next few hours. Do watch for flooding if you’re out and about.’

‘Actually, we’re rather stuck here at the manor, complete with a partially collapsed roof. Long story. So what do you have for us?’

You hear Dr Wash typing at her computer. ‘I’m calling because we’ve had some results back from the sink in the storeroom. Remember we found what looked like evidence of blood having been cleaned up?’

‘I certainly do.’

‘Despite that room looking unused and forgotten, it seems the sink was a different matter. There were multiple DNA profiles present in the residue. One matches our victim, Harry Kennedy. His fingerprints were also found in the room, which I expected. We believe some of the other prints we’ve lifted belong to third parties, but without a comparison it’s impossible to say.’

‘What about the other DNA profiles?’

Dr Wash hesitates. ‘That’s where it gets interesting. We’ve matched one to Carla Nesbitt, which I must say came as a shock. I really can’t imagine she had anything to do with Mr Kennedy’s death, though I suppose one should endeavour never to be surprised in this line of work.’

‘Why do you say that? Do you know her?’

‘Not well, but we’ve met several times at local bigwig shindigs. Meet the MP, dinner with the mayor, you know the sort of thing.’

You very much don’t, as people tend not to invite detectives to such gatherings for fear of lowering the tone. You’re not at all surprised that Dr Wash is a regular, though, with her fine breeding and status. In another life she could have been an MP herself.

McAdam leans in and asks, ‘Doctor, how were you able to identify Carla’s DNA?’

‘She’s in our files, thanks to a conviction for shoplifting many years ago. I didn’t know about that, either, but I suppose we all have a past.’

McAdam smiles triumphantly.

‘Bad news for Carla, but good news for us,’ you say. ‘Now we know she was present at the crime scene, even if not precisely when. Doctor, you said there were multiple profiles …?’

‘Yes, at least one other, but I’m afraid it remains unidentified. Once again I’ll need samples for comparison, and with so many people on site I imagine that will take quite a while.’

‘What in God’s name was going on up in that storeroom?’ McAdam wonders aloud. Truth be told, you were thinking the same thing.
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‘It seems quite clear to me,’ you say, ‘that Stephen Cheong didn’t find Harry Kennedy’s body by accident. He killed Harry, then pretended finding him was merely a coincidence.’

All eyes turn to the manager.

He splutters in protest, ‘But I didn’t do it! Why would I kill Harry?’

Why indeed? Do you have the evidence you need to make a successful accusation?

Check your notebook for clues in the following order:
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You place the wallet next to the laptop on the desk just as the forensics team enters. You ask them to bag up the laptop and take it to Digital Forensics. Hopefully they can crack Kennedy’s password, so you can take a look at what he was working on.

McAdam arrives as the laptop is carried out to a waiting cart.

‘Stephen Cheong said Mr Kennedy was something of a wide boy at heart,’ you remind the sergeant. ‘Do you think he might still have been conducting business, even while supposedly on a quiet retreat?’

‘I suppose wheeler-dealers never stop.’

‘What did you find out about his timetable?’

She shakes her head. ‘Not much, I’m afraid. Kennedy paid for the “Lotus” package – a VIP job worth nine grand per week, if you can believe that. All paid in advance, too. But for some reason he didn’t take much advantage of it. Most of his sessions were massage therapy, including that one with Alina which he left early. It was his only appointment this morning, and he had nothing else booked afterwards.’

‘Nothing at all? How much longer was he scheduled to stay here?’

‘Another two days. But the receptionist says Kennedy’s whole stay was like that. There are big blocks in his timetable when he attended no sessions, taking “personal leisure time” instead.’

‘I wonder what he did to fill that time. Perhaps some of it was spent here on his laptop?’

‘It makes you wonder why he bothered coming here at all.’

‘I’m beginning to think that Mr Kennedy’s visit to Elysium may have had little to do with his health, but a lot to do with whatever it was that got him killed.’

You show McAdam the photo you found in Kennedy’s wallet, of him and Carla Nesbitt when they were younger.

She whistles. ‘That puts a new spin on things, and no mistake.’

Just then, your phone rings with a call from Dr Wash.
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Jennifer leads Alina away through the dispersing crowd, heading towards the staff area. You leave them and turn your attention to Flora, who is being held by McAdam and Zwale. The Asian man who helped has now gone.

You direct Flora, McAdam and Zwale to the waiting room off the lobby where you previously spoke to the widow. Rain continues falling against the windows, heavier still than when you drove here.

You close the door and lead everyone to sit down while you clear a coffee table of promotional literature and, trusting it’s as sturdy as it looks, perch on it to face them.

‘Mrs Kennedy,’ you begin, ‘I must tell you you’re in serious trouble. Even putting aside your assault on Alina, you compromised what might be valuable evidence in the case. So I’d appreciate an explanation.’


	 If you have F3 written in your notebook, turn to 114

	 Otherwise, turn to 70



9

McAdam is about to open the door to leave, but you stop her and say, ‘We’re not quite done here, Ms Nesbitt.’

Carla opens her eyes, sighs, and once again lowers the volume of the ocean waves. ‘What more could you possibly want to know?’

‘Oh, there are many things I have yet to learn about this case. But I’ll settle for an explanation of why you’ve been lying to us.’

To her credit, this doesn’t seem to rattle Carla at all. Years of serving in Parliament has probably inured her to being on the receiving end of such accusations.

‘You’ll have to be more specific than that, Inspector.’

‘Certainly,’ you say with a smile. ‘You told us that you and Harry Kennedy being here at Elysium simultaneously was a mere coincidence. But just two weeks ago he sent you a coded text message asking for the dates of your stay, so he could ensure his own presence at the same time. Not only that, he implied he’d threaten Stephen Cheong if the owner didn’t make space for him. So please, let’s try again.’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about. Harry and I made no such arrangement.’

‘And your own text messages will back that up, will they?’ McAdam asks.

Carla regards her coolly. ‘I doubt you’ll ever know, because you’re not going to see them.’

‘We can apply for a warrant.’

‘And my solicitor will fight you tooth and nail every step of the way to prevent this unnecessary invasion of my privacy. He’s very good.’

You adjust your angle of attack. ‘Ms Nesbitt, the mere fact that Harry sent you messages in code is damning. For one thing, he must have expected you’d know how to decode them, which implies previous communication between you to arrange the method. Even putting that aside, messages are not normally sent in code unless they’re sensitive and could be problematic if seen by unintended persons. Why would that be necessary between the two of you?’

Now Carla clams up. ‘No comment.’

‘What aren’t you telling us about your relationship with Harry Kennedy?’ McAdam asks.

‘No comment. Now, I’d be grateful if you left, before I call my good friend the Chief Superintendent and ask why one of his officers is harassing an innocent public servant.’

Once again Carla resumes her meditation. This time you take your leave, returning with Sergeant McAdam to the lobby.

‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking?’ she says.

‘Not being psychic, I can’t say. But what I’m thinking is that Carla and Kennedy are both married, and a place like Elysium would be a good cover story for them to conduct an affair away from their spouses. We know Kennedy still had a thing for Carla, so the question is: doth the honourable member protest too much?’

‘Not to mention her eagerness to point the finger at Jennifer, which could be simple misdirection.’

Is it possible Kennedy was having an affair with both Carla and Jennifer Watts? As the MP said, he wouldn’t have ordered all that Viagra for nothing. It could also explain why he left so much ‘personal leisure time’ in his schedule.

‘Oh, goodness,’ you say, suddenly struck by a connection. ‘The storeroom.’

‘Beg pardon?’

‘The storeroom. Was it where Kennedy met his lover? Whether it was Carla, Jennifer or anyone else, he’d want to be discreet. He couldn’t use his bedroom. Anyone seeing a woman enter his room would immediately suspect. The classrooms don’t have locks, so they’d be no good. But the storage rooms do.’

McAdam whistles, impressed by the subterfuge. ‘If it wasn’t Jennifer, perhaps Kennedy stole the key himself. That might explain why it’s missing.’
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‘Mr Baker at the council planning department mentioned Ms Nesbitt was a landlord,’ you recall, and decide to lay on a little more flattery. ‘I assume she trusts you to take care of all such business while she’s working in Parliament, too? It must be a lot of work.’

‘That’s right,’ Ms Gibbs says, sitting a little straighter. ‘We outsource day-to-day management of tenants to the letting company, of course. But there’s always maintenance to take care of, not to mention buying and selling.’

‘How many properties does Ms Nesbitt own?’

She thinks for a moment. ‘Twenty-two. Though it’ll be eighteen once these houses on Burrowlands are sold.’ She gestures to the printouts you saved from falling on the floor.

‘Hang on – those houses are on the Burrowlands estate?’ McAdam asks, taking notes. ‘That’s right next to where Mr Kennedy wanted to build.’

‘Is it?’ Ms Gibbs looks unimpressed. ‘Like I said, Mummy hasn’t mentioned it to me. I’m sure she would have if it was relevant. You said yourself, there’s very little about her life of which I’m not aware.’

You have no reason to doubt that, but very little is not the same as nothing, and the secretary’s tone is growing defensive. Carla told you she knew about the plans, so why wouldn’t she mention them to her daughter, whom she trusts to run her business? Reading the printouts, you see that the houses are indeed on Burrowlands. They’ve also been on the market long enough for the asking price to be lowered twice.

‘Thank you, Ms Gibbs. I have just one more question: where were you between ten and eleven this morning?’

‘At my gym, and before you ask, a dozen other people can confirm that for you.’ At your surprised expression, she shrugs. ‘I’m no fool, Inspector. Why else would you ask?’

You thank her and leave, returning to McAdam’s car. Something about this feels like it connects, but there are still too many links missing.

‘Sergeant, double-check Sharon Gibbs’ alibi, then dig into Carla Nesbitt’s property business a little. Find out what sort of history she has, and whether she’s bought Kennedy Homes properties before.’

‘A good thought,’ McAdam says, making a note. ‘But if she wanted to buy something on the new estate, wouldn’t she try to persuade
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Footnote

How to Solve the Murder


fn1 Except in a few unique circumstances, which you may discover as you progress …
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