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Detective Inspector Patrick O’Callaghan had worked for Scotland Yard for 15 years.  He loves his job and the respect he receives from being a Detective Inspector.  But, cases like this one troubled him, they troubled him a great deal.  This murder was one of his most baffling and difficult cases to solve.  It became known as the ‘case of the body in the locked room’, but D.I. O’Callaghan always called it the ‘case of the evil extermination of Alice Jaques’.

“Morning Sergeant Connor, do you have the name of the deceased yet?” asked Detective Inspector O’Callaghan.  

Connor and O’Callaghan had worked together for the past three years.  They were friends, okay friends is probably too strong a word, they were colleagues.  Each had a healthy respect for the others ability as a police officer, but let’s just say they wouldn’t be spending time socially together outside of work hours.  They did have something in common though, the ability to see through the façade often hiding in a crime scene.

Sergeant Connor was bent down over the body of a beautiful woman, he peered up to Detective Inspector O’Callaghan.  

“Yes Sir.  Jaques, she was Alice Jaques.  Thirty years of age, and the owner of this establishment.”  

Alice ran a clothing business in the front section of the building.

“She sold women’s and men’s clothing, up-market style, Sir, you know expensive-like.  She was single, and lived alone.  According to the woman who found the body...”  Sergeant Connor paused for a moment to check his notebook.  “Ah yes, a Miss Matilda Fitzpatrick, she said she has a gentleman friend who had taken a fancy to her, a Mr Daniel Cavindish.  She stated that she is a good friend of the victim, and was concerned when she didn’t answer the door to the shop this morning.  They were to have breakfast together at LeCherie.  She grew increasingly concerned, and after a period of 30 minutes, went across the road to the hair salon and called the police.  It’s odd Sir?  Doc’s examined the body, and he swears it’s not suicide?  But how can that be?  Every window and door of the building is locked and barred, all from the inside.  How did the killer get in, or out for that matter?  And the dead black cat next to her?  What happened to the cat?  Why is it covered with a sheet of brown paper and a flannelette jacket?  Who kills a woman, and if that’s not bad enough, then decides to do her cat in?  It’s not like the cat could identify the killer.  It doesn’t make sense Sir.  None of this makes sense.” 

O’Callaghan looked down at the cold, stiff corpse of the victim.  He felt a chill run through his body.  He had seen many dead people over the years in the Force, and yet everyone was different, and every time he looked upon them, that same cold chill ran through his body, right to his core.

“Well Sergeant Connor, as baffling as this crime scene appears, these are questions that we will have to find the answer to – won’t we.”  

“Yes Sir.”  Sergeant Connor wanted very badly to impress O’Callaghan.  He had a reputation as being a brilliant Detective and many young officers aspired to work with him, the ability to gain any semblance of experience from the old hand was worth its weight in gold.

The interior of the store was separated in the centre by a partition, which divided the front part of the clothing shop from the living quarters of Alice Jaques in the back.

O’Callaghan intently looked around the room.  There was no indication of a struggle or foul play having taken place.  Everything appeared to be neatly ordered in the room, nothing unusual.  O’Callaghan bent down over the body and looked closely.  There appeared to be no marks of violence on the victim.  Nothing in the room looked as though it had been disturbed.  There was a faint smell coming from the body, but O’Callaghan couldn’t work out what it was. There was a large pool of blood on the floor beneath her head.  The blood had obviously come from her nostrils.  She had lost a huge amount of blood.  It was strange, there was also blood coming from the nostrils of the dead cat.  Alice’s body was laying straight, on its side.  Her left hand was positioned parallel to her side, while her right arm was held in an awkward bent position.  Her clothes were beautifully arranged.  She appeared to have fallen down, and had possibly tried to get up, but to no avail.  There was a chair positioned at the base of her feet, and on the chair was a large metal tub full of clothes and water.  Her feet were underneath the chair.  The sleeves were pulled up on her top garment, and her elbows were bare. 

“Where’s Doc, Sergeant?”

“I’ll get him Sir.  He’s out the front with the woman who found the body.”  

Something was troubling O’Callaghan, he couldn’t put his finger on it – something strange had happened here – but what?  It wasn’t your typical murder scene.  Was Alice Jaques the victim of a very intelligent, cool and calculated killer.  Or was this something else?

Sergeant Connor immediately left to get Doctor Nielson and shortly returned.

“Good-aye Doc, what have you got?” asked O’Callaghan.

Doctor Nielson was the best medical examiner on the Force.  He had the uncanny ability to read a dead body like no other examiner O’Callaghan had ever worked with.  When he would come up with a detailed piece of information just from looking at a dead body, O’Callaghan would often ask him how could he possibly have gotten some obscure piece of information from just looking at a corpse?  Nielson would always say, ‘deductive reasoning O’Callaghan, I can teach you sometime if you’d like’!  If they weren’t such good mates, O’Callaghan would have taken offence.  But he was amazed by Nielson’s ability, and listened and always tried to learn as much as he could from him.  He knew it would make him a better Detective.  

“Well O’Callaghan, from the state of the body and the faint odour of bitter almonds, which I am sure you can smell, I would summise, potassium cyanide poisoning.  She has been dead approximately 12 hours, which puts the time of death around 7pm last night.”

“So your saying suicide, Doc?” asked O’Callaghan.

Nielson gave a little, sarcastic chuckle.  “No, definitely not suicide.  Do you sense it O’Callaghan?  Somethings not right, you just can’t put your finger on it?  Call it gut intuition.  This woman... Alice, she is telling us, even though she is dead, look at her O’Callaghan, look at what she is telling us.”

O’Callaghan was thinking to himself – Doc has gone completely loco – she’s dead, she can’t tell us anything...  

But Doc was serious.  “I believe O’Callaghan, that she has inhaled the cyanide, not ingested it.  How many suicides inhale cyanide?”

O’Callaghan had been to a lot of suicides, and Doc was right, inhaling potassium cyanide – it just was never done.

Doc bent down over the body and pointed to Alice’s mouth.  He looked up with an expression of concern on his face.

“If she had ingested the potassium cyanide, there should be certain traces around her mouth.  She has no indication of this. Very unusual?  I will confirm my findings once I have completed the post mortem, but I am confident that the cause of death will be potassium cyanide poisoning through inhalation.  How this has occurred, or who is responsible is up to you to find out O’Callaghan?  Good luck, I think you’re going to need it with this one!”

“So Doc, you’re saying there is no doubt, its murder?”

“O’Callaghan, do I look like a Detective Inspector?  Don’t you get paid the big bucks?  All I can tell you is that this woman did not commit suicide.  Was she murdered, or was it some strange accident.  Or better still did the cat do it?  Black cats are bad luck you know!  Well they are in this case!”  Doctor Nielson chuckled to himself, “That’s a good one, hey?”

O’Callaghan gave a look of disapproval to Doctor Nielson.  The Doc loved his job, O’Callaghan often thought a little bit too much at times.  Some jobs you can take pleasure in – murder – probably not that appropriate, but I guess when you have to do the things Doc does, you have to find something to laugh about.  Otherwise you would be in the loony bin.

Every door and window locked and barred from the inside, and potassium cyanide inhaled?  How did the poison get into the air in here?  O’Callaghan thought to himself.  

He began to walk around the room.  He checked every window corner, and every door edge, looking for an indication of how the poison could have found its way into the room.  He wasn’t a religious man, but when he found himself stumped for an answer, it wasn’t beyond him to ask for some divine assistance.  O’Callaghan looked up.  Was it by the grace of God, or just sheer dumb luck, something caught his eye.  Only for a split second, but nonetheless, he could distinctly see a small hole in the ceiling – right above the body of Alice Jaques.  

O’Callaghan quickly grabbed a chair and stepped up on it to take a closer look.  “Ingenious!  Absolutely ingenious!” he said quietly to himself, but not quietly enough, Sergeant Connor heard him,

“What’s ingenious Sir”, Sergeant Connor asked confusedly.

“Connor find out what’s in the room above us, and get access to it straight away.  In the meantime, I want to have a chat with Miss Matilda Fitzpatrick and see if she can shed some light on the victim, and her male friend, Daniel Cavindish.  I’m very interested to find out what they both have to say.  Let me know once we can get in upstairs.”

“Yes Sir.  But Sir, what was ingenious?  I don’t understand.”

“Murder, Sergeant, this murder was ingenious.”
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