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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The plan to murder Mabel Downing had been finalised three days earlier. Now all that was needed was the book. 
 
    Gloved hands lifted the box from its hiding place on top of the wardrobe and placed it on the dressing table. 
 
    Slowly, with exaggerated care, the box’s lid was opened and a paperback novel was taken out. An index finger slowly traced the individual letters of the title: D–R–A–C–U–L–A. 
 
    Outside the window the figure of Mabel Downing could be seen making her way along the driveway towards her house. The old woman – seventy years old that very day – had been watching the winter sun set behind the ruins of Whitby’s Abbey.  
 
      
 
    Two hours later, Charlotte Sanderson was walking down the same path that had taken Mabel from the Abbey to her front door. As she walked her bobbed hair bounced in time to her methodical stride. Although only in her early thirties she dressed in what Frank called a ‘classical’ style. One night, in the still warm afterglow of making love, he had told her that the way she let the vagaries of fashion pass her by made her seem timeless. 
 
    She would normally have laughed at such a fanciful idea, but that had been before she had found herself falling in love with him.  
 
    Charlotte stamped her feet in a vain attempt to dispel both the cold and thoughts of Frank. 
 
    Yet for all the buffeting of the wind, she still felt reluctant to go inside. Shivering, Charlotte ran her right hand over the sling that held her left arm tightly to her body as she looked up at the imposing façade. 
 
    Curlew House was a solid, if uninspiring, Victorian residence. Situated high above Whitby’s east cliff, it enjoyed exceptional views both north over the town and south along the coast towards the picturesque resort of Robin Hood’s Bay. Its only neighbours were the Abbey ruins, farmers’ fields and a small coastguard station. 
 
    Charlotte opened the front door, feeling the usual discomfort at letting herself in. Hanging her coat up, she headed for the lounge where she knew the Downing family would be dutifully gathered for their mother’s birthday. 
 
    “Charlotte!” Mabel cried, extending an unsteady hand. “I’m pleased to see that new man of yours lets you out of his grasp now and again. But who can blame him?”  
 
    Mabel smiled and as she did so, lines spread across her face. Her hair was now fully white. The striking brunette that she had once been mocked her from photographs on the walls. Liver spots were unwelcome interlopers on her still fastidiously manicured hands and worse of all, Charlotte thought, the striking eyes that even black and white photographs could not dim were now dull and yellowed. 
 
    Mabel said, “Age is an awful thing. I’m not sure ‘celebration’ is the right word to describe reaching seventy.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Charlotte said, “seventy’s hardly old nowadays and you’ll probably outlive us all! So, are you ready for the onslaught of presents?” she added as she sat down between Mabel’s two sons. 
 
    “I’m ready,” Mabel said. “But how about you? How’s your arm?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about me, it’s just a sprain,” Charlotte said. “It would have taken more than that to make me miss your birthday.” 
 
      
 
    Charlotte was surprised to find herself enjoying the party. Mabel’s eldest son, Henry was being less stuffy than usual and his wife, Jennifer, was managing to stay almost sober – unlike Mabel’s daughter, Stella, who was leaning heavily on her boyfriend Charlie’s arm.  
 
      
 
    The only person who was not enjoying the evening was Mabel. Her growing sense of unease was hard to shake, and she was finding it hard to concentrate. Her mind drifted back to a chance meeting in the town a few days earlier. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Leaving the post office on Church Street, Mabel bumped into an old acquaintance. Mrs. Davenport, dressed fussily in too much fake fur, was married to a member of what was rather grandly known locally as the ‘golf set’. 
 
    Mabel suggested they go to into the Walrus and Carpenter Teashop to escape the cold. 
 
    “How long is it since Harold died?” Mrs. Davenport asked once the pot of coffee had been deposited on their table. Mabel said it was ten years – that very week, as a matter of fact. 
 
    “Really?” Mrs. Davenport said. 
 
    “That’s the problem,” Mabel said. “People assume that when you lose your husband, you spend the first few weeks in shock and then the rest of the first year in what used to be called mourning. After that, the world moves on and people assume so do you.” 
 
    “But you don’t?” Mrs. Davenport asked, speaking through a mouth filled with fresh scone. 
 
    “No. You try to of course, but that’s what no one tells you. The raw pain may go, but it’s replaced with a deep longing for the person who’s gone. If you’re lucky, you have a family around you; but however loving they are, they’re not your husband are they?” 
 
    Mrs. Davenport mumbled something that sounded like agreement. 
 
    “The thing no one tells you is that it actually gets worse. The pain is less defined; it’s more of a dull ache that won’t go away. But when you’ve spent forty years with someone, you’re never going to replace that are you?” 
 
    That was one question too many for Mrs. Davenport, whose intention had been more gossip sharing. She excused herself soon after and had left Mabel on her own. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Jennifer’s generous measures and the increasingly terrible weather were helping give the gathering at Mabel’s party a feeling of companionable solidarity. 
 
    Stella was regaling the company with the story of how she had first met her boyfriend, Charlie, when his phone rang.  
 
    “It’s the owner of the White Horse,” he said. “He says it’s chaos in town; there are trees being blown over, roads closed, flash floods …” 
 
    “Charlie will have to stay,” Stella said to Henry, managing not to slur too many of the words. “He can’t be the only one who has to go out into this gale.” 
 
    “Of course he can stay,” Mabel said. 
 
    “Let’s have a nightcap,” said Peter, Mabel’s second son. “Then I think we’d better head off to bed. I’m sure mother must be shattered.” 
 
    Mabel smiled warmly at her younger son. “I must admit I do feel rather tired, Peter. I’m sure I’ll be better after a good night’s sleep.” 
 
    Henry looked through the conservatory windows. “If any of us can get a decent night’s sleep with all this going on.” 
 
    The lights from the conservatory were casting shadows over the line of trees that bordered the southern side of the house. They were being blown backwards and forwards by the strong winds, making them look as if they were engaged in some unnatural, demonic dance. Mabel found their jagged movements unsettling and suddenly she felt afraid. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe your mother still hasn’t installed another bathroom,” Jennifer said as she undressed in her cramped room. “It’s like Regatta Week in the hall.” 
 
    “Oh, must you, Jennifer?” Henry said without any real irritation as his wife – now dressed in layers of woollen nightclothes – opened the bedroom door. “Don’t you feel like you’re sleeping in a fishbowl? Anyone can see in.” 
 
    “It’s just the family, Henry, and it’s not as if there’s much chance of us scaring the horses is there?” 
 
    “That’s not the point.” 
 
    “It never is,” Jennifer said, “and besides, you know how claustrophobic I get.” 
 
    “Fine,” Henry said, “I’ll be off to my room. Sleep well.” 
 
    Jennifer watched Henry head along the corridor. All the rooms had single beds, something that always made Jennifer feel that she was sleeping in a dormitory. Of course, if Henry had really wanted they could have shared her single bed, but she hadn’t asked and nor had he. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer was sitting in front of the dressing table mirror, rhythmically running a brush through hair that was now the same colour as Henry’s, which had receded into truculent greyness. Had anyone asked, grey would have been how she would have described her life; but, of course, no one did. There may have been a time when people were interested in her, but now all they saw was the grey hair, the bank manager husband and the lines that covered her face like roads on a map that didn’t lead anywhere. 
 
    Later, as Jennifer applied a final round of cream, she caught sight of a garishly clad figure pass her bedroom door on the way to the bathroom.  
 
    Stella, Jennifer thought, is the only person I know with the nerve to wear something so gaudy. It looks like the proverbial accident in a paint factory. 
 
    She giggled to herself at her wit and in doing so brought on a round of hiccups. 
 
    A few minutes later, the colour explosion appeared in Jennifer’s mirror heading back to her bedroom.  
 
    “Night, Stella!” Jennifer said, and received a raised hand in silent acknowledgment. 
 
    “Not so chatty now?” Jennifer said between hiccups, not without a little sympathy. 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, Charlotte stopped in the doorway.  
 
    “I’m just after a drink of water. I was going to ask if you wanted a glass …” she said, trailing off as she noticed an open hipflask. 
 
    “It helps me sleep,” Jennifer said. 
 
      
 
    The storm had now reached a crescendo. The panes were rattling and freezing North Sea rain lashed against the windows. Jennifer shivered and lifted the hipflask to her lips to take one more sip, but froze with the flask before her open mouth. The wind was screaming around the house. To Jennifer it was a desperate, empty sound. There it was again, but it was now coming from inside the house. Jennifer stood, steadying herself on the back of her chair. She walked towards the corridor and then she heard it again. This time there was no mistake. It wasn’t the wind. Someone was screaming. 
 
    Jennifer left her room and paused at the foot of the spiral staircase that lead to Mabel’s attic bedroom. To her right, at the end of the short corridor, she could see Charlotte kneeling down on the floor over a crumpled shape. As Jennifer’s poor eyes adjusted to the light, she saw that the shape was Mabel Downing; and as she took a tentative step towards Charlotte, she was in no doubt that her mother-in-law was dead. 
 
    Suddenly there was a burst of noise, as the family, followed by a disorientated Charlie, all appeared simultaneously behind Jennifer.  
 
    “We should call an ambulance; mother’s had a … a heart attack?” Henry said. 
 
    “I don’t think so, …” Jennifer said slowly as she put her hand on Charlotte’s shoulder. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Henry said without stepping any closer. 
 
    “What is it?” Peter said, pushing past his brother. 
 
    He stood next to Jennifer and then suddenly recoiled as his eyes followed Charlotte’s fixed gaze. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    Mabel Downing was lying on her back, her feet pointing in the direction of the corridor. Her face was horribly contorted. The ugliness of death rampant about her grey-lined features. To her side lay a paperback novel, seemingly dropped during her vain struggle with a murderer who must have possessed far greater strength. 
 
    Her scarf had been pulled so tightly around her neck that it had cut into the skin. 
 
    “She’s been …” Peter stuttered. 
 
    “Strangled,” Charlotte said speaking for the first time. 
 
    “Oh, please no …” Henry said, his voice thin and breathless. 
 
    Charlie stepped slowly forward.  
 
    “I think,” he said softly, “we should call the police.” 
 
    “The phone’s downstairs,” Stella said, making a move towards the staircase. 
 
    “I’ll go,” Charlie said, putting out an arm and gently stopping Stella. “For all we know,” he said quietly to Henry, “the killer may still be in the house.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Detective Inspector Frank Miller was standing on his small balcony, looking out over the terracotta roofs of the North Yorkshire coastal town of Whitby. 
 
    As he surveyed the damage the previous night’s storm had wreaked on his adopted hometown, his mobile phone rang again. 
 
    He glanced at the screen and grimaced at the sight of Sergeant Riddle’s name. 
 
    Miller knew he was due at the murder scene. Overdue, in fact. His new sergeant would already have taken initial statements and would be waiting for Miller’s arrival. There would be Scene of Crime Officers to confer with and the pathologist’s preliminary report to dissect. The machinery of a murder enquiry would already be in motion. The only thing missing was the Senior Investigating Officer. 
 
    Yet he continued to hesitate. 
 
      
 
    A chill wind blew mercilessly across the town’s west cliff. Miller turned from the balcony to the comfort of his centrally heated living room. 
 
    Slowly, with long delicate fingers, he retrieved a small blue jewellery box from the debris of the previous day’s newspapers and slipped it into his pocket. 
 
    Miller then paused to look at his reflection in the mirror. He stared at the round features. Thin hair, which was nearer to a light tan than its original blonde colour, flopped disconsolately on his shoulders. Bright blue eyes looked back at him and he thought, not for the first time, that he could do with losing a little weight. 
 
    Zipping up a favourite jacket that had grown tighter over the last few months, Miller reluctantly left the warmth of his third floor apartment and walked down the stairwell before emerging into the bitter chill of a late January morning. 
 
      
 
    The town of Whitby is split in two by the river Esk that runs from the North Yorkshire Moors into the town’s harbour before joining the North Sea. This natural divide has created two distinct sides to the town – the west side where Miller lived is known as the new side, despite being largely Victorian; the east side – the old side – is home to the cobbled streets and dark alleyways that help give the town the ancient charm that attracts so many tourists.  
 
    Feeling a need for fresh air and exercise, Miller decided to leave his car in its garage. 
 
    Crossing the road with a quick glance to the cliffs opposite where Curlew House stood, he made his way down the hill to the harbour front. 
 
    At the foot of the hill, Miller turned right and walked past the amusement arcades and made for the swing bridge that linked the east and west sides of the town. Turning left after crossing the bridge, he made his way over the cobbles of Church Street towards the foot of the famous one hundred and ninety-nine steps. From here it was a short, if steep accent to the church and then Curlew House. 
 
      
 
    The initial telephone call had been logged at 12.42am. Two officers from the local station had been on the scene within twenty minutes. With little doubt they had a murder on their hands, they had called in the CID. Sergeant Paul Riddle had received the call in the guest bedroom of the starter home he shared with his wife on the new development outside Ravenscar. He had just moved to the area and his first impressions of his new home were a combination of stark beauty and freezing temperatures. 
 
    After being brought up to speed by the local constables, he had given the Scene of Crime Officers their instructions, taken preliminary statements from the family and had explained that the officer who would be leading the inquiry was on his way. That had been hours ago and still there was no sign of his new boss. Riddle took out his mobile phone for the third time and was half way through dialling the Chief’s number when he caught sight of Miller walking to the murder scene. 
 
    “Sergeant Riddle,” Miller said, as he strode through the door, “I assume everything has been done.” 
 
    Riddle bit his tongue. Everything done! He meanders up the path three full hours after he’s been called and then has the bare faced nerve to ask if everything has been done. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” he said out loud. 
 
    If Miller noticed the barely suppressed anger in his sergeant’s voice, he made no sign. 
 
    “Who have we got then?” Miller asked. 
 
    “The murdered woman, a Mabel Downing, was seventy. She has lived here alone for the past ten years since her husband died. It was her seventieth birthday yesterday and the whole family was here for a celebration. They all stayed the night due to the storm.” 
 
    “Just the family?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I was coming to that. It wasn’t just the family,” Riddle said, “in fact it wasn’t a member of family who found the body … or was found with the body.” 
 
    “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Just go through the list of everyone who was here last night. Starting with the family.” 
 
    “But … yes, sir,” Riddle said taking a deep breath. “Family first then, sir. Mrs. Downing had two sons and a daughter. Henry is the eldest; he’s the bank manager at the Royal Northern in town. He’s fifty years old – although he seems older, if you know what I mean – steady, upright, typical bank manager, really. Then there’s his wife, Jennifer; she’s two years younger and apparently…” Riddle broke off, unsure how to pitch his information. 
 
    “Spit it out, sergeant.” 
 
    “Well, let’s put it this way: she’s frequently seen in the Endeavour.” 
 
    “I take it you mean the pub and not the ship. It isn’t a crime, Riddle. Anyway, it serves a great pint.” 
 
    Riddle looked uncomfortable. 
 
    “I know, sir.” 
 
    “I suppose you’re trying to tell me that she’s an alcoholic.” 
 
    “I suppose I am,” Riddle said. Things were not going well. 
 
    “Hardly new evidence is it? Anyone who lives in the town knows the manager of the Royal Northern has a wife who drinks too much. Are you saying you think it has some relevance on the case?” 
 
    “No, sir,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Well, in that case, can we stick to relevant information and not muddy the water before we’ve started? So, there’s Henry our respected bank manager and his wife…” 
 
    Riddle closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He had been woken up in the middle of the night, he was tired, hungry and the last thing he needed was some over officious hotshot DI laying down the riot act. 
 
    “If there’s someone else you’d rather talk to,” Riddle said, trying to keep his voice as level as possible. “I can arrange for one of the other…” 
 
    “Don’t be so bloody stupid,” Miller interrupted, “you’re my sergeant aren’t you?” 
 
    Riddle grimaced. “Yes, sir.”  
 
    “Well then, why don’t you tell me about who else was here last night?” 
 
    Riddle nodded. It looked like he was stuck with Miller, at least for the time being. 
 
    “There was the other son, Peter,” Riddle said. “He owns the Regatta Garage on the front. It’s the one that deals with vintage cars. It was owned by his parents originally, but when his father died, Mrs. Downing relinquished any interest and Peter has run it ever since. He’s thirty-seven, single and that’s about all we have on him.” 
 
    “And the daughter?” Miller said, impatience returning to his voice. 
 
    “Stella,” Riddle said turning a page in his notebook, “she’s the youngest at thirty-three. Works part-time for Peter, taking bookings, dealing with emails, that sort of thing and spends the rest of her time volunteering at the RNLI.” 
 
    “Good cause,” Miller said as he abruptly turned on his heels and headed for the conservatory. Riddle followed, wondering what the hell he had let himself in for by transferring to this station. 
 
    “Stella was here last night with her partner,” Riddle said as he caught up with Miller. 
 
    “Partner?” Miller interrupted. “What do you mean by that: business associate, significant other, dancing partner?” 
 
    “I just meant…” 
 
    “Riddle, if we’re going to work together, I need to make one thing clear. I will not tolerate politically correct language. Clarity, Riddle, clarity.” 
 
    Miller knew he was sounding pompous, but he was unable to stop himself. 
 
    “Well, what should I call her?” Riddle asked. This was insufferable – he had heard that Miller was a decent policeman, but no one mentioned him being such a pain in the arse. 
 
    Miller let out a long sigh. 
 
    “To be honest, sergeant, I haven’t got a clue. What I do know is that you’re talking about Charlie Green. He owns the crazy golf up on the west cliff and has been seeing Stella Downing for the past year.” 
 
    “How?” Riddle asked, with a new found respect. Perhaps he had been wrong and Miller had been researching the case before he had arrived. 
 
    “Because,” Miller said with what Riddle though might just be a hint of humour, “he’s the first friend I made when I moved to Whitby.” 
 
    “I see,” Riddle said. He was trying to work out if this signified the sharing of some confidence, when he became aware that Miller was talking. 
 
    “And …” 
 
    “And?” Riddle asked, puzzled by the intensity in Miller’s eyes. 
 
    “And who else, sergeant?” 
 
    There was no need for Riddle to consult his notebook this time. He licked his lips, as if savouring the morsel of information he was about to serve up. 
 
    “The other person was a Charlotte Sanderson. As I said in one of the messages I left for you, she’s got to be our chief suspect.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, she appears to be a close family friend – especially of Stella’s. They’re the same age, I think. Anyway, she’s the one who discovered the body.” 
 
    Riddle left the last sentence hovering between them, expecting Miller to jump on its significance, but Miller made no reply.  
 
    Finally, he said: “Go on.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve had a quick chat with everyone,” Riddle said, completely at a loss to understand his new boss. “It seems that Mrs. Downing went to bed – her bedroom’s on the second floor – about half-past ten. As the storm was so bad, the guests – that’s Charlie and Charlotte – were asked to stay when the party broke up about quarter to twelve. They all went upstairs, used the bathroom and went to bed. Then at twelve-thirty last night, everyone heard a scream. They ran out of their rooms to find this Charlotte Sanderson bending over the body.” 
 
    “The victim had been strangled?” Miller said as he searched in vain for a handkerchief to wipe his forehead. 
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
    “There’s some doubt?” Miller asked urgently. 
 
    “No, sir, at least we still have to wait for the results of the autopsy, but it looks pretty certain. The scarf had cut deeply into her neck.” 
 
    Failing to find a handkerchief, Miller turned around and pressed his forehead against the glass. He sighed at the sudden chill. 
 
    “Did she have anything with her?” Miller asked, turning back to face Riddle. “Her purse, a bag perhaps?” 
 
    “Nothing of that sort,” Riddle said, understanding what his boss was suggesting. “There was no sign she was intending to leave the house. The only thing she had was a paperback novel she must have been carrying when she was attacked.” 
 
    “A novel?” Miller asked. “Bedtime reading?” 
 
    “Probably,” Riddle said, “not that it’s what I would choose to read at night in the middle of a terrible storm.” 
 
    “No?” Miller said. 
 
    “Dracula,” Riddle said. “Not that I’ve ever read it myself, but I’ve seen the films.” 
 
    Miller’s brows furrowed. For a moment he cast his eyes around at the faded fittings and drab interior of Curlew House. It seemed to him that Dracula was a particularly appropriate novel for the surroundings. 
 
    “Was it unusual for her to read novels?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Just the opposite. Her bedroom’s full of them.” 
 
    “Right,” Miller said, picking up a tone of excitement in his sergeant’s voice. “Then there’s something else?” 
 
    “Oh yes, sir,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Well, what is it, for God’s sake?” 
 
    Riddle took a deep breath. “It was the deceased’s mouth, sir.” 
 
    “Her mouth?” 
 
    “It had been stuffed full of tape.” 
 
    “She’d been gagged?” 
 
    “No, sir; not that kind of tape.” 
 
    “Then what kind?” 
 
    “Well, we’re waiting on results from the lab.” 
 
    “Yes?” Miller said. 
 
    “It looked to me to be cassette tape – you know, music cassettes.” 
 
    “Music cassettes! Are you sure?” Miller said. 
 
    “Pretty sure, sir. Like I said, we’ll have to wait for confirmation, but I can’t see what else it can be. Although, why someone would want to murder an old lady and then fill her mouth with cassette tape is a mystery to me.” 
 
    Miller walked to the opposite window and stared out towards the coastguard station and over the harbour towards his own home. 
 
    After a few moments he turned to face his sergeant. “Right, let’s talk to the family.” 
 
    “The family, sir?” Riddle asked, incredulity raising the pitch of his voice. “What about the woman who found the body, this Charlotte Sanderson?” 
 
    “We’ll see her later. You can tell her to go home – she only lives by the harbour – and when you’ve done that, ask Henry to come in.” 
 
    “But shouldn’t we interview the person who found the body? She’s got to be our prime suspect. She was kneeling over the body!” 
 
    “Sergeant,” Miller said, a cold authority filling his voice, “I am not ready to speak to Miss Sanderson yet. When I’m ready, we will speak to her together. Right now, I want to speak to Henry Downing, if that’s all right with you.” 
 
    Riddle turned without replying to carry out his orders. He would ask Miss Sanderson to go home, and then he would ask Henry Downing to come through. After that, he would ask his new boss exactly how he knew that Charlotte Sanderson was a ‘miss’ and more importantly, how the hell he knew where she lived. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “I’m Henry Downing, Inspector.” 
 
    Henry had positioned himself opposite Miller and Riddle, resting his right arm on the mantle piece. Miller was reminded of a picture he had once seen of Rudyard Kipling in his study, and wondered if the pose was intentional. 
 
    “I realise that this must be a difficult time for you, sir.” Miller began. He always felt uncomfortable with the opening pleasantries demanded of any police investigation. 
 
    “For all of us,” Henry interrupted. 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said,” but I do need to ask a few brief questions.” 
 
    “I fully understand,” Henry said. “The sooner you get your questions out of the way, the sooner you can get on and catch the madman who killed my mother.” 
 
    Henry signalled to two adjacent armchairs opposite a leather-backed settee where he settled himself. As Miller and Riddle sat down, Miller took in more of his surroundings. The room had in common with the rest of Curlew House its low temperature and a smell that brought back memories of childhood visits to the local library. Carpets were frayed, curtains had been drained of their colour by many years of summer sun and all the furniture betrayed little scratches and indents that attested to many years’ use. 
 
    “Can you tell me exactly what happened last night?” Miller said, grimacing as a wayward spring stuck into his left buttock. 
 
    “Exactly?” Henry said, flicking a piece of fluff from his tweed jacket. 
 
    Riddle turned away to hide the smile on his face.  
 
    Clarity, Riddle, clarity! he said to himself. 
 
    “What I mean, sir,” Miller said, “is if you could just go through the course of events of last night. Briefly.” 
 
    “Very well. As I am sure you are aware, Inspector, it was mother’s seventieth birthday and the whole family had gathered to celebrate. That was my wife Jennifer and I, my brother Peter, my sister Stella, her current friend Charles and Charlotte – Stella’s friend.” 
 
    “I understand you all met around five.” 
 
    “Around then, yes. Someone had the idea to play a board game – can’t abide them myself, especially Monopoly as everyone assumes that I will win.” 
 
    “So you played Monopoly?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Cluedo actually,” Henry said addressing his response to Miller. “Probably more up your street than mine, Inspector.” 
 
    “So you played Cluedo and then what happened?” 
 
    “Charlotte arrived. We had a drink and then mother opened her gifts.” 
 
    “How was Mrs. Downing?” 
 
    “Fine – she was fine.” 
 
    Miller thought he detected the slightest of pauses, but he let it pass and as he did so, he shivered.  
 
    Despite the cold, the room felt oppressive. The faded curtains were open, but their thick velvet folds only grudgingly allowed light through. The windows themselves, dusty and smeared, defused the light to such a degree that they acted like blinds. 
 
    “What happened after your mother had opened her presents?” Miller asked. 
 
    “We went into the conservatory and stayed there until the end of the night.” 
 
    “Which was?” 
 
    “I’d say quarter past eleven, or thereabouts. As the storm was so bad, Charlotte and Charles stayed. We all went to our rooms and then at half past twelve, I heard the scream. I ran out of my room and found mother.” 
 
    A flash of pain crossed Henry’s face. 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Downing,” Miller said. “That’ll be all for now. If you just ask Peter to come in.” 
 
    When Henry had left the room, Miller turned to his sergeant. “Any thoughts, Riddle?” 
 
    Riddle, who had remained silent throughout most of the interview, stood up and stretched.  
 
    “Well,” he said, chewing the end of his pencil, “he wasn’t as upset as I expected, or at least he didn’t look as upset. I suppose he’s the type that bottles things up.” 
 
    “He certainly seems to be that kind of person.” 
 
    Miller was interrupted by a knock at the door and the entrance of Peter. 
 
    “Ah, Mr. Downing.” 
 
    “Please – Peter. Since father died, Henry has been Mr. Downing. I’m just Peter – it seems odd being called that. Everyone calls me Peter. Or Pete, but I don’t suppose that’s appropriate in the circumstances.” He looked at the two policemen and then averted his gaze. “I’m sorry, I’m babbling. I do that when I’m …” 
 
    “Nervous?” Miller suggested. 
 
    “Upset, Inspector.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Please sit down,” Miller said motioning forwards the small settee vacated by Henry. 
 
    Unlike his brother, Peter slumped straight into the settee as if he had been desperate to be invited to sit down. 
 
    He was wearing an ill-fitting shirt that was too tight around his neck. His faded chinos were speckled with grease and his shoes were scuffed and dirty. 
 
    Peter ran his left hand through long sandy hair. It immediately flopped back into place. Miller did not like the way it hid Peter’s left eye and made judging reaction more difficult. 
 
    “We are getting an idea of the course of events last night,” Miller began. “For now I’d just like you to fill in a little detail.” 
 
    Peter nodded his head slowly. “All right. If I can.” 
 
    “We understand that your mother opened her presents.” 
 
    “That’s right, I bought her lavender bath salts. Henry and Jennifer got her some framed picture.” 
 
    “Who was the picture of?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Henry.” 
 
    “He gave his mother a picture of himself for her seventieth birthday? Why do you think he did that?” 
 
    “Because Henry believes – believed – that mother would want another picture of Henry. It was from some article the local paper ran about key figures in the town. It wasn’t just any picture of Henry, it was one of those copies you can buy from the newspaper’s front desk.” 
 
    If Peter had any negative feelings about his brother, he certainly hid them well, Riddle thought. 
 
    “Funny you should say that Mr. … Peter,” Miller corrected himself. “It occurred to me that although there are dozens of pictures on the walls – photographs that is – there are hardly any of the family. As far as I can tell, they are mostly of cars.” 
 
    “Really? I can’t say I’ve ever thought about it. I’m not really interested in photography, Inspector. I prefer engines and cars to cameras and pictures. They’re more alive, don’t you think?” 
 
    Miller ignored the question. 
 
    “Did your mother like all the presents she was given?”  
 
    “Absolutely, even that horrible scarf.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged glances. 
 
    “You mean the scarf your mother was wearing last night had been a birthday present?” Miller asked. “Who bought it?” 
 
    Peter answered without a moment’s pause. 
 
    “Stella.” 
 
    “Stella bought the scarf?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know she bought it,” Peter conceded, “but no one else could have.” 
 
    “How do you work that out?” Riddle asked. 
 
    He was staring intently at Peter, looking for any hint that he was lying. 
 
    “Well, it wouldn’t have come from Henry or Jennifer. It was too …” Peter trailed off. 
 
    “Brightly coloured?” Miller offered. 
 
    Peter nodded. “And as for Charlotte – well, she would never buy any item of clothing for someone. She always says, apart from young children and yourself, the only thing you should dress is a salad.” 
 
    Miller smiled. 
 
    “Anyway,” Peter added, “Charlotte bought her a book. Mother loved books.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “Well,” Peter said awkwardly, “I don’t really have time for books. Paper and oil don’t really mix.” 
 
    “I meant,” Miller said not without a hint of kindness, “you didn’t buy the scarf as well as the bath salts.” 
 
    Peter looked genuinely surprised. “Two presents? Mother would never have approved of such excess.” 
 
    “So by a process of deduction,” Riddle said, aware he was sounding like a character from a Sherlock Holmes story, “it must have been Stella.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But that would have meant that she bought your mother two gifts.” 
 
    Peter was not perplexed by this apparent contradiction.  
 
    “Ah,” he said in a hushed tone, “that’s just so Stella. She would have got carried away, bought the scarf and then realised that she already had got a present. That’s why she didn’t put a label on it.” 
 
    This last sentence was uttered with the triumph of the dénouement in a detective story. 
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged surprised glances. 
 
    “There wasn’t a label on the present?” Miller asked. 
 
    Peter looked sheepish. “I may have taken a peep at the labels, it’s always fun to try to guess at who’s bought what, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I can’t say that’s something I’ve ever done,” Riddle said, sounding a little more self-righteous than he intended. “But it may prove extremely useful.” 
 
    “Really?” Peter said with surprise. “I hope so. I’ll do anything I can to catch …” he trailed off and stared at the carpet. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later Miller and Riddle had the room to themselves. 
 
    “Do you think it’s a coincidence?” Riddle asked. “Or is it possible that the killer actually placed the scarf among the presents to be used later?” 
 
    “It’s possible,” Miller said sounding unconvinced. 
 
    “And what do you think to Peter’s idea of Stella buying the scarf?” 
 
    “Stella not putting a label on the scarf as she’d already bought something?” Miller said. “It’s a bit tenuous, isn’t it? As far as I can see, that could apply to any of them.” 
 
    Miller stood up and walked across the room. Shards of dust mote–filled light were broken and then reformed as he moved towards the dulled windows. 
 
    “What puzzles me is why say it was Stella in the first place?” Miller said. “Peter certainly didn’t hold back from putting Stella in the frame, did he? Of course, whether he knowingly put her in the frame depends on if he knows the scarf was used to strangle Mrs. Downing. If he doesn’t, it’s academic.” 
 
    “Who next?” Riddle asked after a short pause. He was finding Curlew House stuffy and was longing for the air-conditioned interview rooms of the police station. 
 
    “I think I’d like to talk to Henry’s wife.” 
 
    At that moment, there was a knock on the door and a handsome, if somewhat windswept face appeared. 
 
    “Any chance of a word, Frank?” 
 
    “Charlie!” Miller said. ‘Of course,” he added in a more restrained voice, “Sergeant Riddle will need to interview you as we know one another.” 
 
    Riddle detected a glance between the two men. 
 
    “I understand,” Charlie said. 
 
    Miller nodded. “Good. Then what can we do for you?” 
 
    “It’s just … well, Peter tells me you’ve been asking about a scarf and that he thinks Stella bought it. Well, she can’t have – we bought her a broach.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean Stella can’t have bought the scarf as well.” Miller said. 
 
    “But she didn’t!” 
 
    “Charlie, why are you so concerned whether Stella bought a scarf or not?” 
 
    Charlie looked at the two policemen with what appeared to be genuine confusion. 
 
    “Because,” he said after a slight pause, “it was used to strangle Mabel.” 
 
    “You noticed that, sir?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Well, yes. When I heard the scream, I ran out of my room down the corridor and when I saw her lying there … well, the scarf was pulled so tightly around her neck that her face was bloated.” 
 
    “Mr. Palmer,” Riddle said, “Peter Downing has expressed an opinion that Stella bought the scarf, he does not know that she bought it; and even if she did, it does not follow that the killer …” 
 
    “I know, I know …” Charlie said, suddenly looking much older than his thirty-eight years. “It’s just …” 
 
    “That you’re in love with her?” Miller suggested. 
 
    Charlie nodded his head and smiled grimly. 
 
    “I tell you what,” Miller said, “we were going to talk to Jennifer next, but let’s get Stella in and clear this whole thing up.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Charlie said putting his hand on his friend’s shoulder, then suddenly realising it may not be appropriate, he made a clumsy attempt at shaking Miller’s hand before turning to leave the room. 
 
    Miller turned to face his sergeant. “I know you probably think that my position is compromised by Charlie being a friend – and of course, as I’ve said you’ll have to interview him in the future – but I need to know I can trust you on this, Riddle. Charlie’s a suspect like everyone else – but it’s my case, and it’s going to stay that way. OK?” 
 
    Riddle knew it was not a question, but he nodded his agreement anyway and tried to ignore the mounting reservations he was having about the whole investigation. 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, Stella Downing entered the room with what Riddle felt was exaggerated poise. 
 
    “Stella,” Miller said, “please sit down.” 
 
    Stella’s face showed signs of smudged mascara around grey eyes that were still bloodshot. Despite this, it was obvious that Stella Downing was a very beautiful woman. She was slim with elegant features and expensively cut blonde hair. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said weakly. 
 
    “Miss Downing,” Riddle began, “can you just briefly go over the events of last night.” 
 
    Stella sat up in the chair. She was dressed in a cardigan over a tailored shirt and dogtooth skirt. 
 
    “I arrived here about three in the afternoon – as soon as I’d finished at the RNLI in town. I unpacked my overnight bag and got changed. Then I went downstairs to join everyone else and we played a board game.” 
 
    “How did it go?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Well, it was fine. The same as every year, I suppose. You know what it’s like,” she added, “birthdays, Christmases. They all tend to follow a certain routine …” Stella broke off. 
 
    “And then?” Miller prompted gently. 
 
    “Mother opened her presents and then we all went into the conservatory for a few drinks.” 
 
    “What present did you give your mother?” Miller asked. 
 
    “A broach,” Stella said. “Mother always loved antique jewellery.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle looked up at his boss. Why the hell was he leaving it there? What about the scarf? 
 
    “Do you remember anything strange happening?” Riddle asked. He realised that ‘strange’ was a little on the vague side, but he wasn’t exactly sure what he was getting at. 
 
    “Strange?” Stella’s brow creased. “Nothing comes to mind, but saying that I must admit to being a little worse for wear.” 
 
    Miller’s eyebrows rose. 
 
    “It’s not like me,” Stella added quickly, “I don’t know what it was – I guess I didn’t realise how much I’d drunk. Whatever, the end result was that I went to bed before midnight and fell asleep immediately – alcohol always sends me to sleep. That was the last thing I remember until I heard the scream.” 
 
    At this, Stella’s self control finally failed her and she burst into tears. Miller went out of the room and fetched Charlie. 
 
    “Look after her,” he said quietly as Charlie led Stella from the room. 
 
    “Well?” Miller said when he and Riddle were on their own. 
 
    “It’s difficult to formulate a theory when we haven’t …” 
 
    “Spoken to all the suspects?” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, yes, sir.” 
 
    Miller took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “Fair enough, Sergeant. We’ve had the house checked for intruders and there’s no sign of anything amiss. With that in mind, what do you think?” 
 
    Riddle bit his pencil for a moment and then began. 
 
    “We look to have established the order of events up to everyone going up to bed. They all agree on this: people started to arrive from mid-afternoon, they played a game of Cludeo and Mrs. Downing opened her presents. The scarf – later used to strangle Mrs. Downing – was one of them, but there was no label. After this, everyone went into the conservatory to have some food and a few drinks, or a little more in Stella’s case. The party broke up around a quarter to twelve; Mrs Downing went up to her attic bedroom while everyone else went up to the first floor bedrooms. They took it in turns to use the bathroom and went to bed. At half past midnight, everyone heard a scream, ran out of their various rooms to see Mrs. Downing at the far end of the west corridor. She had been strangled and her mouth filled with tape – yet to be confirmed but probably music cassette tape – and Charlotte Sanderson was kneeling over her.” 
 
    “Good,” Miller said, impressed with his new sergeant’s summary. “Now for the gaps. One: why was Peter so adamant that Stella bought the scarf? Two: why would the killer go to all the trouble of wrapping the scarf? There are any number of ways to strangle someone. And last, but not least, why the hell did the murderer stuff cassette tape into Mabel Downing’s mouth?” 
 
    Riddle was silent for a moment.  
 
    “So where does that leave us?” he asked, hoping his boss had more of an idea than he did. 
 
    “Like you said, sergeant. Until we’ve interviewed everyone, it’s too early to make any assumptions. But taking things at face value, Henry seems to be over doing the stoic Englishman act, Peter’s behaviour is slightly suspicious, Stella’s out of it as she had too much to drink, and Charlie … well, there must be even less motive for an outsider. OK, let’s speak to Jennifer and then we’re done here.” 
 
    The implication of this remark was not lost on Riddle. He still had no idea why they were leaving interviewing the person who discovered the body to last – let alone why she had been allowed home – but it looked like it wouldn’t be long until he found out. 
 
    “Will you fetch Jennifer Downing – let’s see if she collaborates her husband’s story.” 
 
      
 
    Riddle returned a few minutes later. 
 
    “I’m afraid we can’t talk to her just yet,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Why the hell not?” 
 
    “Apparently, because of the shock she’s drunk a little too much. Her doctor’s with her, but he says she won’t be available for interview for a few hours yet.” 
 
    Miller swore. 
 
    With Jennifer Downing unavailable, there was nothing else to be done at the house. 
 
    It was time he told Riddle about Charlotte Sanderson. 
 
    For the past few minutes, Miller had been rehearsing his first words to his sergeant. But just as he had decided on his opening gambit, Riddle did the work for him. 
 
    “Are we going to speak to Charlotte Sanderson now?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Miller didn’t answer straight away, but when he turned to face his sergeant, his face revealed a new level of resolution. 
 
    “I think it’s about time we did, sergeant.” Miller said. “But before we do, we need to have a talk. Grab your fleece from the car and let’s go for a walk on the cliff path.” 
 
      
 
    The cliff path formed part of the Cleveland Way. Following the northeast coast of England between Filey Brigg to just south of Redcar, one of the most spectacular sections of the walk is the portion between Robin Hood’s Bay and Whitby. Up until the mid 1990s the path had run along the very edge of the cliff offering breathtaking views as it passed the bottom of Curlew House. 
 
    Over the last few years the North Sea’s continuing erosion of the coast had reclaimed the cliff top and the path had fallen into the sea. For Curlew House this meant that the bottom of their garden now was the cliff edge. The Cleveland Way had to be diverted through a farm where it cuts in land and bypasses the house altogether. 
 
      
 
    Riddle reluctantly followed Miller from the car, pulling an inadequate fleece over his head as they walked through the farmyard. Waving at a farmer, who looked back indifferently, they climbed a stile to rejoin the path. 
 
    The wind was fierce and Riddle found himself looking uncertainly at the wooden fence that was all that separated him from a potentially fatal plunge to the sea below. 
 
    Although extremely windy, the weather was clear and the two policemen could see a mile or so along the path to where it wound through a holiday park before continuing south to Robin Hood’s Bay. They were alone apart from two bird watchers who were valiantly trying to get close-ups of the local birds through a telescope mounted on a tripod. The birdwatchers – a man and a woman – nodded at the policemen as if to acknowledge fellow hardy spirits and then made their way south hoping for better luck amidst the farmers’ fields. 
 
    “I have something to tell you about the woman who found the body,” Miller said, the wind whirling around his words. 
 
    “Charlotte Sanderson,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Yes. Well, you see I do actually know her.” 
 
    “ I guessed as much,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Really?” Miller seemed genuinely surprised. “How?” 
 
    “You knew she was a ‘miss’ and you knew where she lives.” 
 
    “Ah …” 
 
    Riddle did not like the look on Miller’s face. “There’s more, isn’t there?” 
 
    It wasn’t really a question. 
 
    “There’s more.” Miller said too softly for the conditions. 
 
    “Sorry, Sir?” 
 
    “No, sergeant,” Miller almost shouted as the wind roared inland, “it’s me who’s sorry.” 
 
    “Why?” Riddle wasn’t enjoying this. Of all the ways he had expected his first day with Miller to go, this wasn’t one of them. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Miller began, “because I haven’t been completely honest with you. And secondly …” 
 
    Riddle waited. 
 
    “… and secondly, as we’re hopefully going to work together for a long time, I feel I have to tell you. But I fully realise that by doing so, I am putting you in a very difficult position. I’m asking you to make a choice that I would think twice about asking someone I’d been working with for years to make. Unfortunately for the both of us, that’s not a luxury we have.” 
 
    “Christ,” Riddle said, “what have you done: you didn’t strangle the old woman yourself?” It was said with humour, but it sounded awkward to Riddle’s own ears. 
 
    “No,” Miller said. The wind pushed the word back down Miller’s throat. 
 
    “Well, what is it?” Riddle said, stamping his feet and rubbing his arms. 
 
    “It’s the woman who found the body – I actually know her quite well.” 
 
    “How well?” Riddle said, suddenly standing very still. 
 
    “She’s my … we’re …” 
 
    “You’re in a relationship?” Riddle shouted, this time not just so that his voice could be heard. 
 
    “Yes. And …” 
 
    “And!” Riddle yelled, “Jesus, there’s an and?” 
 
    Suddenly the wind dropped as if to heighten the impact of Miller’s next statement for Riddle. But there was no need. 
 
    “… and I intend to ask her to marry me.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later the two policemen were sitting in a booth in the Endeavour public house in the centre of Whitby. Riddle had given the constables instructions – how coherent he wasn’t sure – that the family could leave the house if they wanted, but not the town. 
 
    Riddle’s head was spinning – something not helped by the pint of Broadside beer Miller had insisted he have. 
 
    Riddle took another large gulp from his pint glass. He was desperately trying to think straight and put the events of the morning in some sort of order. 
 
    “What do you expect me to do,” Riddle said, looking around him as if he was hoping for suggestions from the pub’s other customers.  
 
    “I expect you to go straight to the Chief Constable,” Miller said, “but what I’d like you to do is …” 
 
    “Is ignore that you are compromising this investigation, barely before we’ve got started.” Riddle said. “Not to mention the fact that you are asking me to put my whole career on the line. And,” he added, his voice rising so that the landlord looked up from his paper, “you’re saying that we ignore the fact that your future fiancé may be a bloody murderer!” 
 
    Miller smiled grimly. “I can’t argue with the first two but I’m certainly not asking you to look the other way if Charlotte’s guilty.” 
 
    Riddle winced at the use of her first name. 
 
    “I’m just asking for the chance to prove her innocence. If she’s guilty then I won’t – couldn’t – stand in your way.” 
 
    This was too much for Riddle. What the hell did Miller expect him to say? He’d been working with the man for less than a day and he was asking him to put his career on the line for what? For the sake of some woman, who as far as Riddle knew, might be a psychopathic murderer. 
 
    Standing up and emptying his pint glass with one angry gulp, Riddle picked up his coat and walked out of the pub without a word to Miller. 
 
    “Bad day?” the landlord asked as Riddle disappeared outside. 
 
    “I’ve had better,” Miller said. 
 
    The landlord returned to his paper. 
 
    Miller finished his drink a little more sedately than his sergeant and then followed him out of the door. 
 
    He found Riddle leaning against the railings that overlooked the town’s ever expanding marina. It was a spot Miller himself had chosen on more than one occasion, just above where a locked entrance led down to a wooden jetty. He liked to watch people work on the boats. Not that he felt any desire to actually set foot aboard any vessel, but it was relaxing nevertheless and he liked to imagine what it must have been like when Whitby was a whaling port. 
 
    Miller brought his mind back to the present; not for the first time he wondered why he always took refuge in the past. The sight of Riddle staring into the water reminded him of his priorities. 
 
    Miller placed his hand on his sergeant’s shoulder and then withdrew it immediately, instantly regretting the forced intimacy. 
 
    “Sergeant,” Miller said, “before you make your mind up, just give me a chance to explain. If you’re still not happy, then you can borrow my mobile to call the Chief Constable.” 
 
    He had meant is as a joke, but he was serious too; how could he ask so much of a man he had only just met? 
 
    Riddle turned slowly to face his boss. 
 
    “All right,” he said, “tell me everything.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that there’s that much more to tell,” Miller began. “I met Charlotte last summer during Regatta Week. She was helping out at the crazy golf and I had my niece – that’s my brother’s child – to stay. She’s mad about boats and …” Miller broke off with a grim smile. They both realised he was avoiding the truth. 
 
    “Well, I met Charlotte and after talking for a while – what we did for a living, where we were from, that kind of thing – we just hit it off. Before I knew it we were a couple and I found myself falling in love with her.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Well, that’s about it. We’ve been together ever since. The thing I need you to understand is that when the chief telephoned me to tell me about the murder, I never even considered telling him about our relationship.” 
 
    “But why?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Because,” Miller said slowly, “I knew she couldn’t have done it.” 
 
    “You’ve got evidence!” Riddle said. Why hadn’t his boss said something before? 
 
    Miller smiled grimly. 
 
    “No,” he said, “I mean I feel she’s innocent. I know she’s innocent. But do I have anything we would consider proof? No.” 
 
    Miller knew he shouldn’t press his sergeant for a decision. What would he do if the roles were reversed? Not say anything he told himself, although he wasn’t sure. He would like to think he would trust his boss, but on the first day? 
 
    The two policemen walked along the edge of the marina in silence. Riddle needed time to think. On paper, there was no doubt what he should do. He should call the Chief Constable straight away and tell him that his main investigating officer was personally involved with a suspect – at first glance the chief suspect – in a murder investigation. And yet … 
 
    Riddle’s gaze fixed on a middle-aged man in waterproofs tying up coils of rope on his small boat. 
 
    He was well aware of his new boss’s reputation – the youngest Chief in the force’s history. A graduate, but one who had eschewed the Graduate Training Scheme in favour of working his way up from the bottom. But did this mean he should be credited with the benefit of the doubt? If he was convinced that Charlotte Sanderson was not involved – who was he to argue, a sergeant whose own claims to fame had been so much more low key? 
 
    He looked back up the road to where Miller was staring into the murky water of the harbour and knew that whatever he decided he needed to make his mind up now. Any delay would only make it worse for all involved and could only help the real criminal.  
 
    “Oh, Christ,” Riddle said into the wind as he made his way back towards his boss. 
 
    Miller watched his sergeant approach and thought that this must be what it was like to be in the dock as the foreman stands up to deliver the jury’s verdict. 
 
    “Guilty or not guilty,” Miller said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle shoved his hands deep into his pockets and breathed out heavily. 
 
    “Come on, boss,” he said, “let’s find out who killed the old woman.” 
 
    Miller smiled, but said nothing. He knew his sergeant had just given him an almighty break. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Charlotte Sanderson’s apartment was situated in a new development on the shores of the river Esk, a few hundred yards from the centre of Whitby. It had been built behind one of the town’s last remaining boat yards where Whitby’s sailing fleet had been born. 
 
    The development itself had not been popular with the locals. The idea of executive apartments was a step too far for many residents of the town’s taprooms. “All right for the west cliff,” some had said, “but for the east side, the old side …” But the protests had been muted and any chance of formal opposition was stifled by the developer’s promise to include two ‘affordable houses’ by the road entrance. 
 
    The apartments were duly built, sold and then resold or let. Charlotte had bought hers as soon as it came on the market. For once, estate agent hyperbole was unnecessary. Situated on the top floor, the apartment enjoyed stunning views back towards the town from the living room and one of its two bedrooms. 
 
    It was to the former of these rooms that Miller brought Riddle for his first meeting with Charlotte Sanderson. Miller himself was taken aback by how terrible Charlotte looked. Her normally immaculately cropped hair looked lank and lifeless. Her skin, usually clear and radiant, looked blotchy and dull. There was little doubt that she had been crying – her eyes were bloodshot and tiny beads of sweat were dotted on her forehead. By her side was a whisky bottle, its top stood next to an empty glass that bore smudged lipstick marks. 
 
    Rising unsteadily, Charlotte held out her right hand to Riddle. Her left arm was in a sling and it was immediately apparent that she was in great discomfort. “Sergeant,” she said as Riddle approached. Her voice was strained and hoarse and her handshake was weak. 
 
    “Your arm …” Miller said. 
 
    “I sprained my wrist on Friday night. I didn’t tell you,” Charlotte said forestalling Miller’s protests, “because there was nothing you could do. I know what you’re like,” she added attempting a smile, “you would have been fussing over me and you’ve more important things to think about.” 
 
    It was clear to Riddle that Miller disagreed, but his new boss just shook his head. 
 
    “And of course it just had to be my left one,” Charlotte said. 
 
    Riddle looked momentarily confused, and then his face cleared.  
 
    “You’re left-handed,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, Sergeant.” 
 
    He began to understand what his boss saw in this woman. She was certainly attractive; her dark hair, cut in a jazz age bob, gave the impression of someone who was alert and fun. But there was obviously more to her than mere looks. Behind the eyes that were dulled by pain and whisky, Riddle sensed a keen intelligence. 
 
    “Please, allow me,” Miller said as he guided Charlotte back to her chair. 
 
    Riddle was faintly surprised by his superior’s mildly old-fashioned nature. 
 
    “Thank you,” Charlotte said through a thin smile. Sweat had broken out on her brow. She wore little make-up – she was beautiful enough not to need to – but in her current state this only served to extenuate her lack of colour. 
 
    “It’s probably delayed shock,” Riddle said as he made a move to pour another whisky. 
 
    “Please join me,” she said motioning towards the bottle. “Or is it actually true that policemen don’t drink on duty?” 
 
    “Charlotte,” Miller said slowly, “my sergeant knows. I had to tell him.” 
 
    “I suppose you did.” 
 
    “As far as I’m concerned, our …” 
 
    “Relationship?” Charlotte offered 
 
    Miller was momentarily nonplussed. 
 
    “I suppose so.” 
 
    This was awkward. Riddle found himself intently studying a Sutcliffe reproduction on the wall. 
 
    “You suppose so?” Charlotte said, but her tone was more mocking that hurt. 
 
    “It’s not that,” Miller said, “it’s just that I can’t abide that word. It sounds like the kind of thing that some youth in an Australian soap opera would say.” 
 
    Charlotte smiled and Riddle continued to stare at the black and white portrait. 
 
    There was a moment’s silence before Miller’s tone became more serious. 
 
    “As I was saying, the fact that we are in a …” 
 
    “Relationship?” Riddle offered. 
 
    Miller flinched. 
 
    “The point is,” Miller continued, “while we know it won’t affect my investigation …” 
 
    “Your boss won’t see it that way?” 
 
    Miller was finding it difficult to finish a sentence. 
 
    “Exactly – so the sooner we can prove that you had nothing to do with the murder, the better.” 
 
    Charlotte smiled fondly at Miller as she took a sip of the freshly poured whisky. 
 
    “Therefore, madam,” Riddle said, not bothering to replace the top, “if we can just clarify a number of points …” 
 
    Now it was Riddle’s turn to be interrupted. 
 
    “What my sergeant is saying,” Miller said impatiently, “is we need to decide how we prove your innocence in the shortest amount of time. Although that might prove even easier than I had hoped. Can you tell us exactly what happened last night?” 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” Charlotte said placing her glass on the coffee table. 
 
    Riddle noted that there was no space as such, just a choice of newspapers and books to act as coasters. 
 
    In fact the whole apartment suggested an owner who had little time for tidying. It was tastefully decorated in a modern style that was set in relief by a number of retro items from the 1960s, such as a Bush radio and lampshades of garish oranges and reds. 
 
    Charlotte chose last Friday’s Whitby Telegraph to act as a coaster and then turned to face Miller. 
 
    “The evening went pretty much as you would expect. Henry was being his usual officious self …” she began. 
 
    “You don’t like him?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Miller shot him a glance that left the sergeant in little doubt that any further interruptions would not be welcome. 
 
    “Of course I like him,” Charlotte said. “Henry is just a little ...” She seemed to be struggling for the right word. 
 
    Riddle thought he could add a few adjectives, but following Miller’s withering stare, decided that silence was the best option. 
 
    “Old fashioned,” Charlotte said finally. 
 
    “In what sense?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Well, he’s your typical pillar of the community. A Bank Manager who chairs a number of local committees. You know the kind of thing: Whitby’s Flower Festival, some plan to have fish and chip shops provide more bins, keeping the number of nightclubs down.” 
 
    “Do you think he’s a happy man?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No, I don’t think he is. Although why that would be,” she said, second guessing Riddle’s next question, “you’ll have to ask him.” 
 
    “All right,” Miller said, “let’s get back to last night.” 
 
    Charlotte sighed and reached for her glass. She winced at the effort. 
 
    “Is it very painful?” Miller asked. 
 
    Charlotte smiled warmly at him. “It’s OK – I just keep forgetting, then I do something like that.” 
 
    “Do you need some painkillers?” Miller asked, instinctively searching his pockets as if he expected to find some there. 
 
    “I haven’t got any,” Charlotte said. “I’ll pop into Boots and pick some up in the morning.” 
 
    Miller smiled sympathetically. 
 
    “Sorry – you wanted to know about last night,” Charlotte said sipping her whisky. “Well, the whole family had gathered for what Mabel called a party. Which tended to mean a few games of Cluedo, a couple of drinks and the traditional present giving – like Christmas, really.” 
 
    Charlotte stood up and walked to the window. When she turned around to face the policemen, tears were running down her face. 
 
    Miller made a move towards her, but Riddle moved in between them. 
 
    “Please sit down, Miss.” Riddle said. “Is there anything we can get for you?” 
 
    Charlotte glanced at Miller, who looked totally lost. 
 
    “I better not have another drink,” she said as she wiped her eyes with a tissue. 
 
    “I’m sure one more won’t hurt,” Riddle said, “as long as you’re not driving.” 
 
    “Of course not,” she said with an intensity that surprised Riddle. “I would never do that.” 
 
    Riddle looked at Miller, whose face bore the expression of someone battling his emotions and just winning, for the moment at least. 
 
    Finally, he got hold of himself. 
 
    “Charlotte,” he said, “I know this is really difficult for you. You’re obviously in pain and you’re having to deal with the death of someone who has become like a mother to you.” 
 
    Charlotte grimaced. “It’s not so bad.” 
 
    “Of course it is,” Miller said. “The thing is, we just need you to go through last night’s events and then we can leave you in peace.” 
 
    Miller was already aware that this was not going to be as easy as he had persuaded himself it would be. Just one look at Charlotte in pain was enough to make him forget the damn case and just hold her and somehow try to make it better. He screwed his eyes shut tight in an attempt to wrestle his thoughts back to the investigation. 
 
    “I understand,” Charlotte said. She sat back down and smiled at Riddle as he topped up her glass. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “You were saying that there were presents,” the sergeant prompted. 
 
    “That’s right. It’s a family tradition that apparently goes back years.” 
 
    “Sound very nice,” Riddle said, remembering the packs of socks he had received for his last birthday. 
 
    “Now, please think carefully,” Miller said. His tone had changed and he resembled for the first time that day the policeman Riddle had heard about. His eyes were keen and intelligent and their sharp blue colour suddenly shone. 
 
    “Was there anything strange – out of the ordinary if you like – about the presents Mabel received?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said after a short pause, “there was.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, as I said, we all gave Mabel presents. I gave her a book, Peter some bath salts and so on; one present each. What you need to understand was that Mabel never believed in excess – Henry says it comes from when she was an evacuee in the war. You know – having to do without – only getting oranges for Christmas, that kind of thing.” 
 
    Miller – despite the situation – smiled at Charlotte. His parents were older than most of his peers and his mother had been an evacuee. He was sure he could never remember her mentioning oranges for Christmas. Still, he could hardly blame Charlotte if her only knowledge of the Second World War came from black and white films. 
 
    “The point is,” Charlotte went on, “it was strictly understood that the family only ever gave each other one present each. Which is why it’s so odd that there was an extra present.” 
 
    Riddle, who had been assiduously taking notes, looked up. The lines on his creased brow were dissected down the middle by a scar he had received in a childhood accident. When he frowned, it gave his forehead the appearance of a car’s radiator grill. 
 
    Miller shifted in his seat. 
 
    “So it’s unlikely that someone would have bought Mabel two presents?” 
 
    “Very unlikely,” Charlotte said. “Of course, the extra present wasn’t labelled.” 
 
    “Did no one ... claim it?” Riddle asked, searching for the right word. 
 
    “It’s not lost luggage,” Miller said, doing little to hide his irritation at the interruption. 
 
    “No,” Charlotte said with a kind smile in the sergeant’s direction. “No one claimed they had bought it.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, I don’t see how it could have got there unless one of the family placed it on the pile of presents. It was gift wrapped in that holographic style paper – you know the kind that everyone was using ten years ago – but there was no label or anything that would suggest who had sent it.” 
 
    “OK, one last question for now. When you discovered Mabel’s body, there was a book by her side. Do you remember what it was?” 
 
    Charlotte’s brow creased. “Something old … Frankenstein, perhaps? No,” she added after a moment’s pause, “it was a copy of Dracula.” 
 
    “Was that the kind of book Mabel would read?” Miller asked, his eyes fixed on Charlotte. 
 
    “Not normally, but perhaps she fancied something different. I mean, why else would it have been there?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The two policemen had excused themselves from the interview and were standing on Charlotte’s cramped balcony, overlooking the Esk. Riddle was squinting against the sun which was being reflected off the parked cars. Whitby was cold and bright in the harsh hangover of the storm. Flotsam and jetsam littered the mud flats below them as gulls screamed overhead. The smell of seaweed filled their nostrils. 
 
    “Can you believe that?” Riddle said as he hunched his shoulders against the cold. “It looks as if the killer sent Mrs. Downing the murder weapon for her birthday! I suppose it’s safe to assume it was the killer – and that the murder was premeditated?” 
 
    “It’s never safe to assume anything,” Miller said and then aware that he was sounding self-important added, “but yes – I can’t honestly think of any other explanation. I think we have to face what we have suspected all along …” 
 
    “Mrs. Downing’s killer was at the birthday party and stayed at the house last night,” Riddle said, finishing his boss’s sentence. 
 
    At that moment, Riddle’s mobile phone rang, its shrill insistent ring blending with the cries of the gulls. Riddle answered and after a few moments he replaced the phone in his pocket. 
 
    “That was the station,” he said to Miller. “They say we need to look at the Whitby Telegraph’s website.” 
 
    “Charlotte,” Miller called as he stepped back into the warmth of the living room, “can we use your computer for a minute?” 
 
    “Of course,” Charlotte said, her reply coming from the direction of the bedroom. 
 
    Riddle pulled out a chair and sat down in the far corner of the living room where Charlotte had set up a small desk with a new computer and some reference books. Typing in the Whitby Telegraph’s website address, the policemen only had to wait for a few seconds before the page loaded. 
 
      
 
    BREAKING NEWS: 
 
    Whitby woke this morning to the shocking news that one of its best-known families had been the victim of a brutal murder. Mabel Downing, aged 70, of Curlew House on the town’s east cliff was savagely murdered in her own home. 
 
    Most of the family was unavailable for comment, but Peter Downing – owner of the vintage car garage on Church Street – said that a close family friend who had been staying at the house had discovered his mother’s body at 12.30am. 
 
    We understand Mrs Downing had not yet dressed for bed and had been carrying a copy of Bram Stoker’s Dracula, which was found by her body. 
 
    No arrest has been made. A police statement will be issued within the next 24 hours. 
 
    The Downing family, which includes Henry Downing, Manager of the Royal Northern Bank in the town, has lived in Whitby for over a hundred years ... 
 
      
 
    “The rest is just a potted biography,” Riddle said turning around from the computer screen to face Miller. 
 
    “There’s more than enough already,” Miller said. “How the hell did they get all that so soon?” 
 
    “Well, Peter Downing…” 
 
    “Should know better,” Miller interrupted. He was frustrated that the press had got so much detail so soon, but he was also relieved that there had been no mention of Charlotte. 
 
    “At least they’re not suggesting the killer is one of the family,” Riddle said standing up. 
 
    “Not yet,” Miller conceded, “although it’s early days.” 
 
    “Of course,” Riddle said awkwardly as he pushed the chair back under the desk, “it wasn’t only the family who were there.” 
 
    “Yes, sergeant,” Miller said, his eyes shooting a glance towards the bedroom where Charlotte was waiting. “Look, I fully realise this is a difficult situation for you and that it is slightly –” 
 
    “Unethical?” Riddle suggested. 
 
    “Unusual was the word I was thinking of,” Miller said with a sigh, “but I cannot stress this enough, I am convinced – both from personal knowledge of Charlotte and in my professional opinion – that Charlotte is innocent. For a start she has no motive. Statistically, it’s far more likely that a family member is the murderer. I can see no reason why she should kill Mabel in a premeditated manner when she could kill her away from the house and not leave herself as one of a limited number of suspects.” 
 
    Riddle had to admit the strength of Miller’s argument. If you were going to kill someone, you would want the number of suspects to be as large as possible – and while a non-premeditated murder could have happened that way, the crime was clearly planned. 
 
    “Let’s get Charlotte back in here,” Miller said, “and find out what happened for the rest of the evening. Then we can get on with finding Mabel’s killer.” 
 
      
 
    The smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the apartment. Miller breathed in deeply. “Lovely,” he said accepting an oversized mug. 
 
    “Thank you,” Riddle said. For the sergeant, the smell was a painful reminder of the endless rounds of house viewing he had been enduring. 
 
    Charlotte insisted on pouring the coffee herself, despite her sprained wrist. “Shall we continue?” she asked as she placed her mug on a copy of last Friday’s Whitby Telegraph. Riddle glanced at the lead story: a teenage motorist whose car had skidded on ice and crashed into the back of the Dracula exhibition. He thought how different the headlines would be on the next edition. 
 
    “What was the reaction to the unclaimed scarf?” Miller asked in between appreciative sips of his coffee. 
 
    Charlotte thought for a moment. “There was no reaction, as such. I suppose everyone thought someone else had bought the scarf. It didn’t seem that important at the time.” 
 
    “What about Mrs. Downing?” Miller said. “Did she appear surprised or upset?” 
 
    “No,” Charlotte said after a moment, “in fact, she seemed to like the scarf. I suppose that’s why she wore it at night.” 
 
    The room fell silent for a moment. Outside a gull screamed as it swooped by the window. 
 
    “Let’s move on,” Miller said. “What happened after all the presents had been opened?” 
 
    “Jennifer decided we all needed a drink,” Charlotte said, “and we all moved into the conservatory. Peter put on some music, we had some food and it turned into quite a pleasant night.” 
 
    “Was the plan for everyone to stay?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Everyone apart from Charlie, but the storm was so bad it made sense for him to stay.” 
 
    “So what time did everyone go to bed?” 
 
    “Mabel went up first,” Charlotte said, “she was tired. Then everyone went more or less at the same time. I can’t remember exactly – but I would think the house was locked up and everyone was upstairs before midnight.” 
 
    “And after that?” 
 
    “After that,” Charlotte said, “I really don’t know. Everyone was in their room, I suppose.” 
 
    “Did you see anyone between midnight and the discovery of the body?” 
 
    “Mabel.” 
 
    “Sorry?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It wasn’t a ‘body’,” Charlotte said, her mouth set in a resolute line, “it was Mabel.” 
 
    “Sorry. Force of habit,” he added weakly. 
 
    Charlotte sighed. “I know. I’m sorry, too. In answer to your question, no… No wait, I did see Jennifer.” 
 
    “Where?” Miller said, sitting forward in his chair. 
 
    “In her room,” Charlotte said. “She’s a really poor sleeper.”  
 
    The two policemen exchanged confused glances.  
 
    “She’s claustrophobic, so she tends to be up late with the door open.” 
 
    “So it’s quite possible,” Riddle said, “that Jennifer would have seen any comings and goings that night?” 
 
    “I imagine so,” Charlotte said slowly. “I hadn’t really thought about that. Her room was at the end of the corridor, so anyone going to the bathroom would have had to pass her door.” 
 
    “And anyone going past the bathroom to the second floor – or the landing where Mabel was found ...” 
 
    “… Would have had to pass Jennifer’s open door,” Charlotte said. “Oh, God, I see what you’re driving at.” 
 
    Miller turned to Riddle. “Call the house and get a PC to take Jennifer into a separate room and tell her we’ll be there in thirty minutes.” 
 
    Riddle nodded and excused himself to make the call. 
 
    “Charlotte,” Miller said softly, “we’re almost done. But before we go, I’m going to have to ask you about how you found the body.” 
 
    Charlotte did not answer for a moment; instead she stood up and walked to the window. She could see one of her neighbours returning from the newsagents with the Sunday papers tucked under his left arm, his hands thrust deep inside his pockets against the cold. 
 
    “I’m ready,” she said wiping a single tear from her cheek, “what do you want to know?” 
 
    “Just talk me through what happened after the family went to bed,” Miller said. He hated this – but he knew that if he had not accepted the case, then one of his colleagues would probably have Charlotte in a police station right now. 
 
    “As I said everyone had gone to their room by about midnight.” 
 
    Riddle had come back in the room. He nodded at Miller to indicate he had passed the message concerning Jennifer Downing to a PC. He resumed his previous position by the Sutcliffe prints and took out his notebook again. 
 
    “Can you explain for my sergeant and my benefit,” Miller said as Riddle licked the tip of his pencil in readiness, “exactly how the bedrooms on the first floor are laid out and who slept where?” 
 
    “There are six rooms in all,” Charlotte said closing her eyes to picture the house. “They are more or less opposite one another, except the first room on the right as you come upstairs is bigger – I think at some point two rooms must have been knocked together.” 
 
    Riddle nodded to Miller as he sketched the details. 
 
    “And last night, who was sleeping where?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Henry had the large room,” Charlotte said, “then next to that is the guest room – that is non-family room – so Charlie would have slept there. On the other side, Stella had the room opposite Henry, then there was my room and Jennifer’s at the far end.” 
 
    “Jennifer’s?” Riddle said. “She and Henry don’t share the same room, even though they’re married?” 
 
    Riddle already knew this to be the case, but still found it odd. 
 
    “Perhaps because they’re married,” Charlotte said almost to herself. “As I said, sergeant, Jennifer is a claustrophobic and insomniac; I would imagine that doesn’t make for the best night’s sleep for Henry. So they sleep in separate rooms. You should know,” she added to Riddle who was scribbling furiously, “that it’s no reflection on their marriage, or at least not in the way you’re thinking. Henry is devoted to Jennifer – and the arrangement is simply for Jennifer’s health.” 
 
    “All right, we’ll bear that in mind,” Riddle said, giving Charlotte the impression that he would do no such thing. 
 
    “So let me get this straight: Jennifer’s room is the last one before the corridor and staircase to the second floor?” 
 
    “Yes,” Charlotte said. 
 
    “And opposite her room?” 
 
    “Just a closet, with bedding I think.” 
 
    Charlotte was puzzled by the intensity of Miller’s questions. 
 
    “Go on,” he said. 
 
    “Well, there was general coming and going – for a large house there’s only one bathroom – and as I said, most people were in bed by twelve.” 
 
    “All right,” Miller said slowly. “So what made you get up an half an hour later?” 
 
    “Too much Champagne,” Charlotte smiled weakly. 
 
    “So you went to the bathroom at the end of the landing,” Miller said. He was speaking slowly as if to emphasise the importance of his questions. “The body can’t have been in view from where you were. What made you go into the corridor?” 
 
    Charlotte hugged herself, unable to suppress a sudden shiver. 
 
    Despite the heating being on full, the apartment suddenly felt very cold. 
 
    “The door was ajar and I just sensed that something was wrong. I know that sounds a little weak, but I just had a really odd feeling. It does happen.”  
 
    “So you decided to investigate?” 
 
    Charlotte’s brow furrowed. 
 
    “I suppose so. I don’t really remember what I was thinking. I opened the glass door at the end of the corridor and at first I was relieved that there was no one there.” 
 
    “You can see all the way to the top of the spiral staircase from where you were standing?” 
 
    “That’s right. I was just about to go back when I noticed something at the end of the corridor.” 
 
    “Sorry, Miss,” Riddle said. “I’m a little confused. Which corridor is this?” 
 
    “At the end of the main corridor – the one with all the bedrooms – there is a door which leads to the spiral staircase which goes to the second floor and off this at ninety degrees is a short corridor. It doesn’t actually go anywhere, but it does have a large window at the end with lovely views towards Robin Hood’s Bay. You can see the lighthouse from there.” 
 
    Riddle made a rough sketch in his notebook. 
 
    “And that’s where you found the body?” 
 
    Charlotte nodded. “At first I wasn’t sure what it was. There was no moon and the light from the main corridor doesn’t reach that far. I almost tripped up over the book she must have been carrying. It was only when I got closer that I knew there was something terribly wrong.” 
 
    Miller wanted desperately to comfort Charlotte, but he knew that was impossible yet. 
 
    “What happened next?” 
 
    “I knelt down and felt for a pulse – I did first aid training when I started to work for the RNLI – but I knew she was dead. Then I saw the scarf. It had cut into her neck…” 
 
    Charlotte started to cry. She had tried to tell the whole story as clearly as possible – but the memory of the patterned scarf against the cold blue skin was too much for her. 
 
    Miller stood motionless. He was at a loss as to what to do. 
 
    Riddle looked from Charlotte to Miller and back again, and then finally sat down next to Charlotte. 
 
    “Here,” he said passing a box of tissues that he found buried beneath back issues of The Spectator. 
 
    “It’s all right,” she said after she had blown her nose. “I realise how important it is that I tell you everything I can as soon as possible.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said. His steady voice belied the torment Riddle was sure he was feeling. The sooner the interview was over the better for both of them. 
 
    “I realised Mabel was dead,” Charlotte said dabbing her eyes which were now puffy and bloodshot. “What happened next is a bit of a blur. I called out – I can’t remember if I screamed or shouted something – and then after what felt like an age, the family came running. That’s when the police were called.” 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later the two policemen were leaning against the car park wall watching waves lap against the marina. There was room for two yachts, but at the moment two lesser black-backed gulls were the only occupants. They eyed the policemen solemnly. 
 
    “What do you think?” Miller asked finally. 
 
    Riddle rubbed his chin, his wedding ring dimly reflected the weak winter sun. 
 
    “She’s not out of the woods, Sir.” 
 
    Miller smiled grimly at his new sergeant. 
 
    “No, but I think we may have the found the right path.” 
 
    If he had thought of expanding on this thought, the insistent ring of Riddle’s mobile distracted them. 
 
    “It’s the pathologist, sir – he says he’s ready for us.” 
 
    “But are we ready for him?” Miller asked. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Miller and Riddle had driven for twenty minutes to reach Whitby’s morgue. In a town associated in the minds of many with the story of Dracula, it was a suitably sinister building. Built at the height of the 1970’s obsession with monolithic architecture, Miller was always reminded of giant granite gravestones. At least the town council had the sense to situate it far away from all but the most inquisitive tourist. 
 
    “What you were saying earlier about Miss Sanderson,” Riddle said as they walked towards the entrance. “I think she was telling the truth – she was genuinely upset – and that’s not something that’s easy to fake.” 
 
    “But.” 
 
    “Well, that part about ‘having a feeling’ that there was something wrong. It’s a little weak.” 
 
    “I suppose it is,” Miller said, “but I’m bound to say that if she was lying she would have thought of a more plausible reason.” 
 
    Riddle was unconvinced. 
 
    “Come on, sergeant – there are times when you just sense that something is wrong.” 
 
    “Has it happened to you?” 
 
    Miller though for a moment. “Yes, but only in a vague way,” he conceded. “Then again, I remember a story my mother once told me. It was when I was at school – I’d have been seven or eight – anyway, my mother and father had just gone out for a drive into the country for the morning, when suddenly my mother had the feeling that something was terribly wrong. She told my father to turn the car around and they headed home. When they got back there was a note from the school to say that I had had a serious accident.” 
 
    Riddle looked at his boss with interest. Miller had a reputation for being a closed book, yet here he was telling Riddle a story about his childhood on the first day they’d worked together. He hoped it was a sign of trust, but also worried it may be a desperate ploy to help Charlotte. 
 
    “What had happened?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I’d been chasing a boy up some concrete steps and I slipped, falling straight onto the edge of the step.” 
 
    Riddle winced as Miller ran a finger thoughtfully over his front teeth. They were straight if slightly discoloured. 
 
    “Luckily they were my milk teeth, but I do remember there was a lot of blood. Anyway, the point is that my mother knew something had happened.” 
 
    “OK, but that was your mother,” Riddle said. “I can accept a maternal bond of some sort, but there’s no actual family link between Charlotte and Mabel.” 
 
    “True,” Miller conceded, “but the body was only just around the corner. It’s no great leap of faith to believe what Charlotte says, surely?” 
 
    “Perhaps not,” Riddle said as he followed his boss into the morgue, “but any defence counsel is going to need a little more than faith.” 
 
    “More than faith!” a voice boomed from behind them. “Surely there’s nothing more than faith?” 
 
    “Morning, Sir,” Riddle said to the approaching figure. 
 
    Matthew Powell strode towards them with a sense of rude health that struck Riddle as slightly inappropriate in someone who spent his working hours surrounded by the dead. 
 
     “Good morning,” the pathologist said clasping Riddle by the shoulders. 
 
    “Not brought another atheist to see me have you, Frank?” he said over his shoulder. 
 
    “This is my new sergeant,” Miller said, ignoring the question. 
 
    “Hello!” the pathologist said as he gave Riddle a good–natured punch on the arm. 
 
    Riddle tried not to wince. He knew Powell by reputation and had heard tales of the pathologist’s Herculean efforts on the rugby field in the local police league. Somehow in Riddle’s mind, he found it difficult to believe that Powell had once been a vicar. Surely they were frail, thin and diffident; whereas the pathologist was robust, had the physique of a prop forward and reminded Riddle of that actor who was always climbing mountains. 
 
    “I’ll just check we’re ready for you,” Powell said. “We’ve had a busy night. The storm brought down an electricity pylon onto the A64 – three dead.” 
 
     “Do you know him well?” Riddle asked as Powell’s large figure disappeared through a pair of frosted doors. 
 
    “Powell? I’m not sure anyone knows him well; but I’ve known him for a few years now and we do meet for a drink now and again.” 
 
    “What’s the deal with him and the church then?” 
 
    “The ‘deal’, sergeant, is simply that he used to be the vicar of a small parish in north Derbyshire – his whole family has ties to the Church. His cousin is the vicar of St Michael’s.” 
 
    “As in St Michael’s at the top of the 199 steps?” 
 
    “You know of another?” 
 
    “No, sir,” Riddle said, but he was still curious. “I just wondered what made him give up the church for pathology – it’s rather an unusual career move. His local parish can hardly have been a bedrock of violence and social ills” 
 
    “There speaks a man who has never experienced market day in Bakewell,” Miller said. “Anyway, that wasn’t it. As far as I can gather, he only went into the church because it’s what his family did. Medicine had always interested him more and I think – or at least I guess – that he feels he can do more good here with relatives of the deceased that he could have ever done as a vicar.” 
 
    Any further exploration of the pathologist’s background was cut short by his sudden return. 
 
    “Just a couple of minutes and you can go in.” 
 
    “In that case,” Miller said, “I’m going to make a call.” 
 
    Riddle suddenly found himself alone with Powell. 
 
    The pathologist gestured to some plastic chairs. “Let’s sit down, sergeant.” 
 
    After a short pause, Riddle took the opportunity to follow up his conservation with Miller. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind me asking, but I am curious how a man of God deals with murder and death all day long.” 
 
    “We’re all men of God, sergeant. But I know what you mean. The best way I can think of explaining it is by telling you a story that Frank told me.” 
 
    “Miller?” Riddle said with surprise. 
 
    “Yes, sergeant,” Powell said smiling. “We were having a drink last Remembrance Sunday and we got onto religion. He told me a story his father had told him. Apparently, his father was in the Paratroops in the Second World War. He fought in the D-Day landings and the Rhine drops. Anyway, in his platoon was a pastor – not unusual in the army, but rare in such a front-line unit. Well, needless to say the others had their doubts about having a man of the cloth with them and wondered what would happen when they were faced with the enemy.” 
 
    “Thought he would at best be a hindrance and at worst get them killed?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “That’s about the size of it,” the pathologist said without any hint of being offended. “Well, finally they go into action, dropping behind enemy lines on D-Day. After a short while they come across German Storm Troopers. As the platoon prepares to attack, the pastor releases the safety on his pistol. The Paras exchange glances and the pastor, sensing their unspoken question, says simply: ‘I’ve got God’s work to do.’” 
 
    Riddle nodded slowly, trying to picture in his mind what it must have been like. “I think I understand what you’re saying, sir.” 
 
    “There are many ways to do God’s work,” the pathologist said, “and this is the way I feel is best for me. I may be dealing with the dead, but there’s almost always someone left behind who needs answers before they can grieve and eventually move on with their life. That’s what I try to do, help those left behind … and when it’s a case of murder.” 
 
    “Help bring about justice?” Riddle suggested. 
 
    “Something like that,” Powell said as a wide grin returned to his face. “Now where’s that boss of yours?” 
 
    Miller was walking back from the public telephone, unable as usual to get a signal on his mobile telephone in the town’s morgue, a fact that had led to his colleagues naming it the Dead Zone. 
 
    “We should be just about ready for you,” Powell told the approaching Miller.  
 
      
 
    Despite having visited various morgues on many occasions, Riddle still found it an unsettling experience. He could never decide if it was the smell: a mixture of formaldehyde and an almost unerring cleanliness; the obvious presence of a number of bodies – or at least pieces of bodies; or the time he had seen a pathologist – thankfully, not Powell – open a huge fridge containing various human body parts, and place his half eaten cheese and pickle sandwich next to a human brain. 
 
    As the two detectives followed Powell through another door, Riddle registered the tell tale drop in temperature. The pathologist led them past the naked body of a teenage boy – Riddle paused momentously to take in the sight of a well-developed torso festooned with tattoos. The largest of these proclaimed an undying devotion to someone called Mandi. The boy’s left arm proclaimed his loyalty to a football team. Riddle’s eyes involuntarily rested where the right arm should have been. 
 
    “Car crash on the Malton bypass,” Powell said over his shoulder. “Only seventeen,” he added with a shake of his head. 
 
    At the far side of the room, they approached a corpse still covered from head to toe in a sheet. As the two policemen took up positions on opposite sides, Powell slowly uncovered the body. 
 
    If Mabel Downing had ever been a beautiful woman, there now remained no evidence. Even in death – sometimes especially in death – a body could take on a strange beauty that had the power to surprise and even move a grieving husband or wife. 
 
    Not so Mabel Downing. Her body was shrunken and wrinkled – with a number of scars down the right hand side. Riddle looked at the pathologist: “I’d say a decade old, if not more.” 
 
    “And the tape?” Miller spoke for the first time since they had entered the room. 
 
    “Yes, the tape ...” After a moment’s silence, the pathologist continued, “Of course, it’s not my job to interpret – that’s what the tax payer pays you for – but still, it’s very odd.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, death was obviously caused by strangulation; but her mouth was then stuffed with what looks like cassette tape and it was pushed down her throat.” 
 
    “By hand?” 
 
    “Difficult to say, but quite possibly.” 
 
    “Of the whole business,” Miller said, “that’s what I find most odd. The killer would have clearly known that his victim was dead. So why push the tape in the mouth of someone who is already dead – why not get out of there as soon as possible?” 
 
    “You’re not always in a clear state of mind when you’ve just killed someone,” Riddle said. 
 
    “It’s more than that,” Miller said. “In fact, I think it’s the key to the whole thing. The killer took a risk by staying with the body longer than he needed to – why?” 
 
    “As I said–,” Riddle began, but Miller interrupted. 
 
    “No – it was important to put the tape in the victim’s mouth. I think that if we discover the meaning of that tape – or what’s on it – then we will be on our way to finding the murderer.” 
 
    “When should we have some information on the tape, sir?” Riddle asked Powell. 
 
    “It’s with the lab at the moment, so we should know late tomorrow.” 
 
    “All right, we’ll have to wait until then. What else can you tell us?” Miller asked. 
 
    “She died between midnight and 2am; strangled by a strong thin material. I’ve sent the scarf off, but I would be very surprised if it was anything else.” 
 
    “OK,” Miller said, “as we thought, then. Are there any signs of a struggle?” 
 
    “Not as such; there were fibres under her nails from where she tried to pull the scarf from her neck, but she was too weak to offer any significant resistance. From the position of the wounds, I would say her assailant came from behind – she wouldn’t have stood a chance.” 
 
    “A man then?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “No – it could have been a woman; but they would have needed a strong grip.” 
 
    The two policemen exchanged glances – and Riddle thought he detected the murmur of a smile on his boss’s lips. Powell looked puzzled. Riddle felt his superior’s eyes on him. He then understood that it was important to Miller that Riddle asked the next question. Suddenly, there was an overwhelming sense of expectation in the room. 
 
    Riddle cleared his throat. “Could the killer do this with a sprained wrist?” 
 
    Powell looked from Riddle to Miller and then back again. 
 
    “Not in a million years, sergeant.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    “I think we need to be sure,” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller’s blue eyes flashed, but he said nothing. 
 
    The two policemen had left the town’s morgue and were driving back into the town centre. The river Esk shimmered between houses to their right. As the sun was climbing wearily through the winter sky, menacing clouds were rolling in from the sea. Riddle thought snow looked likely. 
 
    “I’m going to call Charlotte,” Miller said reaching in to his inside pocket for his mobile. “She deserves to be told the good news.” 
 
    “Do you think that’s a good idea?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Of course it’s a good idea,” Miller said, spinning around to face his sergeant. “Why the hell shouldn’t it be?” 
 
    Riddle pulled the car into the side of the road and applied the hand brake. He had been happy to cut his new boss some slack – even against his better judgment – but this was going too far. 
 
    “We need to substantiate Dr Powell’s information,” Riddle said, struggling not to let all his misgivings boil to the surface. 
 
    “He’s the best pathologist in the force,” Miller said. 
 
    “I know,” Riddle said holding his hands up in a gesture of appeasement. “I’m not suggesting that he’s wrong, I’m just saying we need to check the facts. Just like we would do in any other case. If we don’t,” Riddle added, “it would be gross professional misconduct.” 
 
    Miller’s glance would have withered many a more experienced policeman into compliance, but Riddle stood his ground, hoping Miller would not notice that his hands were shaking. 
 
    For a moment there was silence as the two policemen stared at each other. 
 
    Just as Riddle thought that Miller’s intractability was not going to weaken – and he was thinking how asking to be removed from the case would go down with the Chief Constable – Miller’s shoulders relaxed into a surly shrug. 
 
    “Go do what you have to do,” Miller said, “and call me when you’re satisfied.” 
 
    Riddle let out a long sigh as he indicated and rejoined the flow of traffic. They drove to Miller’s apartment in silence, where Miller got out of the car without another word. 
 
    Riddle sat in the car with the engine running for a few minutes and then drove off in the direction of Charlotte Sanderson’s doctor. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid you’ve missed him,” the surgery receptionist said to Riddle. She was obviously local – her accent betrayed the region’s rounded vowels, while her face told of a life spent in Whitby’s weather. 
 
    “I can wait,” Riddle said. 
 
    The receptionist laughed. “You misunderstand me, sergeant. Doctor Roberts hasn’t popped out for lunch, he left for the airport this morning. Should be boarding his flight about now,” she added glancing at the clock. “Three weeks in Australia visiting his sister – he goes every year. We still have last year’s postcard.” 
 
    “Damn,” Riddle said. He leaned on the high counter behind which the receptionist was sitting, surrounded by paper folders holding patients’ records. 
 
    “Was it something in particular?” 
 
    “I wanted to ask him about a patient,” Riddle said. 
 
    The receptionist shifted uncomfortably in her chair. “Patients’ records are confidential. You don’t have a warrant, do you?” 
 
    Riddle smiled what he considered to be his most winning smile. 
 
    “It’s all right, Janey,” he said squinting at the receptionist’s name badge, “All I want to know is whether a particular woman was here on Friday.” 
 
    “Well,” Janey said after a short pause, “I was working on Friday, so perhaps I might be help. If it’s important.” 
 
    Riddle looked at the receptionist with renewed interest. He recognised the type: she might not hand over medical records, but the promise of gossip might just loosen her tongue. 
 
    “Let me put it this way,” Riddle said choosing his words carefully, “you would be helping a very important inquiry.” 
 
    “Important?” Janet said, relishing the word. “OK, who did you want to know about?” 
 
    “A Miss Sanderson…” 
 
    “Oh, Charlotte!” Janey interrupted. “I thought you were after terrorists or something.” 
 
    Riddle thought she sounded disappointed she had not encountered a terrorist cell in the waiting room. 
 
    “I know Charlotte – we volunteered together at the RNLI last year. She always has such nice things, like that shoulder bag she was carrying. I’ve always thought that accessories can say more than the clothes you wear.” 
 
    “Miss Sanderson was here on Friday?” Riddle prompted. 
 
    “Oh, yes; she was here last Friday,” Janey said as she returned to her files. The case had clearly lost all interest for her. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you have any idea what she saw Doctor Roberts about?” 
 
    Janey looked up from a pile of patients’ notes. 
 
    “I’m sure there’s no secret there, sergeant. She’d sprained her wrist.” 
 
    “You’re sure about that?” 
 
    “Positive. She came in holding some frozen peas to her wrist and came out from seeing the doctor with it in a sling. I had to open the door for her, actually. I remember when I sprained my wrist when I was a child …” 
 
    Riddle was no longer listening. 
 
      
 
    Riddle walked back to his car with relief flooding through his veins. While Miller would be extremely happy, Riddle was equally relieved. There had never been any apparent motive why Charlotte would have been the killer, but she could have been. That had been Riddle’s point. He wondered if he had pushed his point too far. Not that it was important now. Charlotte was in the clear and they could concentrate on the investigation from now on. 
 
    Seeing no reason to waste time, he took out his mobile phone and called Miller. Ten minutes later, he was back outside Miller’s apartment block. 
 
    “Well, sergeant,” Miller said as he swung himself into the car, “you’re satisfied now that Charlotte isn’t a cold blooded killer?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Riddle said, feeling uncomfortable at Miller’s ability to make him feel like an indulged schoolboy. 
 
    “Good. Well, let’s go and find out exactly who is.” 
 
    “Right, sir.” 
 
    Miller looked at his sergeant and smiled. “It’s OK sergeant; I would have been disappointed if you had been willing to take my word without having proof.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir,” Riddle said, feeling surprised at how good Miller’s statement made him feel. “It’s not that I didn’t believe you, it’s just –” 
 
    “That this is out first case together and apart from station gossip, you know bugger all about me?” 
 
    Riddle’s mouth opened to speak, but he wasn’t sure what to say. He was finding working with Detective Inspector Miller a rather bewildering business.  
 
    “What next?” he asked finally. 
 
    “It’s time we spoke to Jennifer – she should have recovered enough to talk with us by now.” 
 
      
 
    Miller and Riddle drove in the direction of Charlotte’s flat, turning left up a steep hill just before they reached the apartments. This road was lined with council houses – many now bought by former tenants – and Riddle once again smiled as he passed a garden full of gnomes, windmills and other colourful paraphernalia. 
 
    Towards the top of the hill the road skirted the Abbey grounds. At this point Miller turned right and then after a few hundred yards left into the long imposing drive of Curlew House. 
 
    Nodding to the PC on duty, Miller and Riddle walked to Jennifer’s first floor room. 
 
    Jennifer Downing carried herself with a level of composure and grace that surprised Riddle. When he had initially arrived on the scene, the local officers had lost no time in giving him the lowdown on the family. The wife of the bank manager liked a drink, he was told. “Likes a drink rather too well, if you know what I mean,” one of the beat constables had said. Riddle did know what he meant – and by all accounts, Jennifer certainly took every opportunity to drink. But now she was sober, Riddle found himself being impressed. She had clearly once been a very attractive woman – still was when she took the effort. 
 
    Jennifer’s skin had none of the pallor normally associated with heavy drinkers – nor were her eyes bloodshot. All in all, she gave the impression of being a very competent woman. She was dressed all in black – more coincidence than good taste as she would surely only have brought one outfit for the morning – and she wore a string of pearls that, if genuine, must have cost her husband a few quid. Then again, Riddle thought, he was a bank manager. He also noticed that she had striking eggshell coloured eyes that were framed by a dark rimmed pair of glasses with their designer’s name etched into the arms. Those eyes now firmly held the gaze of his inspector. 
 
    “I believe you have some questions,” Jennifer said, extending her hand. “Please accept my apologies for not being available earlier.” 
 
    Miller waved the apology aside as Jennifer led them inside to the living room. Like the rest of the house, it was cold and smelled slightly musty. The furniture was dark and stood a sullen guard over the room. 
 
    “Just a couple of things initially, Mrs. Downing,” Miller said as Jennifer poured him a cup of strong black coffee. 
 
    “Can you tell me if your husband stayed downstairs all night until you went to bed?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The monosyllable was uttered without tone or inference. 
 
    “No?” Miller asked. “Do you mean you can’t or won’t tell us?” 
 
    “Won’t?” Jennifer said. “Why ever wouldn’t I tell you if I could? What I mean to say is that I have no idea if my husband was there or not. I am not, nor have I ever been his keeper.” 
 
    “Then you can’t confirm his movements?” 
 
    “His movements?” Jennifer said. Riddle wasn’t sure, but did he detect amusement in her eyes? 
 
    “I made a few drinks, I watched the storm. I lost track of time. I don’t see how this is important, Inspector. Henry’s mother died hours later – and we all saw her before we went to bed.” 
 
    “I realise that,” Miller said. Suddenly, he felt very tired. He rubbed his eyes and as he did so an image of Charlotte came into his mind. Her arm in the sling, face drawn with pain, she still looked like the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He blinked to erase the image and concentrate on the interview. 
 
    Jennifer’s eyes were locked on him and he found himself seeing her as if for the first time. Slim, yet very feminine, the delicate curves hinted at by the simple black dress she wore, reminded Miller of one of those sixties models. Not the really thin one, but a brunette … Jean something. Lovely eyes … 
 
    “Sir?” Riddle asked, wondering if his boss was feeling unwell. 
 
    Miller looked momentarily confused. “Yes?” 
 
    “You were just asking Mrs. Downing about the party.” 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said, trying to regain focus. “I realise it may seem unimportant but indulge me.” 
 
    Jennifer smiled at the Inspector. “Please forgive me.” She glanced at the drinks cabinet. “It’s just that I don’t understand how it matters who was where at that point in the evening. Surely what would be more important is if you asked me about whom I saw going to the bathroom and who I saw coming back.” 
 
    “The bathroom?” Riddle asked, suddenly feeling that his earlier impression of sobriety might have been misplaced. 
 
    “Yes, sergeant, the bathroom.” Jennifer turned her gaze from one policeman to the other. “I see that you don’t understand the significance of what I say.” 
 
    “Actually, I was coming to that,” Miller said, “but please go on.” 
 
    “My room was the last on the corridor, just before the stairs leading to the second floor where Mabel’s room is … was. Anyway, all there is past my room is the bathroom and a small linen closet.” 
 
    “I’m with you so far,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, the crux of the matter is that I suffer from claustrophobia and therefore can not stand to close my bedroom door unless I’m dressing.” 
 
    Miller listened intently, as Jennifer’s description of events was borne out by Charlotte’s evidence. He exchanged glances with his sergeant and despite the Dictaphone that was recording the interviews, he motioned to Riddle to take out his notebook. 
 
    “My dressing table was directly opposite the door, and I was sitting there doing what I always do. Brushing my hair, applying moisturiser to my face …” 
 
    “And …” Miller said impatiently. 
 
    “And, I could therefore see everyone walk past my room in the direction of the bathroom and I could see everyone walk past on their way back to their rooms.” 
 
    “You counted them all out and you counted them all back again?” Riddle asked, unable to help himself. 
 
    “That’s right,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “And who was the last person to pass your room?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the funny thing.” 
 
    “Go on.” Miller’s voice was suddenly alive with urgency. 
 
    “Well, as I said everyone pretty much took in turns to use the bathroom. Everyone, that is, apart from Stella. She didn’t go to the bathroom until later.” 
 
    “Later?” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, I can’t be exact,” Jennifer said with what Riddle thought might have been a hint of satisfaction, “but I’d say thirty minutes before Charlotte passed and found the body.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The two detectives were standing outside Curlew House. The wind – although it had dropped since the previous night – was still buffeting the town, especially on the cliff top. Miller and Riddle had been going over everything they had learned that morning, particularly Jennifer’s assertion that Stella had been the only person who could have been at the end of the house where Mabel’s body was found. 
 
    “I suppose,” Riddle said, as he stamped his feet, “that pretty much seals it. Accepting, of course, that Jennifer’s evidence is correct and she isn’t trying to implicate Stella for some reason – we have our prime suspect. It also,” Riddle added after a moment’s pause, “confirms Charlotte Sanderson is in the clear, as we know Mabel had been dead for at least half an hour before Charlotte discovered her body. There’s no way she would have had time to commit the murder.” 
 
    Miller made no response. Riddle was beginning to think that his boss hadn’t heard him when the Inspector said, “Something’s not right.” 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “I understand what you’re saying – and normally I would agree that Stella looks like our number one suspect – but there was something Jennifer said. I just can’t put my finger on it, but something she said didn’t quite fit.” 
 
    “You think she was lying?” Riddle asked even though he was convinced she had been telling the truth. The way he saw it, Jennifer’s evidence had appeared quite unequivocal. Perhaps that was his boss’s problem; was he one of those policemen who were never happy if there wasn’t some mysterious puzzle to be unravelled. 
 
    At that moment, Jennifer emerged from the house and lit a cigarette. 
 
    “Inspector … Sergeant,” Jennifer said between deep and long drags. 
 
    “Mrs. Downing,” Miller said, “do you mind if I just clear a couple of details?” 
 
    Jennifer picked a loose piece of tobacco from her surprisingly white teeth. “Of course.”  
 
    “When your mother-in-law’s body was discovered there was a paperback novel by her side. Did you happen to see what it was? 
 
    Jennifer answered without a pause. “No.” 
 
    “It was Bram Stoker’s Dracula,” Miller said. “Have you read it?” 
 
    “I must say I find that an odd question,” Jennifer said after blowing a long plume of smoke from her mouth. 
 
    “Indulge me.” 
 
    “I may have read it when I was young, but I don’t remember it. Such stories are not my forte, Inspector.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said. To Riddle’s ear he sounded if he did not believe Jennifer, but he moved on to his other point. 
 
    “Can you remember what Stella was wearing when she passed your room?” 
 
    “How could I forget?” Jennifer said, a look of mild horror crossing her face. “She was wearing that awful bright green dressing gown of hers. Stevie Wonder would have noticed that dressing gown. Shocking thing.” 
 
    “And no one else owns anything similar?” Miller was unable to hide his rising level of excitement. 
 
    “I should hope not,” Jennifer said with feeling. 
 
    Miller thanked Jennifer who just nodded as she lit a new cigarette with the end of the old one. The two policemen left her and walked to the cliff edge, below where the North Sea was remorselessly battering the coast. 
 
    “Sir?” Riddle said, raising his voice to be heard over the wind. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why you were so insistent about Jennifer’s evidence. We already know Miss Sanderson could not have committed the crime as she had sprained her wrist the day before.” 
 
    “I just needed to be sure.” 
 
    Miller turned to face his sergeant. 
 
    “Look, Charlotte can be very useful in this investigation. She knows the family very well. So I need you to be sure she is innocent so you don’t think for a minute –” 
 
    “That your relationship with Miss Sanderson is affecting your judgment and bringing the case into disrepute?” Riddle said, with a smile. 
 
    Miller laughed. “That’s about the size of it, sergeant.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t say I’m comfortable with the situation, especially keeping all this from the Chief Constable,” Riddle said. “But …” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But, I do see how helpful Miss Sanderson could be. Especially in a case like this where the killer is almost certainly one of the family.” 
 
    Miller was nodding his head. 
 
    “OK, sergeant. Now we have established that the woman I intend to marry isn’t the next Elizabeth Bathroy, we can get on with finding out who did kill Mabel Downing.” 
 
    Miller threw a stone off the cliff and watched as the foam of the wildly churning ocean claimed it. 
 
    “Why didn’t you push Jennifer about the book?” Riddle said as he turned around and faced inland towards the Abbey. 
 
    “You think it’s relevant?” Miller asked, genuinely interested in Riddle’s opinion. 
 
    “I don’t see how,” Riddle said. “We know Mabel Downing was an avid reader.” 
 
    “Have you looked at the books in her room?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Well,” Riddle said, “I’ve had a quick look. Mostly old ones I’d say.” 
 
    Miller smiled and then winced as the cold wind made his teeth hurt. 
 
    “They were old ones,” he said rubbing his jaw, “and there were many different genres: poetry, nineteenth century novels, natural history; in fact, almost every subject you can imagine with two exceptions.” 
 
    “Really?” Riddle said, far from sure this was remotely relevant. 
 
    “There was no detective fiction,” Miller said. 
 
    “Not everyone likes detectives,” Riddle said smiling. 
 
    “And there was no gothic fiction,” Miller added. 
 
    “Perhaps she fancied a change,” Riddle said. “After all, she did live in Whitby.” 
 
    “Not any more,” Miller said so quietly that the wind took his words. “Come on, sergeant,” he said after a moment’s pause, “I think it’s about time we had a proper talk with Stella Downing.” 
 
      
 
    They found Stella in the kitchen of Curlew House. She was buttering a slice of toast while staring out of the window. The smell of charcoal infused the air and Miller noticed that there were four burnt slices on top of the work surface. 
 
    “Miss Downing,” Miller began and then said, “Sorry… Stella.” 
 
    She turned to face the policemen and her beauty instantly struck Riddle. Stella’s hair was a rich shade of blond. It was cut in a fashionable bob that perfectly complemented a face that was clear and healthy. Only the bags around her eyes hinted at recent events. She was ravishing, Riddle thought, as he found his eyes lingering a little longer than was strictly necessary. 
 
    Stella was wearing a dark brown polo neck sweater that hugged her curves and a long leather skirt with a high split up the left side. She wore little jewellery, just a single ring on the second finger on her right hand. Her fingers were long and slender and as they brushed crumbs away from her chest, Riddle guiltily looked away. 
 
    “Frank,” she said in a small wavering voice, “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    Even in the subdued light of the kitchen, Stella’s ring glistened as she moved to embrace Miller. The Inspector awkwardly backed away. 
 
    “Sorry, Stella, but we’re here on –” 
 
    “I know,” she interrupted. “How’s Charlotte? Is she OK? She had become so fond of my mother.”  
 
    Stella returned to buttering the same piece of toast with a knife that was butter free. 
 
    “Very upset – and in pain. But she’ll be OK.” 
 
    “She’s lucky to have you, Frank.” 
 
    This was not the kind of interview Riddle was used to; his doubts were beginning to resurface again. 
 
    As if sensing this, Miller gestured Stella to sit at the dining table. 
 
    “Stella, we need to talk.” 
 
    “Of course, the sooner you catch the man who did this, the better.” 
 
    “Man?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Stella said, suddenly unsure. “It must have been a man. What woman could have done such a thing?” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not as simple as that,” Miller said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.” 
 
     “While we’re not ruling anything out at this early stage,” Miller said, aware he was sounding cold and officious, “I think it’s fair to say that we’re not looking for anyone beyond the household just now.” 
 
    Lines appeared on Stella’s forehead.  
 
    “What does that mean?” she asked, before answering her own question. “You think it was one of the family?” 
 
    “I’m afraid it looks likely that it was someone in the house last night. So that would be Charlotte, Charlie and yes, one of the family.” 
 
    “But why?” she said, standing up. Her voice was rising and Riddle began to stand too, but Miller put an arm across him. 
 
    “It makes no sense,” Stella said. “Why would any of us want to kill mummy?” 
 
    Miller’s eyes narrowed, but he said nothing. 
 
    “What motive could there be?” Stella turned her strong blue eyes on Riddle. 
 
    “Well, Miss Downing,” Riddle said. “Your mother was a very wealthy woman.” 
 
    Stella looked at the sergeant as if this was the first time that her mother’s financial standing had ever occurred to her. 
 
    “I suppose she was,” she said, slowly sitting down again. 
 
    After a moment’s pause, she looked at Miller. 
 
    “Stella,” Miller said, “if you take my advice, I would call a lawyer before we go any further.” 
 
    “A lawyer?” Stella laughed bitterly. “Why should I have a lawyer? I don’t even know any lawyers.” 
 
    “But I do,” said a voice from behind them. 
 
    Henry Downing stood in the door. He was dressed in a well-tailored suit that Riddle thought had seen one too many winters. 
 
    “If you need any help, Stella.” 
 
    For a moment, Stella’s eyes flashed. Then she managed to gain control of herself. 
 
    “It looks as if we might all need a lawyer,” Stella said. 
 
    “Is this true?” Henry asked Miller. 
 
    “Mr. Downing,” Miller said as he stood up, “I would indeed advise that would be the most prudent course.” 
 
    “If I could suggest that we just have a few minutes with Stella now – as she’s here – and then we’ll come and see you as head of the family?” 
 
    If possible, Henry straightened even further at this and then nodded his head. 
 
    “I will be in the living room,” he said and turned to leave. 
 
    Miller sat back down. 
 
    “Stella,” he said, “do you want us to arrange for a lawyer before we speak any further?” 
 
    “Do I really need one?” 
 
    “That’s your decision. But I would advise that you do.” 
 
    Stella stared at her hands almost as if she had not heard Miller’s last statement. 
 
    “I have nothing to hide. Ask me your questions.” 
 
    Despite the situation, Miller could not but help smile at Stella’s attempt at bravado. He could see what Charlie saw in her. There was certainly more than a surface beauty here. 
 
    “OK,” Miller said, “I tell you what. I only have two questions now and then we’ll leave you for now and you can decide what you want to do.” 
 
    Riddle shifted uncomfortably. 
 
    “Stella,” Miller said slowly, “I cannot stress how important this is. You must answer honestly and with as much detail as you can.” 
 
    “Honesty and detail. Got it.” 
 
    “Can you take me through the events of last night, from when your mother came down to the party?” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure my recollection won’t be any different from the ones you’ve already heard, but if you think it will help.” 
 
    Miller assured her that it would. 
 
    “All right,” Stella said as she wiped her eyes once more. 
 
    “As you know, mother came downstairs to the living room where she opened her birthday presents. Then Jennifer suggested we all have a drink, so we all went in to the conservatory.” 
 
    “Hold on,” Miller said. “Can we just go back to the presents? What did you buy your mother?” 
 
    “Charlie and I bought her a broach. She loved cameos.” 
 
    “And nothing else?” Riddle interrupted. 
 
    “Of course not. We only ever bought one present each.” 
 
    “What about the scarf?” Miller asked, speaking the words with a soft urgency. 
 
    “The scarf? What scarf?” 
 
    Riddle was beginning to lose his patience. 
 
    “The final present your mother received was a scarf. Did you give it her?” 
 
    Stella addressed her answer to Miller. 
 
    “I have no idea who bought the scarf – nor do I see why that’s important.” 
 
    She’s a good liar, Riddle thought. 
 
    “You’ve told us that everyone only ever bought your mother one present, yet here was an additional gift and you didn’t think of it as odd?” Miller said slowly. 
 
    “I didn’t think of it at all. Poor Charlie looked like he was suffering – he’s not used to these family occasions like I am – so I was just glad we could retire to the conservatory and have a drink.” 
 
    “All right,” Miller said, “we’ll pass over the matter of the scarf for now. Let me ask you my second question. When you went to bed last night, did you get up again to visit the bathroom.” 
 
    “No,” Stella said this with a sense of the absolute. 
 
    “You’re positive? After all, you had drunk a fair bit,” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I am perfectly in control of my bladder, sergeant.” 
 
    “OK, Stella,” Miller said. “That’s enough for now; we’ll speak again later. There will be a WPC in the house, just in case you need her.” 
 
    If Stella saw through Miller’s excuse and realised she was essentially a prisoner in her mother’s house, she did not show it. 
 
    As she crossed the room, Miller turned to face her. 
 
    “Oh, by the way. Have you ever read Dracula?” 
 
    Stella’s brow furrowed. “No, but I’ve seen it on TV.” 
 
    “Just one more thing, then. You do own a bright green dressing gown, don’t you?” 
 
    Stella looked around, too tired to find the question odd. She nodded her answer. 
 
    “Do you know if anyone else has one?” 
 
    Stella did not need to think. 
 
    “Another one of those?” She found the idea that anyone else in the household would have a similar gown amusing, despite her situation. 
 
    “I really can’t see Charlotte or Jennifer wearing something like that, can you?” 
 
    “We had to ask,” Miller said with a sigh. 
 
    “Anyway,” Stella said as she headed out the room. “That’s one of the reasons I like it so much: it’s something no one else has.” 
 
    “Damned by her own words,” Riddle said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    After interviewing Stella Downing, Miller decided it was too late to speak with Henry. Riddle was relieved, it had been a long day and the last thing he needed was an interview with the town’s Bank Manager. 
 
    When he met his boss the following morning, he felt refreshed and reinvigorated. 
 
    “What’s the plan for today, boss?” Riddle asked. “Shall we speak to our prime suspect?” 
 
    “You watch too much television,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle refused to have his good mood dampened. The two policemen were sitting in Sherlock’s – a recently opened café on Flowergate, a steep hill that climbed from the foot of the town’s swing bridge towards the Victorian west side. 
 
    Decorated in the style of the great detective’s Baker Street lodgings, mauve furnishings, oil lamps and old books filled out the café’s plentiful nooks and crannies. Miller had been taken with the place the first time he had been in, despite a mix up where he received soup instead of salad and cola instead of coffee. In spite of these teething troubles, Miller had become a regular. This late January morning, he and Riddle were the only customers apart from a man sitting on his own in a corner whom Miller recognised but could not quite place. He was reading a copy of Dracula. 
 
    Riddle was cupping a mug of hot coffee in his hands and was just beginning to thaw out. It had been another bitterly cold night with more snow flurries and an icy wind which was still cutting through the town. 
 
    The cafe’s owner placed a hot chocolate in front of Miller.  
 
    “Blue Carbuncle weather,” she said with a nod to the window where intermittent flakes of snow danced in time to the violin concerto that was playing. 
 
    Miller smiled. 
 
    “Blue what?” Riddle said after she had left them to clear plates from a table by the window. 
 
    “I can see there are some alarming holes in your training, sergeant,” Miller said. 
 
    It was becoming clear to Riddle that there were going to be times when he had no idea what his boss was talking about. He felt the need to get on to safer ground. 
 
    “What I was saying about Stella,” he said as he took a tentative slurp of the steaming chocolate. “Surely you agree she’s our prime, I mean chief suspect.” 
 
    Miller sighed. “I suppose she is.” 
 
    “You don’t sound convinced, sir.” 
 
    “It’s not that. I was just thinking about Charlie. God knows what I’m going to say to him.” 
 
    “Which is why – ” Riddle began. 
 
    “I know, I know. But this is where we are now, Riddle. So let’s concentrate on the hand we’ve been dealt.” 
 
    Riddle was not sure that Miller had so much been dealt a hand than grabbed the deck and chosen his own cards, but thought better of pointing this out. 
 
    “You’re right about Stella,” Miller said after a short pause. “She certainly looks to be the obvious suspect and to be honest, the facts certainly point that way. But we need more.” 
 
    “More?” 
 
    “Of course, sergeant. What exactly do we have now? The evidence of Jennifer Downing would not exactly be rock solid, would it? A defence counsel would make mince meat out of us if we based our case on someone who they would present as a borderline alcoholic, who had been drinking heavily at the party. And as for what Stella told us last night, she wasn’t under caution and she could deny the whole thing. It’s there and it may well be true, but we need more.” 
 
    Riddle could see his boss’ point. “OK, so what’s the plan?” 
 
    “I think we should divide to conquer,” Miller said glancing at his watch. “We need to find out everything possible about Stella. Go and talk to her boss at the RNLI and see what they have to say about her. Then we need to find out about this green dressing gown. Where did she buy it? Can you get one in Whitby? If so, do they have a record of who they’ve been sold to. That should keep you busy for the morning.” 
 
    Riddle made a couple of brief notes. His earlier enthusiasm was already ebbing away. He let himself slide a little lower in his chair and felt the air of a Victorian bachelor’s apartment envelop him. Not knowing why, Riddle felt an odd reluctance to leave Sherlock’s and return to the twenty-first century. 
 
    “And you?” Riddle asked as he grudgingly finished his drink. If it was not enough that he was finally getting warm again, he had his eye on a piece of the blueberry cake that looked particularly appetising. 
 
    “I think it’s time I went to see Charlotte,” Miller said. “Now you’ve proved she’s in the clear, we need to get more details from her about what happened and she should be able to tell us about Stella. I know she’s not going to like me asking, but it needs to be done. And besides,” he added with a sheepish smile, “it will be nice to see her.” 
 
    “Now she’s not a possible suspect?” Riddle interrupted, one eye on the cake stand. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Fair enough. Like I’ve said, I can see how useful she can be. Just be careful, not everyone’s as understanding as me.” 
 
    He said it lightly, but they both knew it was a serious point. Despite the fact she was in the clear, the Chief Constable would not see the situation in such a favourable light. Miller and Charlotte’s relationship would have to remain a secret if he was to stay on the case. 
 
    “We better get a move on,” Miller said. 
 
    The two policemen stood up and put their coats and scarves on, Riddle more reluctantly than his boss. 
 
    Miller paid for their drinks and they headed out into the largely deserted streets. Miller turned right and headed downhill towards the bridge. Riddle paused for a moment as he lifted his collar against an icy blast. Before he headed along the harbour front towards the RNLI shop, he had one last look at the blueberry cake. Perhaps he might get a slice to go. 
 
      
 
    Riddle’s decision to go back into Sherlock’s turned out to be a good one. For when he finally arrived at the RNLI shop, flicking crumbs from his overcoat, Alan Donald was only just arriving to unlock the office. The shop was closed in the week during winter and Riddle could have found himself waiting outside in what he thought must have been Siberian winds. 
 
    Riddle showed his warrant card and followed the bulky figure of the coxswain up the stairs to an office over the shop. 
 
    “You’re lucky to catch me, sergeant,” the lifeboat man said as he sat behind a cluttered desk. “We’ve been called out twice in the night. I’ve just popped in on my way home to bed.” 
 
    “Of course, Mr. Donald.” 
 
    Riddle, like most people who lived on or near the coast, had a huge respect for the volunteers of the RNLI. 
 
    “Call me Alan, no one calls me Mr. Donald. That’s unless you’re here to arrest me!” He let out a large bellowing laugh. 
 
    “No, Mr. ... Alan. I just wanted to ask you a few questions about Stella Downing.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said, his face becoming grave. “Accept my apologies. It’s been another long night. Of course, I’ve heard about Stella’s mother. Terrible business. I’m not sure what I can tell you that will help, but I’ll tell you anything I can. What do you want to know?” 
 
    “It’s just routine,” Riddle said, although he was aware how unconvincing he sounded. “I’d just like a little background on Stella Downing. What she was like as a colleague, did she get on with everyone? That sort of thing.” 
 
    Alan Donald’s large bushy eyebrows raised with what appeared to be great effort, like a capsized man struggling to climb a wet cliff to safety. After a moment’s pause, they fell back towards the rocky outcrop of the lifeboat man’s face. 
 
    “I must confess I’m not sure what you’re getting at,” he said slowly as if he was choosing his words carefully. “The woman’s mother has been murdered by some madman. I don’t see whether Stella was employee of the month has any bearing on the situation.” 
 
    Riddle smiled to himself. He was having to adjust his initial impression of the man. There was intelligence behind the lifeboat man’s hazel eyes. 
 
    “As I said, it’s just a matter of routine,” Riddle repeated, this time sounding even less convincing that earlier. “In a case like this, it’s important that we get as much background information as possible. You never know when this might provide a clue – however small – that might help us catch the killer.” He was improvising, hoping it was not too obvious. 
 
    Alan Donald unfolded his thick arms and placed his palms flat on the desk, dislodging a stack of RNLI tea towels that had just had their prices added. He let out a big sigh. 
 
    “All right, sergeant. I’ll tell you what you want to know.” 
 
      
 
    Even as Riddle had gone back into Sherlock’s and was waiting for his blueberry cake, Miller was strolling with a barely concealed excitement towards Charlotte’s apartment. After crossing the bridge, he turned right and walked past his favourite bookshop without a second glance. Turning right again onto the main road he picked up speed. Miller had to admit that although he had been positive that Charlotte could not have had anything to do with Mabel’s death, the moment Riddle had cleared her beyond any doubt he had felt an almighty weight lifted from his shoulders. Of course, the Chief Constable would still hang him by his innards if he had the slightest inclination that he was involved with Charlotte. Miller knew his boss would never see that Charlotte could be a great help to the case. 
 
    It was these thoughts that occupied Miller as he walked the final few yards to Charlotte’s flat. As he walked across the car park, he was suddenly aware that he was sweating. He took a few moments to compose himself and cool down. Surreptitiously, he lifted his arm in the air and sniffed; his deodorant was working. 
 
    Miller rang the bell and waited until Charlotte’s face appeared on a small monitor. She didn’t look herself, he thought. But that was hardly surprising given the past few days; and besides, these video entry systems were the moving equivalent of the passport photo. 
 
    “Frank,” a disembodied voice said. “Come up.” 
 
    Resisting the urge to climb the three flights of stairs two at a time, Miller took measured steps towards Charlotte’s top floor apartment. The stairwell was decorated with modern abstracts with blue being the dominant colour. He guessed that this was an architect’s concession to the location, as was the naming of the individual residences. Miller arrived outside a door with ‘Crows Nest’ carved into a piece of driftwood. Once again he found himself sighing inwardly at the lack on an apostrophe as he knocked lightly on the door. 
 
    “It’s open,” Charlotte called from within. 
 
    “You should be more careful about leaving your door unlocked,” Miller said, stopping himself in time from adding, “especially at the moment.” 
 
    “Stop fussing,” Charlotte said as she walked in from the kitchen. She was dressed in a smart black skirt, with a matching polo neck. She looked tired, in pain, but mesmerizingly beautiful to Miller. He crossed the distance between them in two long steps and took her head in his hands. He kissed her softly, but with a measure of insistence. He could sense his desire welling up, as could Charlotte. 
 
    “Detective Inspector,” she said with a laugh, “I hope you don’t do that to everyone you come to interview.” 
 
    “I haven’t come to interview you,” he said as he pulled her closer to him again. This time she did not resist. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Miller and Charlotte were sitting at the granite breakfast bar in Charlotte’s kitchen. As Charlotte busied herself with the espresso machine, Miller took his notebook out from his jacket pocket. 
 
    “So you are here to interview me,” Charlotte said with a smile. 
 
    Miller returned the smile. “Not really,” he said accepting a perfectly brewed coffee, “but I was hoping you could help me.” 
 
    “You know I’ll help in any way I can. Mabel was always very kind to me and if there’s anything I can do to help catch the person who did this then I will.” 
 
    “Anything? Even if it might involve a friend?” 
 
    “A friend?” Charlotte looked puzzled as she repeated the procedure to make an espresso. 
 
    Miller took a gulp of coffee and then said simply, “Stella.” 
 
    “Stella!” Charlotte said, her voice rising. “I can’t believe for a second that Stella would have anything – anything at all – to do with the death of her own mother.” 
 
    Miller sighed. “I know, Charlotte. I don’t want her to be involved either. But I can’t just ignore the facts.” 
 
    “Facts?” Charlotte said through a sudden burst of steam from the coffee machine. 
 
    Miller explained everything they had discovered. He told Charlotte about Jennifer’s evidence about Stella saying goodnight to her and then Stella’s point blank refusal that she has passed Jennifer’s bedroom at all. He then told her about the dressing gown and how no one else owned one. 
 
    “The only thing we don’t understand at the moment,” Miller said, “is motive.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Charlotte said, sitting down with her drink. “That’s all circumstantial and I am sure there must be an explanation. Anyway, Stella loved her mother. It’s not as if she’s even bothered about the money.” 
 
    Charlotte stopped herself and grimaced. 
 
    “Money?” 
 
    “Oh, God. You don’t know, do you? I just assumed that you knew.” 
 
    “Know what, Charlotte?” Miller’s voice was now formal and harsh. 
 
    “It’s just that Mabel was thinking about changing her will.” 
 
    “Jesus!” Miller said. “You didn’t think this was a piece of information that might have been useful?” 
 
    Charlotte looked scared. 
 
    Miller instantly regretted his outburst. “Charlotte, I’m sorry. It’s not your fault. You’ve had so much to deal with.” 
 
    He put his hand on her knee and smiled kindly at her. “But you do need to tell me what you mean about the will. As far as I was concerned, she left her money equally to her children.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Charlotte said as if she was still making her mind up whether to say any more. 
 
    “Charlotte,” Miller said calmly. “Please.” 
 
    Charlotte sighed. “All right. A week or so ago, Mabel asked to see me. To cut a long story short, she said that as all her family were financially secure, she wanted to use her money to help me set up my own business. I told her I didn’t want the money, but she could be a very determined woman.” 
 
    “Christ. The family are being cut out?” Miller said. 
 
    “They were still going to get small bequests, but yes, the lion’s share was going to come to me. Of course, that’s all academic as Mabel was going to the solicitor’s this week.” 
 
    “So as far as you know there’s no new will?” 
 
    “No. The old will stands and I’m glad. I never wanted the money, but that was Mabel. Once she got something in to her head, no one could change her mind. I wouldn’t have kept it, of course; I would have given it back to the family.” 
 
    “You told them that? You told them you would give them the money back?” 
 
    “Well, no. I didn’t see any point in causing upset. I thought Mabel would live for years and I suppose I thought she might change her mind again. You see, as far as I was aware, no one knew and I didn’t want to be source of upset. It was only on the night of the party that I found out that Stella somehow knew. That was the last thing I wanted to happen. You know how money can cause rifts in families.”  
 
    “Exactly how much was involved?” Miller said, his pen poised over a sheet of his notebook. 
 
    Charlotte was quiet for a moment. She was thinking of Stella, of their friendship, of how kind Stella had been to her when Charlotte first arrived in Whitby. Then when she finally spoke, it was with a voice filled with regret. 
 
    “Roughly speaking,” she said, “about a million pounds.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Sergeant Riddle looked gratefully at his mobile phone. He was still sitting opposite Alan Donald, but it had been at least half an hour since the lifeboat man had told him anything of use.  
 
    “I am sorry, sir; but I have to go. You’ve been very helpful,” he said without waiting for a response. 
 
    Five minutes later, Riddle and Miller met outside the Middle Earth Tavern. Miller quickly brought his sergeant up to speed as they headed to collect the car. 
 
    “We’ll drive back to the house straight away,” Miller said as they arrived at the harbour car park. “On the way, you can tell me what our verbose coxswain had to say about Stella.” 
 
    Riddle pulled the car out of the car park and turned right, heading back the way they had walked. Just before Charlotte’s apartment he took a left and the car immediately began to climb the steep hill towards the headland and Curlew House. 
 
    “I got the impression that he was being careful about what he said,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Because there was something he didn’t want us to know?” Miller asked. 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment before replying. 
 
    “No,” he said slowly. “He’d heard about the murder – the whole town has by now – but he did seem genuinely surprised that we wanted to ask him about Stella in connection with it.” 
 
    “So he was reluctant to speak?” 
 
    “Not once I had told me that it was purely routine.” 
 
    The car had now reached the top of the hill. The long boundary wall of the Abbey was on their left and behind it one of the most famous views of the historic ruins. Miller paused at the T-junction. 
 
    “So once your lifeboat man was confident we were not investigating Stella, he was happy to talk?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Miller said as Riddle put the car into gear and turned right. A hundred yards later, he turned left into the driveway that led to Curlew House. It was bordered on both sides by a farmer’s field. Disinterested cattle idly watched their progress. 
 
    “So what did you learn?” Miller asked as the car pulled up in front of the house. 
 
    “Mr. Donald told me that Stella had been a very good worker, was popular with the other staff and was a conscientiousness fund raiser and that’s what he would write on any reference he was asked to provide for her.” 
 
    Miller viewed his sergeant with a sudden interest. 
 
    “And what would he not include on a reference?” 
 
    Riddle smiled. 
 
    “He said that a few months ago some money went missing from the till. He never discovered who was responsible, but…” 
 
    “He thinks Stella stole it?” Miller said. “Interesting. But even if that’s the case, it’s a long way from petty theft to murder.” 
 
    “True,” Riddle agreed. 
 
    Miller eyed his sergeant keenly. 
 
    “There’s more?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Riddle said. “Mr. Donald interviewed all the staff and when it was Stella’s turn, she broke down in tears.” 
 
    “She admitted it?” Miller said. 
 
    “No, sir. She denied it. But,” he added in response to Miller’s quizzical look, “she admitted something else.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “She said she would never steal from a charity, but that she really needed the money as she was seriously in debt.” 
 
    “Really?” Miller’s thoughts were going back to the times he had been out with Charlie, Charlotte and Stella. He had always assumed that she was well off. 
 
    “Couldn’t she have asked her mother for money?” 
 
    “Apparently Mrs. Downing had cleared her debts once before on the condition that she cut up all her cards and never got into debt again.” 
 
    “And she kept her cards?” 
 
    “I don’t know, sir; we could find out. But it’s easy enough to get other cards. The upshot is that she was in an even worse position than before, with little chance of getting out of it, unless –” 
 
    “Unless,” Miller said finishing the sentence, “she suddenly inherited a large amount of money.” 
 
    Miller was silent for a moment. The wind was buffeting the car and now the engine had been turned off Riddle was longing for the warmth of Sherlock’s. 
 
    “Come on,” Miller said bracing himself against the cold, “we need to talk to Stella. After that we’ll pay a visit to Mrs. Downing’s solicitor and find out exactly what the financial situation is.” 
 
    Riddle nodded his agreement as the two policemen got out of the car and walked up the steps to Curlew House. 
 
      
 
    “Afternoon, sir,” said PC Lisa Newbold as she stood to one side to let her senior officers inside. 
 
    “Anything to report?” Miller asked, a slight twinkle in his eye. He liked Newbold. She was short, barely meeting the force’s minimum height requirement, but what she lacked in height, she more than made up for in efficiency and enthusiasm. 
 
    “All the family are inside, sir,” she said. “Henry Downing is in the living room with his wife. Peter has been in his room for most of the morning, apart from a very brief breakfast.” 
 
    Miller nodded, a smile creeping over his chapped lips. 
 
    “But I’m assuming it’s Stella Downing you wish to speak with first.” 
 
    I’ll have to watch this one, Miller thought. Newbold was more perceptive than many of her colleagues who had been with the force much longer. 
 
    “Always dangerous to assume,” Miller said out loud and then added with a smile, “but in this case you’re correct. Where is she?” 
 
    A look of pride shot across Newbold’s face, but it was quickly banished by the blank professional expression she liked to present to the world when she was on duty. 
 
    “In her room, sir. Hasn’t left it all day.” 
 
    Miller thanked her and the two policemen walked into the house’s entrance hall. 
 
    They were greeted with the sight of Henry Downing once again leaning on the ornate mantelpiece, in his favourite Victorian portrait pose. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Chief Inspector,” he said summarily ignoring Riddle. “You are here to speak with me.”  
 
    “No,” Miller said simply. 
 
    This momentarily nonplussed Henry, so much so that he addressed his next statement to Riddle. 
 
    “Then why are you here? Do you have news?” 
 
    Riddle found himself studying the bank manager. The initial impression people tended to have of Henry Downing was of the archetypal pillar of the community. But when you looked closer, things were a little different. 
 
    Riddle was suddenly reminded of something he had read about Camera Lucinda. The gist, as far as he could recollect, was that small and inconsequential details could reveal more than the main subject in a picture. With Henry, it was not the broad strokes of his assumed air of importance or the way he refused to speak to a junior member of staff; it was the details such as his cuffs, slightly frayed; or his shoes, worn past the point where they would have once been replaced. 
 
    Riddle suddenly realised that he had been asked a question. “No news at the moment, sir. But we would like to speak with Miss Downing.” 
 
    “Stella?” Henry said, in a tone that was filled with a mixture of offence and disdain. “You will find here upstairs in her room.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said, leading the way up the stairs. 
 
    “You don’t like him, do you?” Riddle asked as they reached the first floor. 
 
    Miller turned to face his sergeant. “Oh, I like him. I just don’t have time for him right now.” 
 
    As Jennifer had explained the day before, Stella’s room was the first on the corridor. Miller knocked on the door and pushed it open. Stella was sitting up on her bed, a novel in her hands. Riddle tilted his head to read the spine as she quickly placed a bookmark inside and laid it down. Labyrinth was printed in black lettering against a light blue background. 
 
    The room was bare, almost cell like in its simplicity. An old mahogany dressing table and a comfortless chair were the only pieces of furniture apart from the single bed. Stella’s perfume – expensive Miller noted – could not quite hide the damp smell the small portable heater was trying to dispel. 
 
    “Frank,” Stella said before correcting herself. “I mean Detective Miller.” 
 
    Miller smiled despite the situation. 
 
    “I understand you have not requested a solicitor?” 
 
    Stella shook her head. “I can not believe I have any need of a solicitor,” she said flatly. 
 
    Miller was wrestling with a decision for a few moments. 
 
    “All right,” he said finally. “But Stella, I must be honest with you. At this time you are merely helping us with our enquiries. But it may well be that things become more official soon.” 
 
    “I’ll cross that bridge.” 
 
    “So be it,” Miller said. “In that case, we would like to ask you a few questions.” 
 
    “Ask away. If it helps catch mother’s murderer, then I will tell you anything I can.” 
 
    Riddle was taken with the way Stella had suddenly assumed an air of confidence. He guessed it was a bluff, but nonetheless he found himself admiring her for the effort. 
 
    “Yesterday you told us that once you had gone to bed on Sunday night you didn’t get up again until you heard the commotion following the discovery of your mother’s body.” 
 
    Stella grimaced at the mention of her mother, but answered firmly: “That’s correct.” 
 
    “You’re absolutely sure?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “All right,” Miller said. “Can you tell me about your financial standing?” 
 
    Stella looked confused for a moment at the change of tack, but recovered quickly. “Are you asking me about my bank balance?” 
 
    “Partly,” Miller said, “but we’re more interested in the overall position. Loans, credit cards and so on.” 
 
    “Same as most people, I suppose,” Stella said. “I have a few credit cards, a couple of loans.” 
 
    “And your income?” 
 
    “My income is modest,” Stella said. Her confident manner had slipped slightly. 
 
    “Can you elaborate,” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I work part-time in Lucy’s Boutique and sometimes help out at Harvest Ridge.” 
 
    Riddle raised his eyebrows questionably at Miller. 
 
    “It’s a new age shop on Church Street,” he said in reply. 
 
    “Is that it?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Stella sighed. “I am afraid so, apart of course from my allowance.” 
 
    “Allowance?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Yes, I know it sounds childish,” Stella said, sounding suddenly embarrassed, “but mother used to give me an allowance every month. She always said I had better have it now, so she could see me enjoy it, rather than waiting until she died.” 
 
    Stella let out a sudden anguished cry that took Riddle by surprise. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said as she reached for a tissue. 
 
    “That’s all right,” Miller said, picking up the novel that had fallen to the floor. 
 
    “How much is this allowance?” 
 
    “A thousand pounds a month,” Stella said. 
 
    “I see,” Riddle said, thinking that after Stella had paid her rent and bought food, there wouldn’t be much left for expensive clothes. 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “Sorry,” Stella said. 
 
    “I know this is difficult,” Miller said, “but we really need to ask you this. Do you know the terms of your mother’s will?” 
 
    Stella looked from Miller to Riddle and back again. Riddle caught an expression in her eyes that he could not read. 
 
    “Not the details,” Stella said finally, “but I know the gist of it. She planned to leave her money equally between Henry, Peter and myself.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea how much was involved?” 
 
    “Not really, but I wouldn’t have thought it was that much. She was always complaining that this house was a money pit.” 
 
    Riddle was about to say that a million pounds was hardly “not that much”, but Miller stopped him with a glance. 
 
    “Do you have any idea if your mother intended to change her will?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No, why would she?” Stella said, meeting Miller’s eyes with her own. 
 
    “All right, Stella” Miller said after a moment’s pause. “That will do for now. We may pop back later in the day, so I’d appreciate it if you stayed in this afternoon.” 
 
    “Fine,” Stella said. “If that’s what you want,” she added in a tone that suggested that she had nowhere to go anyway. 
 
      
 
    After the two policemen had left her room, Stella began to sob uncontrollably. She had invested all her mental strength in keeping herself together and she thought that she had just about managed to carry it off, but now she was shattered. Now was not a time for rest, though. 
 
    Five minutes after Miller and Riddle had left, she walked to her bedroom door and peered down the corridor to make sure there was no one about. Shutting the door, she turned the key in the lock. 
 
    She then sat down on the bed and took the copy of Kate Mosse’s Labyrinth she had been holding when Miller and Riddle had come in. Opening it, she took out the folded sheet of paper that was acting as a bookmark in a book she had yet to start reading. Slowly she unfolded the sheet and stared at the words written across the sheet in her mother’s handwriting. 
 
    Stella tried to suppress a mounting feeling of panic as she read the note her mother had written, just hours before she had died. 
 
    Meet me at 12.30. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Stella Downing said to herself. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “I think we’re almost there,” Riddle said as he and Miller walked down the main staircase of Curlew House. 
 
    “I’m afraid you may be right, sergeant.” 
 
    “I suppose we ought to have a quick word with Henry,” Miller added after a moment, “and then we need to pay a visit to the solicitors. If he confirms the terms of the will, I think we have enough to bring Stella in tonight.” 
 
      
 
    They found Henry Downing in the living room. He was sitting amidst the wreckage of the morning’s papers. A cup of coffee sat ignored by his side. His eyes looked blurred to Miller, as if he had not slept; but his clothes gave no hint to any inner turmoil the bank manager may have suffered. He was dressed in a business suit, well cut with a striped shirt that Miller guessed must be at least five years old, but had long been pressed into submission. 
 
    Henry stood up as soon as he saw the detectives, gesturing to a settee opposite his chair. The three of them sat down around an old oak coffee table that was mostly hidden beneath the newspapers. 
 
    “Obviously,” Henry said, “I have had to leave the bank in the hands of my deputy manager.” 
 
    “Is that ‘capable hands’?” Riddle asked, already slightly irritated by Henry’s aloof manner. 
 
    “Well,” Henry said as if he had never considered the question before, “I suppose competent would be the best word to describe Mr. Hackett. He is only twenty-five,” he added. 
 
    Riddle, who himself was twenty-six, moved uncomfortably in his seat. 
 
    “I am keen to get back to work as soon as possible. Obviously this is a terrible time,” he said in response to Riddle’s raised eyebrows, “but I feel that at a time like this, immersing oneself in work is often the right course of action.” 
 
    Riddle found himself wondering if people actually talked like Henry anymore. It was like interviewing – no, being interviewed by – some pre-war civic leader. He found his eyes lowering to check that Henry was not wearing plus-fours. He was quite relieved to see well-polished brogues. 
 
    “And of course,” Henry added, “as you will not release mother’s body, there’s little for me to do.” 
 
    “Indeed,” said Miller. “I see no reason why you cannot return to work tomorrow, but for today I was hoping you could answer a few questions for me.” 
 
    “Of course,” Henry said, straightening even more in his chair. “I am surprised it has taken so long for you to speak with me.” 
 
    Miller mumbled something about procedure and then motioned to Riddle to take out his notebook. 
 
    “It would be very helpful if you could talk to us about your mother’s will,” Miller said. 
 
    Henry nodded slowly with an expression that said he thought this was an inappropriate – if necessary – question. 
 
    “Mother made her will ten years ago after father died. She divides – divided – the estate and any residue balance equally between myself, Peter and Stella.” 
 
    “You’ve seen the will?” 
 
    “Yes. After she had it drawn up, Mother asked me to cast an eye over it.” 
 
    “Isn’t that a little odd for a beneficiary?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I believe mother was thinking of me in my role as bank manager,” Henry said stiffly. 
 
    “You were a bank manager ten years ago?” Riddle asked, the surprise in his voice evident. 
 
    “Yes,” Henry said as his eyes fixed on an invisible point over Miller’s left shoulder, “I have decided to remain in the role as it is such a rewarding one.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said slowly. “So you haven’t seen the will since it was drawn up ten years ago?” 
 
    “I must say, I find that a rather odd question,” Henry said. “Why would I?” 
 
    Miller ignored the question. 
 
    “So as far as you are concerned there has never been a subsequent will?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Henry continued to address his answers to Miller. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Did your mother ever mention that she was thinking of drawing up a new will?” 
 
    “Of course not. Why should she?” 
 
    If he is lying, Riddle thought, he’s very good. 
 
    “Would it therefore surprise you that we have reason to believe your mother intended to change her will over the coming weeks?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It would amaze me,” Henry said and then stopped. “Are you suggesting that my mother was going to change her will? How and to what effect?” 
 
    The questions were succinct and Miller could not answer either of them. 
 
    “Let me ask you about your sister,” he said changing tack. 
 
    “Stella? What about her?” 
 
      
 
    After the interview had finished, Henry rose slowly, nodded to the two policemen and walked out of the room. Without a glance back he walked up the staircase to the first floor, along the corridor to the room in which he had slept and slowly closed the door behind him. 
 
    The view from Henry’s room looked particularly beautiful this morning, but Henry’s eyes remained steadfastly fixed on the floor as he sat on the edge of his bed. 
 
    Slowly, almost painfully, Henry placed his left hand over his right. He had managed to control it during the interview, but now here alone in his room there was nothing he could do to stop his right hand shaking violently. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that went well.” Riddle said after Henry had left the room. 
 
    Miller smiled weakly. “It went as well as it was ever going to.” 
 
    There was something about Henry Downing that Miller could not quite put his finger on. Was there more to him that the over-officious bank manager image he was determined to portray? He was certainly astute. Miller’s questions about Stella had been answered succinctly and with the air of someone indulging an errant child. It was clear that Henry did not subscribe to the theory that a member of his family had committed the murder. Stella, Henry had said, was a decent girl. Not too bright, but well meaning. 
 
    “It’s hardly surprising, is it?” Riddle said as he helped himself to coffee kept warm on a hot plate in the corner of the room. 
 
    The dining room was now a fully operational incident room, but Riddle found himself wishing they were in one of the portable cabins they normally used. At least they were well lit and heated. Curlew House’s dining room was drab and cold and had the feel of a Victorian museum where the exhibits had been ignored by the staff for too long.  
 
    The computers, printers and all the peripherals of a modern office could do little to drag the room into the twenty-first century. Its old world aura clung obstinately to it like the ivy that covered the crumbling brickwork outside of the window. 
 
    “What’s hardly surprising?” Miller asked, as Riddle passed him a coffee. 
 
    “That he can’t see Stella as a killer. I mean, how often have the police heard that? A family member swearing that their relation could never have killed someone, only for them to be as guilty as hell.” 
 
    Miller nodded. It was true of course; but he was sure there was more to it than Henry’s refusal to entertain the possibility of a family member being a killer. It was almost as if a sense of inertia was pervading the family; a perverse stiff upper lip mentality that, if the media was to be believed, had all but disappeared from a post-Diana Britain. 
 
    Of course however much Henry denied any family link, it did not change the facts. And those facts were pointing more and more towards Stella. 
 
    Miller glanced at his watch. He absentmindedly polished its face as his mind went back to the day he had bought it from a large store in New York, the city he intended to take Charlotte to on their honeymoon. 
 
    Thoughts of Charlotte transmuted back into concerns about the case. 
 
    “It’s time we visited the solicitors,” Miller said draining his coffee. 
 
      
 
    The firm of Oxley, Oxley & Livingstone was situated above one of the town’s many gift shops on the harbour front. At this time of year most were shut, especially on a weekday. Miller and Riddle rang a bell next to a highly polished brass plate and ascended to the first floor. 
 
    The steps leading to the solicitors’ offices creaked resentfully as the policemen climbed them. Miller found himself wondering about the thousands of feet that had walked up here since the house had been built some time in the nineteenth century. 
 
    Riddle, who had a much more prosaic mind than his boss, wondered how these places managed to keep the hounds of health and safety at bay. 
 
    At the top of the steps a middle-aged woman greeted the two policemen. She took a pencil from her hair where it had been nestling in an intricately styled nest of hairpins and lightly licked the point. In her other hand she held an appointments diary, which Riddle managed to glance at. It was as neat as the woman’s hair. 
 
    “Good afternoon, I’m Miss Longthorn.” 
 
    Miller smiled warmly. 
 
    “You’ll be Detective Inspector Miller,” Miss Longthorn said. “Mr. Oxley Senior is expecting you and your sergeant.” She gestured towards a heavy wooden door. 
 
    A smell of polish pervaded the room, its fragrance infusing the old leather furniture and wall to ceiling dark wood bookcases. It had an almost soporific affect on him and he imagined that many irate clients had been calmed by that smell. 
 
    Riddle knocked at the thick wooden door and entered in response to a voice within. 
 
    Miss Longthorn put her hand on Miller’s arm as he moved to follow his sergeant.  
 
    “I know your auntie,” she said conspiratorially, “I won’t let on I’ve seen you.” 
 
    Miller smiled. His visit was no secret, but he appreciated the thought. His auntie was one of the town’s great gossips. 
 
    Mr. Oxley Senior stood to greet the two policemen. His office also smelled of leather and polish, but there was something else added to the mix. Riddle wrinkled his nose – malt whisky. 
 
    “Please sit down,” the solicitor said. He was clearly only a year or so from retirement, but his cheeks were flushed and healthy looking. He exuded a feeling of understanding and confidentiality that was as ingrained in his personality after almost half a century administering the wills of the town’s inhabitants as the ink stains and scratches were in his desk. 
 
    Mr. Oxley guessed Riddle’s thoughts. “You’re probably wondering what all these indents are,” he said good-humouredly. “No mystery there,” he said as he pulled a large paper knife from a draw and impaled a piece of yellow legal paper. “Better than any paperweight,” he said chuckling. “All I need now is a Persian slipper!” 
 
    Miller laughed at this, but Riddle only managed a polite smile. It was clear he thought the solicitor almost as odd as the lifeboat man. The entire town appeared to be populated by a collection of eccentrics. 
 
    “Thank you for seeing us so promptly,” Miller began. 
 
    “Oh you’re welcome,” Mr. Oxley said with a practiced ease of manner. “Besides, I know your aunt.” 
 
    Did anyone not know his aunt? Miller wondered. 
 
    “My family used to live in a house opposite the mariner,” the solicitor expanded without any prompting, “we even took a few guests in Regatta Weeks back in the nineteen-seventies and that’s how I met your family.” 
 
    Miller smiled politely, but was in no mood to hear the solicitor’s life story. 
 
    “As I said on the telephone,” Miller said quickly, “we would like to discuss the will of Charlotte Downing.” 
 
    “Of course,” the solicitor said, any hint of flippancy disappearing immediately, “I have it here.” 
 
    He opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a document bound with black ribbon. 
 
    Miller carefully unfolded the paper and studied it intently. 
 
    “It’s dated December 2001,” he said. “As far as you know there has never been a subsequent will.” 
 
    “Never,” the solicitor said. “And I think I can go further. Mrs. Downing was in here about six months ago – she was having some trouble getting planning permission to extend the garage that her youngest son runs. As I hadn’t seen her for a number of years I took the opportunity to check that everything was up to date.” 
 
    “And she said it was?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And she hasn’t been in touch in the last six months?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Miller handed the will back. “For our records,” he said, “could you just summarise its contents?” 
 
    Miller stood up and walked to the window. Gulls were fighting on the rooftops over a piece of discarded offal. The winter sun had already given its best and was making a speedy withdrawal. 
 
    “Right, sergeant.” Mr. Oxley said. “There are half a dozen small bequests of a hundred pounds and under to local charity shops, which I’m sure you’re not interested in. The residue estate – before death duties – amounts to one million, one hundred and fifty thousand pounds. It is divided equally between her three children. If any of them had died before Mabel, the split would be between the remaining children. 
 
    “Then there’s the house. That goes to Henry – as eldest – with the proviso that it cannot be sold for redevelopment. That’s about it.” 
 
    “There’s no mention of a Charlotte Sanderson?” Miller asked. 
 
    “None.” 
 
    “How did she amass her wealth?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Partly from the business she ran with her husband, but she also received a considerable amount of life assurance when he died. That’s when she made this will.” 
 
    “OK. Thank you for your time,” Miller said extending his hand. 
 
    Riddle stood up and was just about to open the door, when it opened to reveal Miss Longthorn. Her face was pale and filled with concern. 
 
    “What is it Mrs. Longthorn?” Miller asked. 
 
    “The post has just arrived,” she said gesturing to a pile of letters on her desk. “Once upon a time it used to arrive in the morning, sometimes even before I arrived, but these days you’re lucky if it’s here by mid-afternoon.” 
 
    “There’s something that has upset you?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, “but you see I open all Mr. Oxley’s post – always have and … and well, this.” 
 
    “What is it?” Riddle asked peering at the neat hand written letter. 
 
    “It’s a letter from Mabel Downing,” Miss Longthorn said handing it to Miller. “In it, she asks for an appointment to change her will to include a very generous settlement on a Miss Charlotte Sanderson.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Following the revelation of Mabel’s letter, Miller decided that he and Riddle needed some fresh air before they made any decisions. Riddle, who had already had enough fresh air to last him a year, would have rather headed for one of the many local pubs to discuss the case. Miller clearly had other ideas. 
 
    The two policemen were walking along Whitby’s west pier, which they unsurprisingly had to themselves. The sea was mercilessly buffeting the pier, seemingly indignant that any structure should reach out into its territory. 
 
    The pier was divided into two sections. The first was made of solid stone and concrete and had been the location for countless photographs of couples and families. The second section was bent in a crescent shape and was two-tiered. Underneath was the preserve of fishermen during the day and underage drinkers at night. The top tier was formed with long wooden sleepers. Between the two sections was a short bridge where the unforgiving North Sea broke beneath the two policemen’s feet. 
 
    As Riddle looked down he could see the waves crash against the pier’s supports. It was an unnerving feeling, made even more so by the fact that Miller had chosen this spot to stop and speak for the first time since they had left the solicitor’s office. 
 
    “However I look at the case,” Miller said, his voice rising against the wind, “I can’t find any other explanation. I wish to God, I could.” 
 
    Riddle tried to smile in an understanding manner, but the mixture of near gale force winds and a constant assault by a salty spray turned his expression into a grimace. 
 
    “I agree,” he said. “Stella obviously needed money and when she found that her mother was going to change the will in favour of Charlotte …” He had no need to finish the sentence. 
 
    “It’s still circumstantial,” Miller said, “but I think we’ve got enough to get an arrest warrant.” 
 
    Riddle thought this an understatement. As far as he could see, it was as close to an open and shut case as you got. 
 
    “The way I see it,” Riddle said, “is that Stella was in financial difficulty and pretty much dependant on the money her mother gave her along with the promise of the money she was going to inherit. We’ve got Charlotte’s statement to confirm that Stella had somehow found out that her mother was going to change her will. She was suddenly faced with financial ruin. The night of the birthday party must have appeared to be the perfect opportunity as the house was full and there was more chance of spreading suspicion – and she was running out of time. Of course, Stella couldn’t have known that her mother had already posted a letter to her solicitor, and that proved her undoing.” 
 
    The policemen were silent for a moment as they both thought about the implications of what Riddle had said. 
 
    “How do you want to handle it?” Riddle said finally. 
 
    Miller licked his lips thoughtfully, tasting the salt of the ocean. 
 
    “We’ll call Newbold and tell her to make sure Stella doesn’t go anywhere.” 
 
    Riddle reached into his pocket for his mobile. “There’s no signal this far out.” 
 
    Miller found himself feeling strangely reluctant to leave. There was something about standing away from the town that appealed to him, especially when the pier was deserted.  
 
    As they retraced their steps towards the town, Miller said, “I think I should pay Charlie a visit. I don’t want him to be alone when he hears about Stella.” 
 
    Riddle just nodded. One more small irregularity was hardly going to make any difference now. 
 
    The sun’s short hold on the day was now over and the town was bathed in an eerie silent darkness. As they left the pier, the wind dropped and almost immediately, it seemed to Miller, fog started to roll in from the sea. The two policemen met no one else as they walked back along the harbour front. Occasionally they heard the dismembered plaintive calls of gulls coming in to roost, but apart from that all was silent. Whitby appeared to have closed down, the fog lying like a shroud across the town, as if it was holding its breath waiting for something to happen. 
 
    The feel of creeping solitude was abruptly broken by Miller’s mobile phone, its ring unnaturally loud amid the silent landscape. 
 
    “It’s Powell,” he said looking at the display, “hopefully with the results of the autopsy.” 
 
    Riddle pulled his collar up and wrapped his arms around himself. He was not a fanciful man, but he was beginning to feel a growing sense of disquiet. Perhaps it was the way the town had suddenly taken on the look of the Victorian era with the streetlights resembling their gas burning ancestors; or it might have been the unnatural quiet, the town devoid of the sound of car engines. Whatever it was, he found himself thinking this was not the best place in the world to be discussing details of an autopsy. 
 
    “Bloody hell,” Miller said as he closed his phone and put it back in his pocket. 
 
    “What is it?” Riddle asked, his sense of foreboding increasing. 
 
    Miller did not respond immediately, instead he crossed the street and leaned on the railings that ran along the harbour side. Riddle crossed behind him. 
 
    “He’s finished the autopsy,” Miller said finally. 
 
    “Is it as we expected?” Riddle asked as he rested his hands on the railings. They were wet from the fog and as he touched them a deathly chill ran through his body. 
 
    “Yes and no,” Miller said. 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    The headlights of a car that was creeping past, driving unusually slowly because of the weather, suddenly illuminated Miller’s face. The sound of the Beatles’ Eleanor Rigby drifted through the fog. 
 
    “Powell has confirmed that death was a result of strangulation and that it occurred when we thought,” Miller said. 
 
    “So what’s the problem?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “It’s the tape that was stuffed in Mabel’s mouth.” 
 
    “He’s found out what it is?” 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said turning to face his sergeant, “and that’s the really odd thing. They’ve managed to find out what was on the tape.” 
 
    “That’s good isn’t it?” 
 
    “I suppose it is, I just don’t understand why that tape was stuffed in her mouth.” 
 
    “What was it?” Riddle asked, his sense of unease increasing. 
 
    “It was an audio recording of The Nine Tailors by Dorothy L Sayers,” Miller said. “I have no idea what that means, but I’ll put a month’s salary on the fact that the contents of that tape are somehow central to the motive behind the murder.” 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “I suppose that makes sense; I mean, if not what’s the point? She had already been strangled, so there must be some meaning to the tape … unless it was purely random.” 
 
    “It wasn’t random,” Miller said suddenly shivering. 
 
    “Well, let’s ask Stella.” Riddle suggested, eager to leave the harbour behind. 
 
    Miller shrugged his shoulders. “Yes, we’ll ask her …” 
 
    “You’re not having doubts are you, sir?” 
 
    “It’s not that,” Miller said, “we’re agreed all the evidence points to Stella. It’s just that this whole tape business just doesn’t fit with everything else. It doesn’t make any sense.” 
 
    Riddle agreed, but despite the tape, they still had a chief suspect. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said with the air of someone who has finally made up their mind after much procrastination, “you drive up to the house and collect Stella. While you do that, I’m going to see Charlie. Call me when you’re there.” 
 
    Without another word, Miller walked in the direction of the steps to the west cliff and was quickly swallowed by the fog. 
 
    Riddle made his way back across the bridge to the east side of the town. Turning right at the offices of Whitby’s newspaper, he walked towards the car park. There were few people about, but those that were appeared almost magically out of the fog. More often than not he heard footsteps but did not see who they belonged to. It was a disquieting experience.  
 
    Just as he had passed the Endeavour bookshop, he had the sudden feeling that there was someone standing still, close to where he was. He walked to the side and peered into a few of the unlit doorways but he found no one. Still he could not shake the feeling that someone was very close and that they were aware of him. 
 
    “Hello,” he called out, feeling instantly foolish. 
 
    There was no response, just an unsettling quiet. For a reason he did not quite understand, he held his breath and stood absolutely still. 
 
    For a moment he thought he could hear breathing, but then it stopped. 
 
    Suddenly a black dog appeared out of the fog, gave Riddle a cursorily look and carried on its way. 
 
    “Idiot,” Riddle said out loud as he set off walking towards the car park. 
 
    Just as he turned the corner on to the main road, he stopped again. For a moment, he thought he heard footsteps running away from where he had been standing, but then dismissed the thought. 
 
    A great advertisement you are for the CID, Riddle said to himself as he got into his car. He paused for a moment and then – quite uncharacteristically – locked the doors before he turned the key in the ignition and with the quickest of glances in the wing mirror, set off to get Stella. 
 
      
 
    In the few minutes it took him to drive to the house, Riddle had already begun to shake his earlier sense of foreboding and the feeling of unease he had felt on the way to the car park. 
 
    It certainly helped Riddle’s mood that the fog was a lot thinner outside Curlew House. Although the wind had dropped, there was still enough of a breeze on top of the cliffs to keep the worst of the fog at bay. Unlike the houses in the town that had their straight lines softened by the fog, Curlew House stood out on the cliff top in all its shambolic grandeur. The light streaming from the windows prompted Riddle to remind himself that the house had been someone’s home and not just a murder scene. 
 
    He walked across the gravel drive towards the front door where he was surprised not to see PC Newbold on duty. She had been left with strict instructions to stay by the front door and it was not like her to disregard such orders. 
 
    Walking into the hall, he could hear a commotion coming from the living room. As he opened the door and entered the room, his previous sense of foreboding retuned with a renewed force. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Riddle said. 
 
    PC Newbold’s face turned white when she saw Riddle. She was in the room with Henry and PC Dixon, who was talking animatedly into his mobile phone. 
 
      
 
    When Miller had left Riddle, he walked past the now closed Sherlock’s and towards the Angel public house. The diffused light coming from the windows and muted conversation reminded him of visits with Charlotte. It had always been one of her favourite pubs and they tended to visit at least once a week. The thought of Charlotte made him smile and the warmth that he felt from knowing she had been cleared acted as some protection against the fog that was permeating the town. With one backward glance, Miller turned right and walked along Skinner Street to Botham’s cake shop. Its window was bare, ready for the fresh cakes and pastries that would fill it in the morning. 
 
    To the right of the entrance to the shop was a wooden green door. Miller pressed a bell next to it and waited. A few moments later, the line crackled and Miller heard Charlie’s voice. 
 
    “Charlie, it’s Frank.” Miller said, feeling slightly self-conscious as he always did when he spoke into an entry system’s microphone. 
 
    There was no answer and Miller thought for a moment that Charlie was not going to let him in, but then there was a buzzing sound and the door opened. 
 
    Miller walked through, shutting the dark and the fog behind him. Climbing the stairs to Charlie’s first floor flat, he suddenly realised he had no idea what he was going to say. 
 
    It had been seven years since Miller had moved to Whitby and he and Charlie had been friends almost from day one. Now he was going to have to tell him that they were taking his fiancée in to custody for questioning and that they would almost certainly be charging her with the murder of her mother. 
 
    Miller found Charlie sitting on a chair in the flat’s small kitchen. His blond hair was lank and looked unwashed, as did the clothes he was wearing. The room smelled of cigarettes and whisky, hardly surprising Miller thought, as the table Charlie was sitting at was littered with the debris of an overflowing ashtray and an empty bottle of Johnny Walker Black Label. Charlie looked up through bloodshot eyes and spoke in a voice raw with nicotine. 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller,” he said. 
 
    Miller winced at the use of his title. “Charlie,” he protested, but was silenced with a withering look. 
 
    There was a palpable tension in the room and Miller was beginning to wonder if he had made the right decision in coming, when Charlie’s shoulders suddenly relaxed as he stubbed out his cigarette. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “That’s all right,” Miller said, “I know what you’re going through.” 
 
    He explained to Charlie about Charlotte and his feelings when there had been the suspicion that she may have been involved in Mabel’s murder. He then told him everything that had happened and finally, slowly and painfully, he told him what Riddle was doing as the two friends sat in Charlie’s kitchen. Miller, although used to breaking bad news to people, found it one of the most difficult conversations of his life. 
 
    Charlie stared blankly at Miller when he had finished, before finally saying in an almost inaudible whisper, “I see.” 
 
    “Look, Charlie,” Miller said, “Stella is really going to need you over the coming weeks.” He could not bring himself to say years. “So why don’t you come with me to the police station so you’re there when she comes in. Obviously I can’t let you be with her when she’s interviewed, but just knowing you’re there should help her.” 
 
    Charlie smiled, but it was an expression without warmth.  
 
    “Thanks, Frank,” he said bitterly, suddenly standing up, “but don’t think for a moment I think you’ve got this right. There’s no way in hell that Stella could hurt anyone, let alone her mother.” Charlie gripped hard on the back of his chair as if he was about to pass out. “She loved her, you know she did.” 
 
    The pleading in his friend’s voice made Miller feel physically sick.  
 
    “I’m afraid I don’t know that,” he said with a level of genuine regret. If Miller’s intention had been to calm Charlie down, he had failed spectacularly. 
 
    “Christ you can be a superior bastard sometimes,” Charlie said, his voice cracking with a mixture of fear and anger. “It’s just another day at the fucking office for you, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Come on,” Miller said placing a hand on his friend’s shoulder. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound superior, it’s just that I’ve got a job to do.” 
 
    “What?” Charlie yelled. “Like the fucking Nazis! Just following orders, are you?” 
 
    Charlie was close to hysteria now and Miller found himself suddenly afraid. He had never seen his friend like this. 
 
    “That’s not what I meant,” Miller said. “The best thing we can do to help Stella is to get to the bottom of what happened as soon as possible. And,” Miller added, “you can help with that.” 
 
    Charlie put an arm out to steady himself on the sink as colour drained from his face. For a few moments the two friends stood staring at each other. Slowly, Charlie began to relax. 
 
    “Right,” he said. “Look what I said …” 
 
    “Forget about it,” Miller said putting a hand on his friend’s shoulder. “Let’s walk down to the station. They’ll be there by the time we arrive.” 
 
    Charlie nodded and went into the bedroom to get his coat. Miller quickly emptied the ashtray and wiped the table with a dirty dishcloth that was hanging over a tap. He was just placing the empty bottle of whisky in the bin when his mobile phone rang. He looked at the display and saw Riddle’s name. 
 
    “You there already, sergeant?” he said. 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    “You’re still at the house?” Miller asked. What the hell was he doing up there? 
 
    “No, sir?” 
 
    “No, sir?” Miller repeated. “If you’re not at the station and you’re not at the house, where the bloody hell are you?” 
 
    “I’m on my way down to Tate Hill pier.” 
 
    “Why are you going there, sergeant? Is Stella with you?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Riddle said. The line was crackly, but there was no mistaking the tone in his voice. 
 
    “Sergeant?” Miller said. The stress of his encounter with Charlie was now being replaced with a growing sense of unease. 
 
    “When I got to the house I found PC Newbold and Dixon frantically searching for her,” Riddle said. “It looks like she climbed out of the bathroom window.” 
 
    “Jesus!” Miller said, raising his voice higher than he intended. “She’s on the run?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Riddle repeated. “That’s why I’m going down to Tate Hill. She’s been found down there by some journalist.” 
 
    “A journalist?” Miller said. Things were going from bad to worse at an alarming rate. 
 
    “Apparently he was walking home from the newspaper’s offices; he’s got a flat on Church Street – ” 
 
    “You say he ‘found her’,” Miller interrupted. 
 
    “I mean he found her body,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Oh God,” Miller said sitting down in the chair Charlie had just vacated. “How did she do it?” 
 
    “Do what?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Kill herself,” Miller said, trying to keep his voice down so Charlie would not overhear. 
 
    “It’s not suicide,” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller suddenly wished there had been something left in the whisky bottle. 
 
    “Not suicide? Are you sure?” 
 
    “Pretty sure,” Riddle said. “Unless she managed to impale herself on a wooden spike.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Charlie came back into the room, having washed and put on a long overcoat. His face displayed a smile that was a mixture of forced amiability and gritty determination. 
 
    “OK, Frank,” he said as he picked up his door keys from the kitchen table, “let’s go and sort this God awful mess out.” 
 
    He trailed off when he saw Miller’s expression. 
 
    The policeman slowly closed his mobile phone and placed it in his inside pocket. 
 
    “Let’s sit down,” he said in a voice that instantly filled Charlie with misgivings. 
 
    “What’s happened, Frank? Is it Stella?” 
 
    “Have you got any more Scotch?” Miller asked. 
 
      
 
    Sergeant Riddle was sitting on a memorial bench on the edge of Tate Hill Pier. Like a miniature version of the town’s main piers, it jutted out into the harbour. Around a hundred yards long, the small pier was damp and slippery and made Riddle feel cold and exposed. 
 
    Of all the directions the case could have taken, this was the one he had never considered. He was wearing the now compulsory scene of crime uniform of white plastic overalls that extended to cover his feet. The apparatus of a modern crime scene surrounded him: a plastic tent, spotlights and the air of practiced efficiency. 
 
    “OK, Sergeant,” came a vigorous call from inside the large tent. Riddle turned, finding himself once again slightly nonplussed by Powell’s hearty manner. He walked into the tent, passing the police photographer with a curt nod of his head. 
 
    The tent occupied the ground to the left of a dozen steps that led up from the pier to a footpath. The steps, which were in the centre of the far end of the stone outcrop, were weather worn and uneven from the thousands of pairs of feet that had used them over the past hundred and fifty years. Wedged here between the left hand side of the steps and the back wall of a two-storey cottage, the white tent was an even more incongruous object than normal. It was lit inside, but the only light from outside was that of a replica gas street lamp that cast a ghostly pallor across the steps. 
 
    The inside of the tent always made Riddle think of a film shoot location. Many people whose roles were not clear were standing about while strong white lights were directed at the ‘actor’. But instead of a starlet, Riddle was confronted with the body of Stella Downing. At first glance she appeared to be standing up against the damp wall in a corner where it met the side of the steps. With her eyes closed, she almost looked like someone who was resting against the wall, enjoying the feel of the cool stone while soaking up the sun’s heat. 
 
    The pointed wooden stake that protruded from her chest shattered this illusion. Riddle winced at the sight and then felt the strong pathologist’s arm on his shoulder. 
 
    “You all right?” Powell asked. He had seen experienced policemen turn faint as lesser sights than the one that greeted them now. 
 
    “Fine,” Riddle lied. 
 
    “You’re right,” Powell said ignoring the sergeant’s protestations. “It’s pretty gruesome.” 
 
    Stella was dressed in a long black overcoat, black skirt and long black boots. Under the coat she wore a pale green polo neck jumper finished off with dress pearls. Six inches below the pearls the point of a stake had ripped the jumper where it had exited her body. The wound was dark with blood that glistened in the merciless light of the police lamps. 
 
    “It looks like she’s been stabbed by some sort of stake,” Riddle said. In normal circumstances it would have been stating the obvious, but here amid the pervading air of horror and fear, he felt the need to cling on to cold reality. 
 
    Suddenly forgetting his revulsion of the scene, Riddle took a step closer to Stella’s body.  
 
    “The point of the stake,” he said with the horror returning even more powerfully than before, “is facing out as if she was stabbed from behind. But her back is facing the wall. Any idea what happened?” He turned to face the pathologist. 
 
    “Ignoring the fact that’s your job,” Powell said, “I can give you a supposition.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “It certainly looks like she’s been stabbed from behind, which is true in a sense. But when I took a closer look, I found that the stake is actually wedged into the wall. Looks to me like it’s been there for a few days at least.” 
 
    “Jesus. So …” Riddle said, unwillingly playing the scene in his head. 
 
    “She was impaled on it. Unless you think she ran backwards towards the wall, I think you’ve got another murder on your hands.” 
 
    Riddle shivered involuntarily against the chill fog that was now lying like a death shroud across the town. 
 
    “Would it have taken much force,” he asked the pathologist. 
 
    “To push her? Not in this case,” Powell said as he glanced at the spike that protruded from Stella’s body. 
 
    “Really?” Riddle asked. He was surprised, he would have thought that it would have taken considerable force to drive the stake through a body. 
 
    He was just about to say this, when he heard voices outside the tent. 
 
    Miller had arrived. 
 
      
 
    Miller nodded a greeting to Powell and then turned to Riddle. “Charlie’s in the car. I couldn’t leave him at the flat.” 
 
    In response to Riddle’s protest Miller added, “Get a PC to sit with him and whatever you do, don’t let him know what’s happened.” 
 
    Riddle stepped outside of the tent and gave a few short instructions to one of the uniformed officers standing by the entrance. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said when Riddle had re-joined Powell and himself, “what the hell has happened here?” 
 
    Powell repeated what he had told Riddle, as Miller examined the body. Riddle found himself feeling an increased level of respect for his new boss. They way he went about his job, examining the body of someone he had known well and who his best friend had been in love with was an object lesson in police work. Apart, Riddle reminded himself, from the fact that he should not have come within a thousand miles of the case in the first place. 
 
    “Who is the journalist who found the body?” Miller asked, interrupting Riddle’s train of thought. 
 
    Miller’s quick eyes noted the glance his sergeant and the pathologist exchanged. 
 
    “Sergeant, is there something you want to tell me?” 
 
    Riddle resisted the urge to say that it was just the opposite. 
 
    The pathologist took pity on Riddle and answered Miller’s question. 
 
    “The Whitby Telegraph journalist, Tim Brown discovered the body,” Powell said. 
 
    “Well, that’s just brilliant,” Miller said, his voice rich with weary sarcasm. “Just when this case looks like it can’t get any worse …” 
 
    There was silence again in the tent. Scene of Crime officers had reappeared and were standing awkwardly in the doorway. 
 
    “What?” Miller shouted. 
 
    “We’ll come back,” one of them said. He was used to dealing with temperamental detectives and this would allow him to finish the sandwiches his wife had packed. 
 
    “All right, sergeant,” Miller said after a long sigh, “tell Mr. Brown that I will see in the Duke in five minutes.” 
 
    After Riddle had left, Miller turned to the pathologist. “Well, Alan?” 
 
    The portly pathologist’s eyebrows raised in a question. 
 
    “There’s something you want to tell me, isn’t there?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Yes …” Powell said, as if unsure. “As I told Riddle, it’s pretty much impossible that this is anything but murder. The poor woman would have had to run backwards to impale herself on the spike – and while you’re the detective – I would suggest that there are a lot more straightforward ways to kill yourself around here.” He gestured towards the fog bound harbour that lay beyond the cold white tent. 
 
    “So it only looks to the untrained eye that she was pushed onto the stake?” Miller said, unsure of what Powell was striking at. “There’s another explanation?” 
 
    “No,” Powell said, “just the opposite. In my opinion, that’s almost certainly what happened.” 
 
    “I’m not quite with you,” Miller said, unwilling to hide the growing impatience he was feeling. 
 
    “What I’m saying,” Powell said, “is that this was a premeditated crime.” 
 
    Miller was slowly shaking his head. 
 
    “We don’t know that,” he said. Surely the pathologist should know better than to offer what could amount to little more than guesswork masquerading as informed medical opinion. 
 
    “It could have been premeditated,” Miler agreed, “but Stella and her killer might just have had an argument and was pushed against the wall. In fact, it could even have been an accident.” 
 
    Now it was Powell’s turn to shake his head. “I doubt that.” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Because, when I first examined the body – probably no more than thirty minutes after she had been killed – I found these.” He held up a clear evidence bag. 
 
    Miller walked over to the pathologist and took the bag. 
 
    “What is it?” he asked. 
 
    “They’re wood shavings.” 
 
    Miller looked puzzled and then his face changed.  
 
    “Jesus Christ,” he said. 
 
    “Indeed,” the former vicar said without any apparent sense of irony. “Whoever killed Stella Downing, sharpened the stake only minutes before.” 
 
      
 
    Miller walked back up the pier towards the fog-shrouded shops of Church Street and as he did so, he started to shiver. It was not just the damp deathly cold of the fog. He was thinking of the person who had – just hours before – pushed Stella Downing to her death. Cold bloodily lining her body up so that the stake would go through her heart. 
 
    He had attended a number of death scenes – both of accidents and murders – and he always felt what he thought of as the flash effect. Just like when the image of a camera flash remains on your retina after the actual light has gone, scenes of death could retain some element of what had happened after the event. When it was a murder scene, this could be quite unsettling. Tonight it was more than that; it was as if he could actually sense a lingering presence of evil. 
 
    Turning right at the top of a steep incline, he headed for the Duke of Wellington. The public house stood at the corner of a sharp right bend as Church Street headed for the bottom of the 199 steps. The ground was cobbled and slippery, and Miller had to watch his step as he headed for the door. 
 
    Miller stepped into the pub, turning right towards the bar. He saw the journalist straightaway, sitting by the real fire in a seat normally left unoccupied, as the heat – while welcome in most of the pub – was too intense at its source. Tim Brown appeared not to notice. He had not taken his coat off – a corduroy jacket that sported ink stained cuffs – nor had he removed his scarf. A pint of Abbey Ale stood untouched at his elbow. 
 
    Miller ordered himself a pint and as he waited for it to be pulled, he took a moment to study the journalist. Tim Brown was the same age as Miller, but had aged a little better. He still had a full head of hair, which was dark brown and flopped about his head in an almost absent-minded fashion. His eyes were shrewd, if a little sad, and Miller found himself wondering what such an experienced journalist was doing working on a town newspaper, a job that could not be dressed up as anything else but a backwards career move. 
 
    Miller had first met Tim Brown when the two men had lived and worked in Sheffield. Tim had worked on the city’s morning newspaper as a feature writer and had written a few background pieces on some of the cases that Miller had worked on. Miller had enjoyed his work, but he retained the policeman’s natural wariness of all journalists. He also used to occasionally come across Tim Brown on the moors that bordered Sheffield, as the journalist was a keen climber and walker.  
 
    Miller had never understood climbers. He could just about understand why someone would want to climb one of the world’s great mountains – Everest or K2 perhaps – but why you would spend your weekends trying to reach the summit of a lump of rock, when you could walk around it in five minutes and enjoy the view? 
 
    On the occasions they did meet in the Peak District, both men would acknowledge each other but Miller kept his distance. It did not go down well in the force if you consorted with journalists, at least not at the time when Miller was a policeman in Sheffield. 
 
    “Mr. Brown,” Miller said as he approached the journalist’s table. 
 
    The journalist’s intelligent dark brown eyes reflected the flames of the fire. Under his faded corduroy jacket, Tim wore a polo neck that seemed to be made up of loose strands that threatened at any moment to unravel. His brown chord trousers and desert boots were dotted with what looked like oil stains. 
 
    Tim’s face was a pleasant one – something Miller guessed had helped put people he interviewed at ease. Miller noticed that he had strong hands and that while his nails were dirty, they were precisely clipped. His fingers were long and slender and the dirt was obviously not a result of poor hygiene. They reminded him of Peter’s: ingrained as if he spent his days tinkering with cars instead of tapping at a keyboard. 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller,” Tim said in a clipped tone mirroring the policeman’s formality while at odds with his mildly dishevelled appearance. “I would say it was nice to see you again, but under the circumstances …” 
 
    The smile faded from his face as an image of Stella’s impaled body assaulted his memory. 
 
    “May I?” Miller asked, gesturing towards the chair opposite the journalist. 
 
    Tim nodded. 
 
    “So,” Miller said sitting down and placing his pint glass on a beer mat emblazoned with the image of a nineteenth century sailing ship. “I understand you discovered the body of a young woman.” 
 
    “Stella,” Tim said flatly. 
 
    “You knew her?” Miller said. This was all he needed, further complications. 
 
    “Not really,” Tim said with a hint of regret, “but I used to bump into her from time to time. It can be a small town,” he said, adding in fair approximation of the local dialect, “especially out of season.” 
 
    Miller smiled. Tim was right; the whole town took on a very different air out of the tourist season. Miller remembered his first year in Whitby. He had been standing outside the Middle Earth Tavern on the Monday morning following October’s half-term holiday – the traditional time when the guest houses and tourist shops began to close for the winter – when he heard two local women talking. “Well,” one said to the other, “we’ve got it back.” 
 
    Miller had only lived in the town for eight years, but he already looked forward to this time of year. 
 
    “As I’m assuming I’m not under arrest,” Tim said, a thin smile crossing his face, “shall we drop the formality? After all,” he added, “anyone who has shared the experience of working in Sheffield city centre on a Saturday night should have some bond.” 
 
    The sight of Stella’s body had clearly shocked the journalist. Miller knew he had seen a few things in his time on Sheffield’s morning paper, but this was definitely something on a whole new level. 
 
    “OK, Tim” Miller said, relaxing his posture and – despite himself – remembering night duty in his home city. “Why don’t you just tell me what happened tonight.” 
 
    “I’m afraid there’s not that much to tell,” Tim said. 
 
    After starting to pick at a new beer mat, he took a deep breath and plunged into what, Miller thought, was an admirably clear and succinct narrative. 
 
    “I had been working late in the office,” he said, referring to the newspaper’s offices situated next to the bridge. “There was only me there, except for the cleaners. I’d finished what I needed to do and decided to walk home. I live in a cottage at the far end of Henrietta Street, one of those new ones that were built a few years ago.” 
 
    “Did you see anyone between the newspaper office and when you discovered the body?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No,” Tim said, “but it was so foggy that someone could have passed a few yards away and I wouldn’t have seen them.” 
 
    “But you would have heard them, surely,” Miller prompted. 
 
    “I’m afraid the great Scott Walker meant that I didn’t.” 
 
    Miller looked momentarily puzzled, then his brows cleared. “You had a personal stereo on?” 
 
    “An iPod, yes.” 
 
    Miller sighed. “So you have no idea if there was anyone else about?” 
 
    Tim’s face took on a look of intense concentration. “I suppose that there must have been some people out, even on such a horrible night. I certainly didn’t see anyone, but …” 
 
    “But?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “Well, this will probably sound a little stupid.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said, his interest and hope building. 
 
    “Well, as I said I certainly didn’t see anyone, but I think that I felt someone close by.” 
 
    Miller’s expression did little to reassure the journalist. 
 
    “I know, it’s pretty vague,” Tim said, “but I could swear that I could sense someone else near the path down to the pier.” 
 
    Miller scribbled a note in his book. 
 
    “Moving on,” he said as he took a deep drink of his beer, “can you tell me why you were down on the pier? It seems a strange place to go a night like this.” 
 
    “Does it?” Tim said. “I suppose it might,” he added, as if the thought had only just occurred to him. 
 
    “You go there regularly?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Yes, I tend to stop off there on the way home every night. It’s only a short walk home from the office to my cottage – five or so minutes – and sometimes I need a little more fresh air than that to clear my head. It’s a beautiful spot, and there’s a bench that I like to sit on. It’s a great place to think.” 
 
    “Even in this weather?” Miller said nodding to the window and the dense fog beyond. 
 
    “Especially in this weather,” the journalist said. “It’s quiet and the local teenage drinkers stay away when it’s cold, so I normally have the place to myself. Besides,” he added pointing to his coat, “you know what they say, there’s no such thing as bad weather, just bad clothes.” 
 
    Miller smiled. He had heard Charlotte say that before, normally when she was about to buy another piece of clothing from the increasing number of outdoor pursuit shops in the town. 
 
    “Of course,” Tim said, “when I got there, I saw the body straight away.” 
 
    “Even in the fog?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I couldn’t miss it,” Tim said shaking his head at his own use of the impersonal pronoun. “It was right at the bottom of the steps.” 
 
    Miller jotted down a couple more notes. 
 
    “OK, Tim” he said. “I think that’s all for now. You might as well get off home.” 
 
    Tim suddenly looked uncomfortable. 
 
    “You are going home, aren’t you?” Miller asked, although he had an uncomfortable feeling he knew the answer. 
 
    “Afraid not,” Tim said. “I spoke to my editor while I was waiting for you. He’s on his way in to the office.” 
 
    “Christ,” Miller said. This was all he needed. “Aren’t you bloody journalists ever off duty?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Tim said, zipping up his jacket. “Are policemen?” 
 
    The tension that had been mounting over the last few moments suddenly dissipated. 
 
    “You know you can’t use anything we’ve spoken about,” Miller said. 
 
    Tim nodded. “Of course, but the details of the murder will already be over half the town.” 
 
    Miller knew he was right. The local constables on duty were more used to dealing with Saturday night drunks and the occasional joy rider. The town’s grapevine would already be buzzing. 
 
    “All right,” Miller said, “I’ll give you an official statement now and more details in the morning.” 
 
    Tim Brown looked sheepish again. “Obviously, that would be great,” he said unconvincingly, “but my editor is keen to pursue his own angle.” 
 
    Miller sat down. He had the feeling he was not going to like this. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you would like to tell me what that angle is?” 
 
    Tim shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “Sure,” he said. Miller could not be sure, but he thought he detected a hint of reluctance. 
 
    “My editor is going to suggest that the two family murders are linked.” 
 
    Miller felt his shoulders relax. Of course the murders were linked; a mother and a daughter in the space of two days, it would be a minor miracle if they weren’t. 
 
    “Fair enough,” Miller said standing up again. 
 
    The look on Tim Brown’s face stopped him in his tracks. 
 
    “What?” the policeman asked. 
 
    “Oh come on,” Tim said in a tone that suggested a sense of inevitability. “The death of a woman in a house on top of Whitby’s east cliff; that book next to the body; then another murder where the victim has a stake through her chest, near that beach.” 
 
    “What’s the beach and the book got to do with it?” Miller asked, choosing not to understand. 
 
    Tim looked up at the policeman through his thick eyebrows. “It’s the beach where Dracula’s boat came ashore,” he said, knowing full well that Miller was aware of the literary connection. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Miller said, vainly hoping he was misreading what Tim was saying. 
 
    “My editor,” Tim said flatly, “thinks that the link between the two murders is connected to Dracula.” 
 
    Miller sat down again. He suddenly felt unwell. 
 
    “He’s going to say that it looks like we have a vampire-fixated serial killer roaming the town.” 
 
    Miller finished his pint in one long gulp. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you want to go on the record now?” Tim asked. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    A special edition of the Whitby Telegraph was on the town’s news stands by mid–afternoon the following day, bearing the headline: Two Counts of Murder? 
 
      
 
    A brutal murder in the heart of Whitby’s east side has left local residents waking today to the shocking possibility that a murderer with a ghoulish Dracula obsession is targeting one of the town’s oldest families. As reported in last week’s Whitby Telegraph, Mabel Downing, 70 was strangled in her home Curlew House on the east cliff. We can exclusively reveal that the body found last night was that of Stella Downing, the 30-year-old daughter of the first victim. 
 
    Stella Downing had a stake driven through her chest. This vile act of butchery took place at the very point where Bram Stoker’s Dracula is said to have come ashore. 
 
    When we combine this ghoulish murder with the fact that Mabel Downing shares a name with Dracula’s first victim, as well as living in the same area as the murder takes place, the evidence points to a macabre and deadly obsession. 
 
    Detective Inspector Miller, who is in charge of the inquiry said: “At this early stage of the investigation we would ask the people of Whitby to be vigilant and to report anything suspicious. We would also ask that anyone in the vicinity of Tate Hill Pier last night between the hours of eight and ten contact us as a matter of urgency.” 
 
    The police were unwilling to comment on the Dracula connection, but we can exclusively reveal that our chief reporter had unprecedented access to the crime scene. While the police have asked us to not to divulge some details, we can reveal that any thought of it being an accident has already been ruled out. 
 
    Although the town was fog bound last night, we spoke to local resident Hilda Crowfoot who said: “It was a terrible night and you could sense something sinister might happen.” 
 
    The local weather forecast is for the fog to clear today. Whatever the change in the weather will reveal, the Whitby Telegraph will keep its readers up to date with all the latest developments in the hunt for the serial killer. 
 
      
 
    “For the love of God!” Miller said as he flung the newspaper across his desk towards Riddle. 
 
    The two policemen were sitting in Miller’s office. Faded prints hung from the walls. Mostly of nineteenth century art, there were a few modern interlopers including a Bridget Riley postcard that was wedged at 45 degrees underneath a Holman Hunt portrait and a flyer for a folk club in the town. 
 
    Despite the cold, the window was pushed wide open and the strong breeze that was dissipating the previous night’s fog was blowing through the office causing the prints to billow like illustrated sails. 
 
    “Do two murders make you a serial killer?” Riddle asked as he cast his eye back over the report he had already read twice. He was sitting rather untidily in a chair that Miller kept in the corner of the room at the furthest point from the gaping window. 
 
    “I don’t think the editor of this,” Miller said disgustingly jabbing his finger at the newspaper, “is overly concerned with such technicalities. It’s one of the most irresponsible piece of journalism I’ve ever read.” 
 
    “What was he like?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Who?” Miller snapped. 
 
    Riddle ignored Miller’s manner. “The journalist who found the body.” 
 
    “Like all bloody journalists, never letting the truth get in the way of a good story,” Miller said. He knew that it was the newspaper’s editor who had taken the serial killer line, but he was in no mood to be fair-minded. 
 
    “You don’t think” Riddle said slowly. 
 
    “That there’s something in it?” Miller said with an icy blast of words. 
 
    Riddle recoiled. What the hell was he supposed to say? 
 
    Sensing his sergeant’s mood, Miller suddenly relaxed. 
 
    “Sorry, sergeant. It’s not you – and to be honest, it’s not even that journalist – it’s the fact that I should have seen this coming.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “The book, the stake through Stella’s heart, even the bloody location,” Miller said. 
 
    “I think you’re being hard on yourself,” Riddle said, more for something to say than because he believed it. It was hardly any wonder that the local press had gone down the Dracula road. It may be the wrong road, but it was going to be a hell of a journey. 
 
    A silence settled between the two policemen as they both contemplated the implications of a link between Dracula and the murders of Mabel and Stella Downing. Riddle studied one of the largest prints. It showed a woman with long flowing hair in a room – possibly a tower – with a spinning wheel. Outside was a knight on a horse. The more Riddle looked at the painting, the more he was drawn into the world of the artist. He had no idea what it was supposed to be, but he found the painting very sad. 
 
    Finally, Riddle broke the moody silence. 
 
    “If we agree that the link between the two murders is something to do with Dracula, then we need to ask: why?” 
 
    Miller lifted his eyes from the newspaper, with a look that suggested that was bloody obvious. 
 
    “What I mean,” Riddle said, “is why the Dracula link and why the Downings. Have they been chosen in a truly random way?” 
 
    “Or are we sticking to our theory that the murderer was in the house on that first night?” Miller said. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Miller thought for moment. “Of course there could have been two killers, but that seems pretty unlikely given the method and the victims.” 
 
    Riddle agreed. The link between the book and Stella’s bizarre method of death appeared to rule that out. 
 
    “There could be something in the paper’s Dracula link,” Miller conceded, “even though Mabel’s middle name being Lucy is a bit of a tenuous link.. Of course this does work to our advantage in one way.” 
 
    Riddle’s eyebrows rose in a question. 
 
    “Well, it does give us the perfect reason for keeping the family under close guard. Obviously, it’s for their own protection and …” 
 
    “… And we get to keep our suspects under close observation,” Riddle said, impressed with his boss’s thinking. 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said. 
 
    “What about Miss Sanderson?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “That was my first thought,” Miller said, “but I honestly don’t believe she’s in any danger. It’s the family who are being targeted. But of course,” he added with a hint of a smile, “I intend to keep a close eye on her.” 
 
    Riddle returned the smile. “She might prove useful.” 
 
    Any doubts he had harboured about Miller’s relationship with Charlotte were now superseded by the unarguable fact that she could prove a key asset in the hunt for the killer. 
 
    “Do you want me to speak with the family?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Yes. Try to find out if any of them left the house after around eight in the evening. It was obviously not as difficult as I imagined getting past PC Dixon. And, speak to him and find out how the hell he managed to let Stella leave the house last night.” 
 
      
 
    PC Dixon was suitably shamefaced when Riddle arrived at Curlew House. According to the constable, Stella had spent most of the day alone in her room. She had come downstairs for something to eat for about fifteen minutes, but had gone straight back to her room. He was positive that she had not left the house by the front door as either he or PC Newbold had been there all day. 
 
    “So how the hell did she get out?” Riddle asked, trying to keep his temper in check. 
 
    In answer, Dixon took Riddle to the same corridor where Mabel’s body had been discovered. The window at the far end overlooked the conservatory. 
 
    “You’re trying to tell me she climbed over a conservatory roof?” Riddle asked doubtfully. “I thought you said it was the bathroom.” 
 
    “We thought it was at first,” Dixon said. “But then we realised it was one of those old fashioned conservatories.” 
 
    “You’ve lost me,” Riddle said. He was in no mood for cryptic answers. 
 
    “What I mean is that if it had been one of those new conservatories – you know the type, all PVC,” Dixon said, “we’d have been fine. She would have fallen straight through.” 
 
    Riddle wondered at Dixon’s definition of ‘being fine’, but let it pass. 
 
    “But this one is the proper kind, all wrought iron,” Dixon continued, “and there’s a metal ledge along the top. It would easily have taken her weight. Mine too, probably.” 
 
    Riddle resisted the temptation to ask Dixon to test his theory. 
 
    “I don’t suppose there are any witnesses to any of this?” 
 
    Dixon shook his head. “There was no one in the conservatory and besides, the blinds were down. It was a horrible night,” he added, instantly regretting that he had done so. 
 
    “Horrible night?” Riddle said, unable to stop his voice becoming shrill. “A woman who you had been charged with making sure didn’t leave the house, calmly opens her window, climbs along a conservatory roof and down a drain pipe to walk into town, just so she can be impaled on a bloody spike by someone the press thinks has an unhealthy obsession with a fictional bloody vampire!” 
 
    Riddle paused for breath. 
 
    “But why?” Dixon said, more to fill the terrible silence that had descended than out of any investigative motivation. 
 
    Riddle opened his mouth to continue the vocal barrage, but then closed it again. 
 
    Why had Stella gone to such trouble and danger? Despite what Dixon said, he was far from convinced that anyone would walk along the top of a glass roof unless they really had to, which raised the question: what had happened to make Stella leave the house? 
 
    Seeing that his question had halted the torrent of abuse, Dixon pressed home his advantage. 
 
    “She can’t have been making a run for it, can she? I mean,” he said, “there were cars outside. In this fog she could have got in one of those and been off before we had seen her.” 
 
    “And,” Riddle said taking up Dixon’s thought process, “there’s almost no transport out of Whitby at that time of night. The last train would have left, so she must have specifically been heading for the town centre for some reason.” 
 
    “To meet someone?” 
 
    “Yes, constable,” Riddle said in a kinder voice. 
 
    “But who would she be meeting so late at night when she was essentially under house arrest?” 
 
    “Her murderer,” Riddle said. 
 
      
 
    Riddle returned to the requisitioned dining room. PC Newbold was clearing coffee cups away from the sideboard where a police laptop had been set up. Dixon was conspicuous by his absence – his tail still firmly between his legs. Riddle had told him to resume his position at the front door and had added that he was to stay there indefinitely. The constable had offered no resistance – and Riddle had found himself feeling slightly sorry for the redoubtable Dixon.  
 
    Riddle seated himself in the far corner by a carved standard lamp. Its lampshade cast a golden light across the corner of the room and sent shadows in the direction of the long rectangle dining table. Seats were arranged on either side of the table and where the shadows were broken, Riddle had an impression of shadowy figures seated in the chairs, like spectres at a haunted dinner party. He wondered in which seats Mabel and Stella would have sat and then shuddered slightly as he remembered the fate that had befallen the two women. 
 
    With this in mind, he took out his mobile phone and called Miller. His boss answered almost immediately. 
 
    “I’ve spoken to Dixon,” Riddle began, “and we think we know how Stella got out of the house last night.” 
 
    He explained to Miller about the conservatory’s iron roof and how someone of Stella’s weight should have had little problem climbing down to the ground. 
 
    “I suppose,” Miller said, “that it would be quite easy for Stella to have walked down to the town centre from the back of the house.” 
 
    “What with the fog and the fact she was dressed all in black,” Riddle said, picturing Stella’s form being enveloped by the fog as she headed towards the town, “she would have been very unlucky to have been seen. It wasn’t exactly the kind of night that a lot of people were out and about.” 
 
    “Apart from our friendly local journalist,” Miller said grimly. 
 
    “Apart from him,” Riddle conceded. 
 
    “So that leaves one very obvious question,” Miller said. 
 
    “Yes sir,” Riddle agreed. “Where the hell was she going?” 
 
    “Exactly, sergeant.” 
 
    “Any ideas?” Riddle asked hopefully. 
 
    “Ideas, yes,” Miller said, “but no more than that. It seems to me that whatever Stella’s motivation was in taking such a risk to get to the town centre, it must have been of the utmost importance. If we are still assuming that she murdered her mother, then escape is the likeliest option. But if this was the case, why did she head into the town? There were no trains or coaches at that time and the best she could have hoped for was that a taxi driver would take her to the next village.” 
 
    “If there were any bothering to work last night,” Riddle said. “As far as I can see, most of them would have buggered off home as soon as the fog settled in.” 
 
    “We’ve ruled suicide out – even without taking into account the manner of her death – why bother traipsing all the way into the town when you live in a house at the top of a sheer cliff?” Miller said. 
 
    “So are you saying that Stella did or did not kill her mother?” 
 
    “Well,” Miller said, “on the one hand it looks likely, as we think that Stella had somehow found out that her mother was going to change her will. On the other,” he said suddenly sounding very tired, “if it wasn’t Stella then it must have been someone else in that house; which means Stella wasn’t the only person to escape the myopic PC Dixon last night.” 
 
    Riddle was silent for a moment. It was unlikely that another member of the family had escaped from Stella’s window and had followed her into the town. To murder her, then climb back up the hill and back into the house was very hard to accept. 
 
    “Of course,” Riddle said trying to force his thoughts into some semblance of order, “if she wasn’t the murderer, then what are the chances of the person who killed Mabel Downing not being the person who killed Stella?” 
 
    “Practically nil.” 
 
    Riddle thought about this for a moment. He thought about the body of Mabel Downing, lying cold and lifeless at the bottom of the landing. Then he thought about Stella, young, beautiful and murdered in a way that appeared to be almost stage-managed. 
 
    “Then someone in this house,” Riddle said after a minute, “is a double murderer?” 
 
    “It’s beginning to look that way,” Miller said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    “I just can’t believe it,” Charlotte said. 
 
    She was sitting on a bench overlooking the town’s marina. It was late afternoon and Charlotte had pleaded with Miller to take her out. Her phone had not stopped ringing with calls from journalists, friends and acquaintances – some well meaning, others just plain nosy – and the local news and radio were filled with reports of the murder. 
 
    Radio East Coast was broadcasting a phone-in in which it asked listeners to put theories forward about the murders. The website of the Whitby Telegraph had been updated – and the headline had been changed to the melodramatic Dracula’s Disciple, a name that the media in general were all too happy to take up. Charlotte’s only escape from this seemed to be to leave her flat and fade into the grey obscurity of Whitby’s cold streets. Miller had reluctantly agreed, despite the fact that the temperature had dropped again and the sky was ominously dark. 
 
    Miller raised his collar against the cold, but Charlotte looked not to notice the plummeting temperature. As Miller put his arm around her, she lent into him.  
 
    Despite the situation and the cold, Miller actually enjoyed this weather. He loved extremes and often mourned the loss of distinctive seasons when he still lived in Sheffield. Here, on the edge of the North Sea, it was still possible to see a change from season to season, even if it was no longer as marked as it had once been. 
 
    There was certainly no doubt now that they were in the middle of winter. Cutting winds blew straight through Miller’s clothes and steam from the mouths of passers-by danced in front of them before vanishing like spectres of the past. The sky continued to darken and its snow-filled clouds moved impatiently above the town’s reddish-brown roofs. 
 
    “I just can’t believe it,” Charlotte repeated, her dark brown eyes staring up at Miller. 
 
    Despite the bitter cold, Miller felt his heart warm at the look in those eyes.  
 
    He could think of no suitable reply. He knew that two of the people he cared most about in the world were suffering unimaginable pain. His best friend Charlie, who had been in love with Stella, was trying to come to terms with her death. He had rejected all offers of help from family and friends and – Miller had no doubt – was taking solace at this very moment in a newly opened bottle of scotch. 
 
    And next to him, was Charlotte. Her best friend – almost a sister – had been brutally murdered just days after a woman who had been a second mother to her had been strangled. Miller had never felt more hopeless in his life. 
 
    Seeming to sense his thoughts, Charlotte looked up at him and spoke. 
 
    “How’s the case going?” 
 
    “It isn’t,” he said flatly. 
 
    Charlotte smiled and Miller felt grateful for her understanding. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” Charlotte asked. 
 
    “Well, it’s not exactly something I’m supposed to do,” Miller said with mock formality, “but as you’re in a unique position …” 
 
    “As your girlfriend or because of my relationship with the family,” Charlotte interrupted. 
 
    Miller’s face registered a guilty smile. 
 
    “Both,” he said, “but mostly the former. I’d really appreciate your help.” 
 
    Despite herself, Charlotte laughed. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” 
 
    “You’re not going to like this,” Miller began, “but we were pretty certain that Stella was the most likely person to have killed her mother.” 
 
    He put his hand up to forestall her objections. 
 
    “I know you don’t believe it, but the evidence was quite strong.” 
 
    “So why didn’t you arrest her?” Charlotte asked. 
 
    “Some of it was circumstantial,” Miller conceded. “We were going to take her to the station to interview her. We hoped we would get a confession.” 
 
    “By what method?” Charlotte said, indignation in her voice. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Miller said, “we’ve lost the thumb screws. Give it another few years,” he added dryly, “and we’ll be obliged to offer prisoners an a la carte menu and a personal shopper before we can speak to them.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Charlotte said, “I didn’t mean that. I know you would have done everything you could for Stella, I just don’t see how you could think she could have murdered her own mother.” 
 
    Miller smiled at Charlotte. Despite the emotional and physical pain she was obviously in, she still exuded a deep beauty. Her hair had fallen across her eyes and as she looked up through her fringe, Miller was surprised and rather disconcerted to feel desire well up within him. 
 
    He tried to put these thoughts aside and continued to speak with his eyes fixed on the waves as they lapped against the marina. 
 
    “As I said, the evidence seemed to leave no other conclusion.” 
 
    An image of Stella impaled on the wall instantly vanquished any remaining embers of desire. He felt ashamed of himself; perhaps Riddle had been right, he was too close to the investigation. 
 
    “Let’s walk,” Miller said. 
 
    Charlotte agreed. She was feeling cold and a walk around the town always helped clear her head. 
 
    As they approached the sharp left bend of Church Street that took it over the bridge, Miller veered left along Grape Lane. The further they stayed away from the upper half of Church Street and the scene of Stella’s murder, the better. 
 
    Crossing the bridge, they turned left past a couple of men packing up their fishing lines. 
 
    A little further on, they found a van selling coffee. Miller ordered two lattes; more to keep their hands warm than to drink. He passed Charlotte her coffee and for a few moments they stood facing each other, cupping their drinks while the steam from their mouths danced together. 
 
    “Penny for your thoughts?” Charlotte said. 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “You looked miles away.” 
 
    “Oh, I was just thinking about when I used to come on holiday here with my parents,” Miller explained. “On some days my mother would take me around the shops and we would leave my father here.” 
 
    “Here?” Charlotte asked. It was an odd place for someone to sit for any extended length of time. There were certainly better views in the town. 
 
    “He used to watch the boats and ships. I think he found some kind of peace in watching the large tankers come and go. I don’t know,” he added, realising he had never tried to analyse what had been quite a regular occurrence on family holidays. “I suppose it helped him with his work.” 
 
    “He was a cartoonist, wasn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes, a news cartoonist in Sheffield.”  
 
     “How did watching boats help?” Charlotte asked, genuinely interested. 
 
    “I don’t think it was the boats themselves,” Miller said. “I think it was more the act of watching. It helped him mull things over.” 
 
    Charlotte nodded and took a sip of the coffee. It was bitter, but what it lacked in taste, it more than made up for in warmth. 
 
    “And what do you think?” Charlotte asked after another pause. 
 
    “You mean about boats?” 
 
    “What you were saying about, Stella. Did you think she was guilty?” 
 
    It was the question Miller had dreaded. If he was totally honest, he was never one hundred percent sure about her guilt, but everything pointed that way and he had a job to do. 
 
    Miller stamped his feet. The temperature was plummeting now the weak sun was disappearing from the sky. 
 
    “What I was saying,” he said finally, “is that everything added up to Stella being guilty. There was her denial that she had passed Jennifer’s room – something she would have no reason to deny unless she had something to hide. And then there was her financial situation. She desperately needed the money she would get from her mother’s will.” 
 
    “You’re saying that she killed her mother to get the money?” Charlotte asked. “Why didn’t she just ask her mother for the money? If the money was coming to her anyway, I am sure Mabel would have been happy to help Stella out.” 
 
    “But you’re forgetting about the change of will,” Miller said as he blew warm air onto his hands. 
 
    “True,” Charlotte said, “but even so, it’s a long way from that to murdering your own mother.” 
 
    Miller stroked her hand. “And you have no idea why Mabel wanted to leave her money to you; and why now?” 
 
    Charlotte’s brow furrowed. “I don’t know … unless it wasn’t really that she was leaving the money to me, more that she did not want her family to have it and she couldn’t bring herself to give it to the cats’ home or some such place.” 
 
    That was possible, Miller thought. From what he knew of Mabel, she had been a strong willed woman. 
 
    “Of course,” Charlotte said, “that’s only a guess.” 
 
    “But you think it would have been in character?” 
 
    Charlotte thought for a moment. “Yes, but that doesn’t explain why she chose to cut her whole family out of the will.” 
 
    “Her solicitor thought that as the family was financially secure, she might want you to have the money as you’d become the sister Stella never had.” 
 
    Charlotte went slightly red. “I wouldn’t say that. But it doesn’t stack up anyway. The money I was left when my parents died is more than enough to live on; and then there’s the money I earn from the little bit of bookkeeping I still do.” 
 
    “Mabel knew about your parents?” Miller asked. 
 
    Tears started to roll down Charlotte’s cheeks.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but it’s all been too much. Mabel and then Stella, I just can’t take it in.” 
 
    Miller suddenly felt very guilty. In his rush to find out background information, he had forgotten how close Charlotte was to the Downings. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, putting his arms around her. He could feel her whole body shake as Charlotte gave in to the tears. 
 
    “Murdering scum!” Charlotte screamed with an intensity that took Miller by surprise. 
 
    He moved back and held Charlotte’s face in his hands. She suddenly became limp in his arms, as if the outburst had released a tension that had been building over a period of time. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. “I don’t know where that came from.” 
 
    “It’s perfectly natural,” Miller said stroking her hair. “You’re probably in shock and here I am asking you questions.” 
 
    Charlotte smiled. 
 
    “Shall we go back to the flat,” she asked before kissing him deeply. 
 
    Miller felt arousal return and was simultaneously surprised and ashamed at how the emotion could so quickly block out all others. 
 
    “I want you to hold me,” she said as they walked back towards Charlotte’s home. 
 
    She winced slightly as he squeezed her and caught her arm. 
 
    “Oh God, I’m so sorry,” Miller said, aware he was apologising again. 
 
    Charlotte did not reply she just nuzzled further into Miller’s embrace. 
 
    By the time they got back to the flat it was six o’clock. Darkness had returned to the town and the clouds waited ominously to make good on their promise of snow. 
 
    As Charlotte led Miller into her bedroom, half a mile to the east, Tim Brown was seated at his desk putting the finishing touches to the following morning’s lead story, headed Where is Dracula’s Disciple? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Police remain baffled today over the identity of Dracula’s Disciple, as the investigation into the double slaying of two local residents enters its fourth day. 
 
    It is increasingly likely that the vampire-obsessed killer is still prowling the town’s streets. Police have advised all to be extra vigilant – especially after dark. 
 
    We have also learned that extra security has been posted around the Downing family, in an attempt to prevent the fiend from striking again. 
 
    While not available for comment yesterday, we believe that Detective Inspector Miller – who is leading the investigation – is following up a number of leads, but an arrest is not thought to be imminent. 
 
    We call on the people of this great town to be especially aware and to report anything suspicious to the police. If you are not comfortable contacting them directly, we will be happy to pass on any information … 
 
    “… Happy to pass on any information …” Riddle read aloud. Miller was going to go ballistic when he saw that. 
 
    “I think they’re trying to get ahead of us,” PC Dixon said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Riddle snapped, “I had managed to make that deduction.” 
 
    Dixon shrugged his shoulders. He was only trying to help, for God’s sake. He moodily flicked through the rest of the newspaper, while Riddle aimlessly walked around the Downing’s dining room. 
 
    “Where do these bloody reporters get off?” Riddle asked of the room. “It’s not exactly what you would call responsible journalism, is it?” 
 
    Dixon opened his mouth to speak and then thought better of it. He was going to suggest that if they communicated slightly better with the newspaper, there would be less need for its staff to ‘sex things up’, but guessed that his opinion may not be fully appreciated at the moment. Although, Dixon had to admit, a vampire-obsessed lunatic on the loose in an English coastal town, linked in the minds of millions with Dracula, did not actually need that much sexing up. 
 
    Any further chance of a discussion on the merits of police and journalists’ working methods was put on hold by the insistent ring of Riddle’s mobile phone. 
 
    Riddle took out his mobile and looked at the screen.  
 
    “It’s the boss,” he said to Dixon with what sounded like relief. 
 
    “Morning, sir.” 
 
    For the next few minutes, Dixon just heard Riddle offer the occasional “O.K.” and “yes, sir”. 
 
    Finally, Riddle shut his phone and turned to Dixon. 
 
    “The boss wants to talk with Henry – away from the house – so you will need to stay here.” 
 
    Dixon nodded. That was fine with him; it was warm in the dining room now that the portable heaters had arrived and besides, it looked like snow again outside. 
 
    Riddle knocked on the door of the living room and went in. Henry Downing was sitting in an armchair next to the fire. Its logs popped and crackled, but Henry did not notice the heat it was creating. On his lap lay a newspaper, neatly folded. It was not the Whitby Telegraph. 
 
    “Good morning, Mr. Downing,” Riddle said. 
 
    Henry looked the perfect picture of respectability, but Riddle remained unconvinced. It all looked too much like a feature in Country Living magazine. 
 
    “Sergeant,” Henry said standing up and offering his hand. 
 
    Riddle looked momentarily confused. Did they really need to shake hands every time they met? He was investigating the murder of the man’s mother and sister, for God’s sake. Surely, they could relax the formalities. 
 
    “Please sit down,” Henry said. 
 
    “No thank you, sir,” Riddle said, aware that the formality was catching. “Detective Inspector Miller has asked if you could come with me to meet him in the town.” 
 
    “Give me five minutes,” Henry said as he headed for his room to change.” 
 
      
 
    They drove into the town in silence. The snow had held off during the night, but dark clouds hung motionless in the sky and the whole town seemed to be holding its breath, waiting for the latest weather assault. 
 
    Henry had emerged from his room dressed in a well-cut suit that Riddle guessed must have been at least ten years old. His tie carried an emblem that the policeman did not recognize, but that he noticed was mirrored on his cufflinks. 
 
    Riddle gave Henry a sideways glance. Was this man capable of murdering his mother and his sister? It was very unlikely, but then all the evidence looked to point to it being someone in the house on the night of Mabel’s murder. 
 
    If Miller was right – and Riddle saw no reason to doubt it – the same person was responsible for both killings. That meant that Stella was no longer a suspect in the murder of her mother, so she was out of the equation. Charlotte Sanderson had been cleared by Riddle himself – much to Miller’s relief – and besides, she had no motive. So whom did that leave? 
 
    Henry’s wife, Jennifer for one. Then there was the younger son, Peter; he was amiable enough, but that could be said for many murderers. 
 
    Riddle suddenly became aware that Henry was speaking. “I’m sorry, Mr. Downing. You were saying.” 
 
    “I was asking if we had five minutes to spare so that I could just make sure everything is all right at the Bank,” Henry said, verbally capitalising the last word. 
 
    Riddle had been driving on autopilot. They were now in the middle of the town and waiting for the traffic lights to change so they could cross the swing bridge. 
 
    “Five minutes,” Riddle said. Miller was not expecting them for another quarter of an hour, so there was plenty of time. Besides, Riddle felt he could do with the time to arrange the jigsaw puzzle of thoughts that were occupying his mind. 
 
    After crossing the bridge, Riddle indicated to turn right and pulled into the beginning of a pedestrian precinct where there was a conveniently located space designated for loading directly next to the bank. 
 
    When Henry emerged exactly five minutes later, Riddle’s thoughts were still in no better order, but Henry appeared to be more at ease.  
 
    “They’re coping as best they can in my absence,” he said as he got back into the car, “but it’s always good for them to know it won’t be long until I’m back.” 
 
    Riddle reversed the car back into the road and then turned back in the direction of the bridge before turning off to the left just before the crossing. As the car passed the Access Only sign, Henry’s brow ruffled. “Are we not going to the police station?” he asked. 
 
    “No, Mr. Downing,” Riddle said as he changed down into second gear in order for the car to navigated the sharp turn that briefly took the road away from the harbour front. “Inspector Miller thought it would be better to have a chat away from the house and the police station.” 
 
    Henry nodded his assent, although Riddle sensed he found this departure from procedure not to his liking. 
 
    The road now ran between a row of shops – mostly selling gifts or fish and chips – and the fish processing area of the harbour. Gulls swooped overhead, screeching at the fishermen who were unloading what remained of the town’s fishing fleet. 
 
    A hundred yards further on, the road disintegrated into a ramp that led down to the sea, forcing drivers to turn sharp left to where the road twisted its way up the Khyber Pass. Named after the winding mountain pass that links Afghanistan and Pakistan, it curved its way from the harbour front to the Victorian splendour of the town’s west cliff. Riddle drove in a circle around the one-way system and pulled the car into a space opposite the entrance to the Royal Hotel. 
 
    The hotel had been built in the 1860s to cater for the increase in tourism brought about by the railways. In its Victorian heyday it had played host to Charles Dickens, Lewis Carroll and Bram Stoker amongst many others. Its whitewashed front remained a local landmark, but it always made Miller sad that its glory days were long gone. A tour company that specialised in senior citizen breaks now owned it, but the bar remained open to the public and it was here that Riddle found his boss. 
 
    “Thank you for coming, Mr. Downing,” Miller said as they entered the bar. 
 
    “Of course,” Henry said, “anything I can do to help.” 
 
    The bar’s lights were turned on against the pervading gloom outside. Whitby’s Abbey was barely visible in the poor light; its ghostly outline hung above the town, adding to the general sense of foreboding. Looking from the hotel bar, the town’s church sat to the left of the Abbey and was closer to the cliff. There was precious little light to reflect off its gold clock and the St George’s flag looked limp and dejected in the oppressively murky morning light. 
 
    Although it was mid-morning on a weekday, the hotel’s bar had quite a few customers. Most were retired and taking advantage of its tea and toast offer. 
 
    Even with these fellow customers, the table at which the three men were sitting was private enough to allow conversation to flow freely. 
 
    “Mr. Downing,” Miller began, “I am sure you don’t need me to tell you how sorry I am about the death of your mother and sister; and I want you to know that I will do everything within my power to catch whoever is responsible.” 
 
    Henry waved aside the comment. 
 
    “To that end,” Miller said nodding to Riddle to take out his note book, “I was wanting to ask you a few questions. I hope you understand why I wanted to speak to away from the house and the police station.” 
 
    “The house, of course,” Henry said rather stiffly, “but I fail to see why we could not conduct this interview at the police station. It would have been more appropriate.” 
 
    “That would normally be procedure,” Miller conceded, “but I wanted to spare you an encounter with the press.” 
 
    “Ah,” Henry said. “In that case, I can see the need to speak off site as it were. They have been absolutely…” he trailed off, unwilling or incapable of finding the right words. 
 
    “When we initially interviewed you,” Miller said, “you said that on the night of the party you did not leave the conservatory; but we have two witnesses who say you were gone for fifteen minutes or so.” 
 
    “Witnesses?” Henry said. “You mean my family. Well, they’re mistaken. I did not …” Henry stopped. “Hold on, I did pop upstairs to see mother.” 
 
    “Can I ask about what?” Miller said. 
 
    “I suppose you must,” Henry said sounding like he supposed just the opposite. “I just wanted to see if she was all right. She had been looking a little tired, that’s all.”  
 
    “And was she? All right, that is?” 
 
    Henry paused for a moment. 
 
    “With hindsight she was a little distracted, but nothing more. I really don’t see the relevance of your questions.” 
 
    Miller was far from sure that this was leading anywhere, so he changed tact. 
 
    “Am I right in thinking that you feel there is no ground for these Dracula’s Disciple stories?” Miller asked. 
 
    Henry grimaced at the term. “I can accept that some deranged madman is responsible – some damn care-in-the-community-experiment, probably – but I can not imagine why he would focus on our family.” 
 
    “But that is exactly what is happening,” Riddle said. He was becoming increasingly frustrated at Henry’s starched formality. 
 
    “It’s certainly an interpretation that the press favours,” Henry responded, “but I have to say that it seems far fetched to me.” 
 
    Miller looked genuinely surprised. “You mean you think that the deaths of your mother and sister may not be linked?” 
 
    “I’m not saying that,” Henry said, “but neither am I saying that there is some crazed killer out there targeting our family.” 
 
    “What makes you so sure?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Because there’s no reason that he should be,” Henry answered in a tone Miller guessed he normally reserved for his junior staff. 
 
    “Can you expand on that?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “What I mean,” Henry continued in the same tone, “is that I can see no earthly reason why my family should be targeted. We have never wronged anyone in any significant way. Unless you count me declining someone’s loan application,” he added sardonically. 
 
    Miller cleared his throat to ask the question that had been niggling away ever since he had first spoken to the bank manager. 
 
    “You seem certain that the killer is some person you have never met: a stranger to you.” 
 
    “Obviously,” Henry said. 
 
    “So am I to assume that you do not believe the murderer to have been within the house on the night of your mother’s birthday?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Hiding somewhere …” Henry began and then he suddenly bristled. “A member of the family, you mean?” he said, his voice becoming contemptuous. “What nonsense. I appreciate that you must have to deal with all strands of society in your job,” Henry almost sneered, “but I can assure you that my family is not in the habit of killing one another.” 
 
    “It wasn’t just family there that night, though …” Riddle began. 
 
    “What?” Henry said interrupted. “You’re referring to Charlotte?” 
 
    Riddle nodded. 
 
    “Well, besides the fact that your superior officer may have some comment on your suggestion of Charlotte’s guilt, my mother considered her one of the family.” 
 
    “Miss Sanderson has been ruled out of any involvement,” Riddle said. “As you know her wrist is sprained and she could hardly have strangled …” 
 
    Henry interrupted again. “Of course she could not have – sprained wrist or not. What on God’s earth would make you suggest that Charlotte was responsible?” 
 
    Despite the privacy offered by the position of their table, Henry’s raised voice caused a female bird watcher to look up from her buttered toast. 
 
    “I didn’t,” Riddle said, quietly. He was finding it increasingly difficult to maintain sympathy for this pompous man. 
 
    “But you said.” 
 
    “I believe my sergeant was referring to Charlie,” Miller said, careful to moderate his voice to a lower level. 
 
    “Charlie?” Henry said incredulously. “But what on earth would he want to murder members of my family for?” 
 
    Miller sighed and paused for a moment to control his rising temper. He fixed his eyes on the ghostly silhouettes outside and breathed deeply. 
 
    “The point I am trying to put to you,” Miller said in what he hoped was his most patient voice, “is that it may be possible that your mother’s killer – and quite possibly your sister’s – may be a family member.” 
 
    “Impossible,” Henry said bluntly. 
 
    At that moment a waitress asked if they would like to have any more coffee. Miller said, no, and asked for the bill. 
 
    “All right, Mr. Downing,” Miller said. “If we accept for the moment that the killer is a stranger to you, we need to ask why he has chosen your family.” 
 
    “If he has,” Henry said petulantly. “I would suggest that your time may be better spent searching the town for suspects.” 
 
    Miller shook his head. 
 
    “Henry,” he said, using the bank manager’s Christian name for the first time, “have you considered that the rest of your family may be in danger?” 
 
    “Of course I have, but I just don’t subscribe to this vampire obsession the newspapers keep mentioning. It’s them who are obsessed.” 
 
    Henry moved agitatedly in his seat. 
 
    “It looks much more likely,” he continued, “that these tragic events have been the terrible result of some deranged lunatic who is more than likely long gone from the town.” 
 
    “I hope you’re right,” Miller said standing to signal the interview was over. 
 
    “I assume that you would have no objection to me returning to work tomorrow,” Henry said. 
 
    “I would not recommend it,” Miller said, “but neither can I stop you.” 
 
    “In which case,” Henry buttoned up his tweed overcoat, “I shall do just that. I am sure the staff will have coped the best they can,” he said as he waved Riddle’s offer of a lift aside, “but after all, you can not expect things to run as well when the manager is not present.” 
 
    With that remark, Henry walked out of the bar, through the reception area and turned left down the steps that led to the street. 
 
    The two policemen sat back down. Miller poured them both a coffee. He looked thoughtful and ill at ease. 
 
    Riddle was looking back over the notes he had made and was shaking his head. 
 
    “Something on your mind, sergeant?” Miller asked as he pushed a coffee across the table. 
 
    “I don’t know how you kept your patience,” Riddle said, agitatedly flicking the pages of his notebook. 
 
    “You’ve not been taken with Henry Downing, have you?” Miller said with a faint smile. 
 
    “Oh come on,” Riddle said, his frustration finally getting the better of him. “I don’t think I have ever interviewed such a pompous, self-important old pain in the arse, as Henry the sodding bank manager Downing.” 
 
    “You found him pompous and self-important?” Miller asked as if he had never considered Henry in those terms. “Yes,” he said after a pause, “I suppose you might interpret his manner in that way.” 
 
    Riddle’s frustration suddenly evaporated as he sensed something in Miller’s tone. 
 
    “He’s not like that normally?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Not to such an extent, no.” 
 
    Riddle was still not convinced. “Well, if you didn’t find him self-righteous, how do you explain his behaviour?” 
 
    “That?” Miller said, taking a sip of his coffee. “I would guess that it was fear. Henry Downing is a very frightened man.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    “What do you think he’s frightened of?” Riddle asked after Miller had paid the bill. “Do you think he’s scared because he’s guilty or because he thinks he may be the next victim?” 
 
    Miller did not answer straight away. Instead he stood up and stared at the view from the large window. Over the time they had been speaking to Henry, the remnants of fog had begun to disperse; but the build up of ominous looking clouds was countering any potential chance of brightness. 
 
    “I think,” Miller said turning to face his sergeant, “that may not be the right question.” 
 
    Riddle was confused. “What else has he got to be scared about?” 
 
    “Let’s make a move,” Miller said ignoring the question. “I think I’ll just pop home. Leave the car, the walk will do you good.” 
 
    Riddle buttoned his coat up. Who the hell went walking on Whitby’s west cliff in January? 
 
    They turned left and followed the east side of the hotel as they headed towards Whitehall Mansions, where Miller had lived for the past five years. 
 
    Crossing the road, they walked to the cliff edge and picked up the coastal path, which traversed municipal car parks and dog walker patrolled grass verges. 
 
    “Do you think Henry could have murdered his mother and sister?” Miller asked as walked past Whitby Theatre’s booking office. 
 
    “I’d like to think so,” Riddle said dryly, “but I can’t say I’m convinced.” 
 
    “No,” agreed Miller. “Of course, now we know Stella managed to get out of the house last night, it follows that anyone else who we thought was safely ensconced could have done the same.” 
 
    “Meaning, no one has an alibi for Stella’s murder,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said. “They were all in their rooms for a good part of the evening. Any half decent defence lawyer would have a field day.” 
 
    “Back to square one,” Riddle said kicking a discarded empty can of super strength lager across the path, before guiltily picking it up and dropping it into a nearby litterbin. 
 
    “Of course, Henry should be able to provide an alibi for his wife and vice versa…” Miller said, leaving the sentence unfinished. 
 
    Riddle picked up on the point. “But he can’t, because they have separate rooms.” 
 
    “That they do, sergeant.” 
 
    “So you think that Henry is frightened because his wife can’t provide him with an alibi?” 
 
    “Possibly,” Miller said pausing outside the crazy golf course that Charlie ran, “but it might be the other way around.” 
 
    Riddle leaned on the fence opposite the golf course’s third hole. It had a windmill in the middle of it. 
 
    “The other way around?” he said. 
 
    “I mean,” Miller said, “that he may be frightened because he can not provide an alibi for his wife.” 
 
    Riddle turned to face his boss, his expression taking on the look of someone who has just been indoctrinated into some great secret. 
 
    “I think,” Miller said trying not to smile at the comical expression facing him, “that it occurs to Henry that he has no idea where his wife was last night.” 
 
    “Oh God,” Riddle said, his mind processing this new idea. “It was Jennifer’s testament about Stella going past her room that led us to suspect she was guilty. And,” he sounded both excited and shocked in equal measure, “it is quite something to kill your mother and sister…” 
 
    “But not quite the same,” Miller said finishing the sentence, “to kill your mother-in-law and sister-in-law.” 
 
    “That’s what you think happened?” Riddle said, his head spinning with the new theory. 
 
    Miller thought for a moment. “I don’t know,” he said honestly, “but I have the feeling Henry was thinking just that.” 
 
    Miller crossed the road to his apartment. “I’ll just be a minute,” he said signalling for Riddle to wait. “Then we’re due at the morgue to see Powell.” 
 
    “And then?” Riddle asked, trying not to show he was not too happy about having to wait in the cold while Miller did whatever he was going to do in his apartment. 
 
    “And then,” Miller answered, “I think we need to speak with Jennifer.” 
 
    As Miller walked through the security door, he turned back. 
 
    “While you’re waiting,” he said over his shoulder, “you might want to give PC Newbold a ring to make sure Jennifer will still be there when we get to the house. I don’t want anyone else climbing across any conservatory roofs.” 
 
    Miller reappeared five minutes later. “Right,” he said as the policemen retraced their steps back to the car, “second visit to the morgue in a week.” 
 
    Riddle grunted. His feet felt like blocks of ice and the fact that Miller had given no indication of why he had to return home was not making him feel any better. 
 
      
 
    They walked to the car in silence, both lost in their own thoughts. It was not until Riddle pulled out of the parking space that Miller broke the silence. 
 
    “Let’s hope the autopsy doesn’t bring up any more surprises.” 
 
    “You don’t think there’ll be more cassette tape?” Riddle asked. That was all they needed. 
 
    “No, I think the cassette tape was a message to us. It was the method that was important to the killer this time.” 
 
    Riddle navigated a roundabout and drove the car down a steep hill, passing the Whitby museum on his left. 
 
    “Sir,” Riddle said a few moments later as they waited at a T-junction for a gap in the traffic. 
 
    “Go on, sergeant,” Miller said, “spit it out.” 
 
    “Well, it’s your friend,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Charlie?” Miller said. 
 
    “Yes,” Riddle said as he swung the car right to join a line of traffic heading up a steep hill. “We’ve not considered that Charlie may … well, I can’t think of a motive but …” 
 
    Miller smiled. “Let me put you out of your misery. I have spoken to a nice old lady who lives in the flat above the off-licence opposite Charlie’s flat.” 
 
    “And,” Riddle said. 
 
    “And her living room looks straight in to Charlie’s kitchen. She’s happy to testify that Charlie was in his kitchen at the time of Stella’s murder – and for an hour or so before.” 
 
    “That’s a long time to be in a kitchen,” Riddle said as the car inched its way up the hill. 
 
    “It’s where he keeps the whisky,” Miller said sadly. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, the two policemen arrived at the town’s morgue. This time the pathologist was waiting for them. 
 
    “Good morning,” Powell said, his jowls wobbling in what appeared to be his permanent good humour. “We’re on a roll this week.” 
 
    Miller ignored this remark. 
 
    “Come in, sergeant,” Powell said as he led the two policemen through the security door, “and bring your boss.” 
 
    Riddle momentarily recoiled as the combined smell of death and its assorted fluids assailed his nostrils. The body of Stella Downing was one of three currently in the room, but the only uncovered one. 
 
    Miller walked up to her and put his hand on her shoulder. He had not been able to touch her at the crime scene as the SOCO team had yet to arrive; but here, before the pathologist’s report began, he was able to take a moment to say a short private farewell to the woman his best friend had planned to marry. 
 
    Riddle and Powell stood back allowing Miller his brief moment. What thoughts were going through his mind at that time, Riddle could only guess. 
 
    After a few short moments, Miller turned around with a look of steely determination on his face. 
 
    “What can you tell us?” 
 
    Powell and Riddle came forward to stand around Stella’s body. There was a hole just below her left breast where the skin was heavily traumatised. Despite seeing many corpses, Miller still felt slightly uncomfortable at staring at Stella’s naked body in such a cold and detached manner. 
 
    “Death was caused by a wooden spike that pieced her heart,” Powell said. 
 
    Miller suppressed the desire to say that he already knew that. 
 
    “The entry wound is at the back,” Powell said, gently turning Stella so the policemen could see. 
 
    “And?” Miller said, unable to hide his impatience. 
 
    Powell looked puzzled. “Haven’t you heard from your Scene of Crime Officers yet?” 
 
    “They should have filed an initial report by the time we get back to the station,” Riddle said. 
 
    Powell nodded. “Right. Well, obviously a lot depends on what they tell you, but in the absence of their report, I would say that there’s little doubt that she was pushed onto the spike. There are clear stone traces around the wound, that suggests that she was pushed with a decent amount of force.” 
 
    “A decent amount?” Riddle asked. “Does that mean a woman could have done it?” 
 
    “Not all women are frail beauties,” he said with a trace of a smile. 
 
    Miller and Powell exchanged glances. They were both thinking of Jennifer Downing. 
 
    “Is there anything else you can tell us?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Not beyond the routine,” Powell said. “She was a healthy woman. No disease, not pregnant, no sign of sexual interference.” 
 
    “And no cassette tape?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “None whatsoever,” Powell said. “She was a woman in the prime of her life,” he said pulling the sheet back over Stella’s head with a tenderness that strangely moved Miller. “Catch this one, Frank,” he said as the policemen headed for the door. 
 
    Miller looked back, but did not speak. 
 
      
 
    As the policemen emerged into the cold winter air, Miller let out a long sigh. 
 
    “I always feel like I am going to suffocate in places like that.” 
 
    “No one likes morgues, sir,” Riddle said. 
 
    “It’s not just that. It’s any place that has windows that don’t open like hospitals and so on. The air is always so artificial. I was always told fresh air was good for you. In places like that it’s stale, manufactured, unnatural.” 
 
    Riddle had already become familiar with his boss’s love of fresh air, a fact that the permanently open window in Miller’s office attested to. Then there was his choice of home: high above the town’s west cliff. It was always windy there, even on summer days. 
 
    Riddle glanced at his watch. It was now lunchtime. The snow-laden clouds were even darker than they had been that morning, a fact confirmed by the weather report that greeted them when they switched on the car radio. Heavy snow was forecast for the north east of England and police were advising people to take precautions. 
 
    “Back to the station?” Riddle said as he pulled the car out of the car park. 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said, his eyes still on the dark clouds, “we need to see that SOCO report before we speak with Jennifer Downing.” 
 
    Riddle headed back into the town, once again following the line of Whitby’s single-track railway into the town centre. 
 
    The police station was a hive of activity as the traffic division co-coordinated the anticipated issues the snow would bring. Not that Whitby had a rush hour as such – there was not enough business in the town for that – but the surrounding roads were notoriously susceptible to bad weather. 
 
    When they had navigated the crowded corridors, they found the initial SOCO report waiting for them on Miller’s desk. 
 
    “Read it and tell me the gist,” Miller said as he lowered himself into his chair. 
 
    Riddle eyes scanned the document. Finally, he got to the last page summary which he read closely as his eyebrows raised a centimetre towards his dark brown fringe. 
 
    “Something piqued your interest?” Miller said, as he vainly attempted to tidy his desk. 
 
    “It pretty much confirms what Dr Powell guessed,” Riddle said. 
 
    “I don’t think the good pathologist would thank you for the word guessed,” Miller interrupted, “but go on.” 
 
    “The SOCO team has confirmed that the spike that killed Stella Downing was about a foot long and had been wedged into the stone wall.” 
 
    “Someone hammered a wooden spike into a wall?” Miller said, wondering how that had not attracted attention. 
 
    “No sir,” Riddle said. Did Miller want him to read the report or not? “The report says that there was already a naturally made hole in the wall, probably made as a result of the salt from sea spray.” 
 
    Miller was sitting back in a chair he had inherited when his father died. Not that the chair was actually worth anything, but he found its handcrafted curves comforting in the mass produced office environment. 
 
    “Thank you, sergeant, but I am aware of the process.” Miller interrupted again. 
 
    Riddle mentally counted to ten and then continued. 
 
    “The killer utilised the hole that was already present and jammed the spike in.” 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking,” Miller said, suddenly alert, “why did the killer bother with that when they could have just stabbed Stella with a spike. What did Stella think when the killer started wedging a spike into the wall?” 
 
    However Miller tried to picture the scene it just did not work. 
 
    “Hold on,” Riddle said as he turned the last page, “there’s more on the back.” 
 
    Miller stood up, looking over his sergeant’s shoulder. 
 
    “Tests show that the spike had actually been in the wall for two, possibly three days,” Riddle said. 
 
    “I think we can call that premeditated.” 
 
    Riddle agreed. “It also says that there were traces of twine on the stake as well as around the hole.” 
 
    “Meaning?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Meaning that it looks like the spike was covered with some rope – probably fishing nets – to conceal its presence.” 
 
    Miller sat down again. “So what we’ve got then is a planned killing, where the method of the murder is important.” 
 
    Riddle sat down opposite. “I see what you mean. If the killer just wanted to murder Stella Downing they could have done so in any number of ways. But, they couldn’t have forecast the thick fog last night.” 
 
    “No,” Miller agreed, “but then again we always have bad weather at this time of year and anyway, even on a normal January night, how many people would be out at that time?” 
 
    “True,” Riddle said. Miller was right; hardly anyone went down to Tate Hill pier at night. The light was poor and it could be dank and cold. 
 
    Their conversation was interrupted by a deferential knock at the office door. A pretty head appeared and hovered for a moment as if detached from any body. 
 
    “Come in,” Miller said trying not to smile. 
 
    The head was followed by the rest of the body of PC Amanda Buxton. She was the youngest constable in the division, but had already managed to attract considerable interest. She was almost impossibly beautiful with a figure to match which had led to her being christened Buxom Buxton on her first day, but any hopes for a quick conquest her male colleagues may have held remained unfulfilled. 
 
    Miller liked her; he had the notion that there was a lot more to PC Buxton than her good looks. 
 
    “Sorry to disturb you, Sir” PC Buxton said, “but he was very insistent.” 
 
    “Who was?” Riddle said, his eyes lingering a little longer than Mrs. Riddle would have liked. 
 
    “A Doctor Styles,” Buxton said and then added: “He called to speak to Chief Inspector Miller.” 
 
    “Is he one of ours?” Miller asked. He thought he had met all the police doctors. 
 
    “I don’t think he’s that kind of doctor,” Buxton said, her head tilted slightly to one side. 
 
    “He’s an academic?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I think so,” Buxton said. “He was a little vague – I got the impression he didn’t want to speak to me – but he says he has important information and could you call on him at the White Horse and Griffin.” 
 
    “He wants us to come to him?” Riddle snorted. 
 
    “Thank you, constable,” Miller said dismissing Buxton with a smile. 
 
    “I think,” Miller said to Riddle, “on the way to Tate Hill we can pop in to see Doctor Styles.” 
 
    “You want to go back to the pier?” 
 
    “We can go before we see Jennifer Downing,” Miller said, “I think we need to go and have a better look at the murder scene.” 
 
    “But the SOCO team should have left by now,” Riddle said. He had just about thawed out and was in no rush to leave the warmth of the station. 
 
    “Exactly. I want to get the lay of the land, as it’s not an area of the town I’ve spent much time in. And besides, we need to see if we can get a better idea of why the killer used that particular method.” 
 
    Riddle nodded his reluctant assent. 
 
    “Of course,” Miller added as he put his coat back on, “I think the press have already answered that question.” 
 
    “You don’t think there’s anything in this Dracula’s Disciple thing, do you?” Riddle said, regretting he had not taken his coat off yet and was therefore going to feel even colder. 
 
    Miller could not argue that circumstantial evidence was beginning to mount in favour of the idea. “I hope to God not,” Miller said as he walked down the corridor. 
 
    “Because that would mean there will be more killings?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Yes. I have a terrible feeling, that either way, we haven’t seen the last death in this case.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Leaving Whitby’s police station, the two detectives headed back towards the town centre. On the way they passed some of the town’s best houses, mostly set back from the road on their left and largely unnoticed by tourists. Hidden behind high walls and trees they were once the homes of some of the town’s wealthiest occupants, including William Scoresby Snr., inventor of the crow’s nest. 
 
    A few hundred yards later they passed Whitby’s railway station where Miller noticed with a mixture of sadness and bitter irony that the underused station now included an Indian restaurant. Miller found himself imagining all the people who must have once arrived in the town through those gates, including Bram Stoker… 
 
    The thought of that last name returned Miller with a bump to the present. Riddle had now driven over the swing bridge and taken a sharp left onto the cobbled – and largely pedestrianised – end of Church Street. Parking here was virtually non-existent, but Riddle headed on past the White Horse and Griffin and then Justin’s Fudge Shop. Miller glanced through the window and recognised the figure of the owner, speckled with icing sugar creating his famous fudge and chocolate. 
 
    Riddle carefully turned the car left through a gap only just big enough and pulled the car up outside the steps to the Shambles bar. This was about as far as it was possible to go as further on the road narrowed to the width of one car, with the cottages on both sides of the street leaning over towards each other as if whispering their age old secrets. 
 
    Miller and Riddle got out, both shivering against the deepening cold. They retraced their steps and then turned left through an archway and up a cobbled alley. The unevenness of the floor betrayed its age – a fact attested to by a plaque on the wall.  
 
    “The first stage coach from York to Whitby in 1765 departed from this inn”, Riddle read. 
 
    “All those people,” Miller said, “all those lives. All those events that must have seemed so important at the time. All forgotten.” 
 
    The light coming from a window on the opposite side of the small alley illuminated his face. Even at this time of year the Whitby Bookshop had a few customers and Miller cast a yearning glance in its direction. He seldom needed an excuse to wander through its bookshelves or climb its creaking circular staircase to see what serendipity had in store for him upstairs. 
 
    The thought of the circular staircase reminded him of Mabel Downing and brought his wandering mind firmly back to the present day. 
 
    “Come on,” Miller said, “let’s see what this Doctor Styles wants.” 
 
    Miller led the way down a few uneven and slippery steps and opened a large wooden door. Instantly all the cold and seeping chill of the weather was banished as they entered the downstairs bar area of the White Horse and Griffin. The bar’s subdued lighting, along with effect of the crackling logs was a seductive call to leave troubles behind and while away the rest of the afternoon. 
 
    Between three and five, the restaurant was closed and the bar area was open to residents only. In practice, it usually stood empty; but today there were three occupants. Two bird watchers Miller and Riddle had seen the other day on the cliffs were secreted in the far corner, both lovingly caressing pints of the local Abbey Ale. The other inhabitant was sitting alone at a large table that would normally seat six people for dinner. Papers were spread all over its surface and the man scribbled illegibly in a leather bound notebook. When he looked up the policemen saw that he was younger than they expected, probably the same age as Miller. He had messy receding brown hair that topped a studious face, extenuated by the dark rimmed glasses that he kept pushing back up his nose. 
 
    “Doctor Richard Styles,” the man said standing up to reveal crumpled cords and a lumberjack shirt. 
 
    “Chief Inspector Miller and this is Sergeant Riddle,” Miller said, accepting the doctor’s handshake. 
 
    “Please sit down,” Styles said, signalling to the two chairs opposite his. 
 
    “I understand, Dr Styles, that you have some information that may prove useful,” Miller said, as he tried to pick out words from the piles of notes that littered the table. 
 
    “Please, call me Richard,” the academic said as the two policemen sat down. 
 
    A waitress appeared next to the table, pulling a pencil from her dark hair. “Can I get you anything?” she asked. 
 
    “Three pints of Abbey Ale,” Dr. Styles answered, adding, “don’t worry if you’re driving – I’m not and I can always have yours.” 
 
    Riddle knew what his boss was thinking. This was all they needed, some intoxicated time wasting academic. 
 
    “Richard,” Miller said forcing himself to use the doctor’s first name, “as I am sure you can understand we are very busy.” 
 
    “Of course … of course,” Dr Styles said. “I wanted to talk to you about the murders. I think I can help.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said without much hope. 
 
    “Let me explain a little about myself,” the academic said. “I am a senior lecturer at Edinburgh Prince University – used to be a polytechnic of course, but we have a very good humanities department – anyway, my specialty is the fin-de-siècle.” 
 
    Riddle’s pen stopped abruptly above his notebook. “Fin-de-what?” he asked. 
 
    “Fin-de-siècle,” Miller said. “It means end of a century.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Styles said taking a drink from his newly arrived pint, “but in my case it’s a little more precise than that. I specialise in the 1890s.” 
 
    “The eighteen-nineties,” Riddle said. This was all they needed. 
 
    “The decade,” Styles said in a tone he normally reserved for his less gifted students, “in which Bram Stoker published Dracula.” 
 
    “I see,” Riddle said, far from sure that he did. 
 
    “In fact,” the academic went on, “I am currently on a year’s sabbatical to write a book on Stoker. These are pages from the first draft,” he added casting his arm over the debris that covered the table. 
 
    “I’m still not sure how you feel you can help us,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, I know that the police often call in specialist help on murder investigations,” the doctor said as he licked beer from his top lip, “and I thought that as I am staying in Whitby for the next few weeks that it would be my civil duty to offer my services.” 
 
    “In what manner?” Miller asked. 
 
    “As a Stoker specialist. Obviously the only facts about the murders that I have are those taken from the local paper, but even from those I can offer some suggestions … and if you were to let me in to your confidence I am convinced I could offer some real help.” 
 
    “Because you’re writing a book?” Riddle said, not bothering to hide his ingrained suspicion towards anyone he thought of as creative. 
 
    “Because,” Styles said, “the killer appears to have a fixation about the subject of my book. Look,” Styles said sitting up and running a hand through his unkempt hair, “there are few people in the country who know more about Bram Stoker’s Dracula than me; and if you have a killer who is obsessed with the book or the character, then I can help.” 
 
    “You mean as a psychological profiler,” Miller said. 
 
    “Exactly,” the academic said, his eyes lit by the flickering flames of the nearby fire, “I can help you catch Dracula’s Disciple.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, the two policemen emerged into the cold of Church Street. Miler had told the academic that he would be in touch. He was reluctant to commit himself at the moment even though he could see the possible benefits of bringing an expert in. He had been involved in enough investigations to know that they were wrong as often as they were right. 
 
    Heading past where they had left the car, they walked up the gradual incline of the cobbled street. It was starting to go dark now – even earlier than usual as a result of the black clouds that had hidden the sun for most of the day. 
 
    After a few minutes, the two policemen reached the Duke of York pub and headed down a steep path. At the point where it began to head up again, they walked down half a dozen steps to their left onto Tate Hill Pier. 
 
    As Riddle had predicted the SOCO team had departed, leaving little evidence of their presence just a few hours earlier. Not surprisingly at this time of year there were few people out. At the far end of the small pier were a couple dressed in walking clothes braving the cold and looking at the back of a camera at pictures they had taken earlier. The screen of the camera lit their faces with a ghostly pale light. 
 
    The only other people were a retired couple who looked to have taken a wrong turn and were in a heated debate about who was responsible for their current position. 
 
    At the foot of the steps, Miller turned to the right and back on himself. Here the wall that formed the base of the footpath above was about seven feet high. Cold, salt ravaged stone was all that was left to mark the spot where Stella Downing had been murdered just a few hours ago. 
 
    Miller ran his finger over the wall. The hole where the killer had wedged the spike was all too easy to find. 
 
    “How tall are you, sergeant?” Miller said. 
 
    “About five ten,” Riddle said. 
 
    “That’ll do,” Miller said gesturing to the wall. 
 
    Riddle understood. He walked over to the wall, turned around and stood with his back to it. He could feel its coldness through his jacket and he shivered as much from a memory of the previous day as from the cold. 
 
    “I would say Stella was more or less the same height with the heels she was wearing,” Miller said studying his sergeant as a photographer eyes a potential scene for compositional merit. 
 
    “Just stay there,” Miller said as he suddenly ran up the steps. 
 
    Riddle smiled awkwardly at the retired couple who had finally stopped bickering and were now climbing the steps. 
 
    “Looks like snow,” Riddle said trying to ignore the fact he was standing with his back to the wall in a damp corner. The couple hurried on, clearly believing Riddle was at best mad and at worst possibly Dracula’s Disciple. 
 
    A few moments later Miller returned jumping down the steps two at a time. 
 
    “It’s as I thought.” he said. 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “I just popped into the Duke and I could see you from the window – just.” 
 
    “You’re saying someone might have seen the murder?” 
 
    “No, just the opposite. I could just see you, but it’s still quite light and the curtains are still open.”  
 
    “And of course,” Miller said, “the rest of the windows that overlook the steps down to the pier would have had their curtains drawn.” 
 
    “All of them?” Riddle said. 
 
    “What would you do on a cold foggy winter’s night?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Close the curtains,” Riddle conceded, “but as we agreed earlier, the killer can’t have known –” he suddenly stopped, realisation creeping over him. 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said, “the spike had been in place for at least a day. The killer chose his time well.” 
 
    The two policemen were silent, both guessing at the order of events the night before. Stella somehow lured to this spot, the killer carefully manufacturing events so that Stella was standing at the foot of the stairs. 
 
    “How did the killer get Stella to this exact position?” Riddle said, speaking his thought out loud. 
 
    “Look at that,” Miller said, gesturing to an old gas-style lamp above the steps. “That provides the only real light. I would guess that the killer pretended to show Stella something under the light and then when she was in position, a push backwards should have been enough … remember the spike had just been sharpened …” he left the sentence unfinished. 
 
    After a few moments Riddle said, “You said, “the killer chose his time well. It could have been her time.” 
 
    “It could, sergeant,’ Miller agreed. “After all, apart from some old lady saying she may have seen a pregnant woman walking down Church Street, the house to house enquiries have drawn a blank.” 
 
    “A pregnant woman?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I know,” Miller said with a long sigh, “we’ll ask for anyone to come forward; but I can’t really see a pregnant woman hiding herself in Mabel’s home to strangle her and then killing Stella out of a fit of hormonal madness.” 
 
    Riddle smiled grimly. “What now, then?” 
 
    “Jennifer Downing,” Miller said stamping his feet against the cold. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer Downing was sitting on her own in the conservatory of Curlew House. As Miller and Riddle approached she appeared to be lost in thought, her eyes fixed at some indistinguishable point in the distance over the sea. 
 
    Miller cleared his throat. Jennifer tuned slowly around and cast her pale green eyes over the policemen. Her gaze was intelligent with an air of detached indifference. When she spoke though, she was the model of cooperation. 
 
    “Hello,” she said. “I suppose you were wondering why I am sitting here when the rest of the house is warmer?” 
 
    “No,” Riddle lied. 
 
    Jennifer took this as a polite assent and said, “I like the cold, or at least I like being cold and getting warm.” 
 
    Riddle looked puzzled, but Miller was nodding his understanding. “Me too. Sometimes when it’s really cold, I leave the house carrying my coat so I can get the pleasure of putting it on when I’m cold. There’s something very satisfying about that.” 
 
    Jennifer smiled. She wore little make up and Riddle noticed for the first time that she must have once have been a very attractive woman. “I’m not sure your sergeant agrees.” 
 
    Riddle had been shaking his head. “Why would anyone want to be cold, especially living here,” he said waving his arm in the general direction of the town. “Surely you get enough cold to last a lifetime every winter. No, give me a beach and twelve hours of sunshine any day.” 
 
    “Now we have established my sergeant’s preferred holiday destination,” Miller said with a sideways look at Riddle, “we were hoping to speak to you about the events of the past few days.” 
 
    Jennifer’s face became grave. “Please don’t mistake my ramblings for a lack of feeling,” she gestured for the policemen to sit down. “It’s just we all handle things in different ways.” 
 
    Miller noticed a glass on the floor next to the chair Jennifer was sitting in. It was empty, but Miller could guess at its former contents. 
 
    “You are upset about the deaths of Mabel and Stella Downing?” Miller asked. If the question was meant to be provocative, it failed to illicit any reaction. 
 
    “Yes,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “You were fond of them both?” Miller asked, trying a different tact. 
 
    Jennifer smiled sadly. “I am assuming from the tone of your questions that I have made the short move from valuable witness to possible suspect.” 
 
    Riddle studied Jennifer’s face. Miller had been right; there was more to this woman than the local jokes about the bank manager’s drunken wife would suggest. He was suddenly sure that Mrs. Henry Downing could be a very capable woman – but capable of what? 
 
    “We have to ask these questions,” Miller said. He was aware it was a weak answer, but it was all he could manage. 
 
    “Of course you do, and I thank you for being so polite about it. And if it’s any consolation,” she added with the slightest hint of a smile, “I think my husband might share your opinion.” 
 
    Miller’s eyebrows rose. “Really?” 
 
    Once again, there was that sad smile. If she was acting, she was very good. 
 
    “To go back to your earlier question about whether I was fond of Mabel and Stella,” Jennifer stood and walked to the far side of the conservatory, “I would have to say that I was not.” 
 
    Riddle moved to ask a question, but Miller silenced him with a glance. 
 
    Jennifer turned around to face the policemen. “It’s not that Mabel wasn’t always polite to me, but there was no warmth there.” 
 
    “She didn’t like you?” Miler asked. 
 
    Jennifer looked as if she had never really considered this before. “I would say that she accepted me, or at least she accepted Henry’s choice of me. But we were never close.” 
 
    “What did you think of her?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It’s funny Inspector, but when you marry someone you inherit their family. It’s no different from one’s own; it’s not a case of liking or disliking, they’re just there.” 
 
    “With respect,” Miller said, “that’s not really an answer.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” Jennifer said, sounding slightly surprised, “I would have thought that’s exactly what it was.” 
 
    Miller decided to move on for the moment. 
 
    “And Stella,” he said, “how did you feel about her?” 
 
    An expression crossed Jennifer’s face that Miller could not quite read. Was it dislike or perhaps disapproval? 
 
    “I always got on well with Stella, all things considered.” 
 
    Miller was beginning to get a little tired of Jennifer’s ambiguous answers. 
 
    “What does that mean?” he said, his tone losing its polite sheen. 
 
    Jennifer let out a long sigh. “It means that I liked her well enough; it was the effect she had on my husband that I was not so fond of.” 
 
    Riddle’s expression took on an almost comical degree of shock. 
 
    “You are suggesting that your husband was –” Riddle began. 
 
    “Don’t be absurd,” Jennifer interrupted. A chink had appeared in the veneer of detachment. “He may be many things, but that’s taking inbreeding a little far.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Riddle said, feeling suddenly ashamed. 
 
    “What I mean,” Jennifer said regaining her composure as quickly as she had lost it, “is that Henry was obsessed with his role as the eldest of the family. He always thought that he should set an example. Ever since his father died he has taken the role of head of the family as seriously as he takes his position as bank manager.” 
 
    “What has this to do with Stella?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Well, let’s just say that she was not unhappy with the arrangement?” 
 
    “She played up to it?” 
 
    “Yes, Inspector,” Jennifer said in a tone imbued with weariness. “Henry fussed over her – to him she could do no wrong. If I was feeling generous, I would say that being the sweet thing she was, she was unaware of the situation.” 
 
    “And if you weren’t feeling generous?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “I would say that she knew exactly what was happening and she played it for all it was worth,” Jennifer said in one long breath. The sentence acted as some pressure release, for as soon as she said it her eyes suddenly looked very sad. “Of course, it was probably the former and either way, it is hardly relevant when you think of what has happened.” 
 
    Miller was not so sure that it was irrelevant, but for the moment he let it pass. 
 
    “Did you get on well with Stella?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh yes, I wouldn’t want to suggest anything else. She could be very kind and as I say, I did quite like her.” 
 
    “Do you have any theories as to the identity of her killer?” Miller asked. 
 
    The suddenness of the question along with the abrupt change of tact unsettled Jennifer and she answered almost as a reflex. 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t me.” After a short pause she added, “… obviously.” 
 
    “You see Mrs. Downing,” Miller said, “as you can imagine, we need to look for possible motives for the deaths of Mabel and Stella.” 
 
    Jennifer nodded her understanding. 
 
    “And the one that stands out a mile is Mabel’s money,” Miller said. He watched attentively for any reaction, but this time there was none he could detect. 
 
    “But that does not explain why anyone would kill poor Stella,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Miller thought the use of the adjective ‘poor’ was a little much, but he went on, “I’m afraid it might. Mabel’s will shared the money equally between the children: Henry, Stella and Peter.” 
 
    Jennifer’s brow furrowed as she processed this information. 
 
    “So you think Mabel was murdered by one of her children to get at her money and then Stella was killed to increase the share?” Jennifer did not try to hide the contempt in her voice. “It hardly seems likely.” 
 
    “No?” Miller said. “Perhaps not, but that’s not what I was getting at. You see we have discovered that Mabel intended to change her will in favour of Charlotte.” 
 
    “Why should she do that?” Jennifer said, her voice alive with what appeared to be surprise. 
 
    “She apparently thought that all her children were financially secure and she wanted to help Charlotte,” Miller said. If he felt awkward discussing Charlotte in this way, it did not show. 
 
    Jennifer pondered this for a moment. “I suppose that makes some kind of sense, but how does that affect …” she left the sentence unfinished, its end hanging in the air. 
 
    “It means that it is more than possible the killer did not want her to change the will and murdered her to stop her doing that,” Miller said. 
 
    “But why kill Stella?” Jennifer said. “It makes no sense,” she added. 
 
    “Oh but it does,” Miller said, his voice stern and cold, “It makes perfect sense if Stella had found out who the killer was.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    The room was silent while Jennifer thought about the implications of what Miller had just said. There was a sudden sound at the window, as if someone had thrown a handful of gravel over it. Miller turned to see rain lashing the glass, mirroring the waves far below. Particles of ice were building up on the windowsill and Riddle shivered despite the nearby mobile heater that was turned to maximum. 
 
    Jennifer pulled her cardigan closer and looked out of the window. The horizon had become obscured and her eyes rested on the rain – now quickly turning to hail – that assailed the window. 
 
    “I suddenly feel very cold,” she said to Miller. “Perhaps we should have a drink to warm us up?” 
 
    Riddle nodded happily. A mug of tea was just what the doctor ordered. He was disappointed to see Jennifer go to the drinks cabinet and unscrew the top of a whisky bottle. 
 
    “Not for me,” Miller said, a sudden vision of Charlie at his kitchen table surrounded by empty whisky bottles filling his mind. 
 
    Jennifer shrugged, as she poured herself a generous measure. 
 
    “We’ll leave you to it,” Miller said signalling the end of the interview. “For now.” 
 
    As the policemen left the room, Miller glanced back to see Jennifer, whisky glass in hand, standing at the window staring at the hail as it slowly turned to sleet. 
 
    “It looks like we drove the witness to drink,” Riddle said as he and Miller walked back to the car. Water ran down his jacket and dropped onto his trousers making little dots. 
 
    “Convenient, wasn’t it?” Miller said, lowering himself into the passenger seat. 
 
    “You think she wanted us to go?” Riddle said, surprised that his boss had let Jennifer have her wish. 
 
    “Possibly,” Miller conceded, “but she had already told us what we wanted to know.” 
 
    “She had?” Riddle said. He was not sure Jennifer had actually told them anything. Her answers were a lesson in evasion. 
 
    “She told us what she wanted to tell us, it’s true. But that’s fine by me.” 
 
    Riddle was confused. “Sorry sir, you’re going to have to run that by me again.” Jennifer’s vagueness was catching. 
 
    Miller smiled. “I was thinking out loud, sergeant. What I mean is, think about what or rather who she spoke about.” 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “She told us about her feelings for Mabel Downing and Stella – and how Henry was with her,” he said racking his memory for anything that a court might accept as a fact. 
 
    “Two thirds correct,” Miller said. “She certainly left us in little doubt as how she felt about Mabel and Stella, but as for Henry …” 
 
    “She said Stella played up to his head of the household thing –.” 
 
    “Yes, yes,” Miller said interrupting. “But there’s a subtle difference, isn’t there?” 
 
    Riddle found himself feeling like the time his infant school class had been taken on a trip to Hampton Court and he had got lost in the maze. He was the only one who could not find the way out and he had been convinced he would be left stranded while the rest of the class ate their lunch and went home. 
 
    “What difference?” 
 
    “She’s a clever woman, Jennifer Downing. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    Riddle was now deeper in the maze and he could hear the coach’s engine starting up. 
 
    “Sir?” he said. 
 
    “What I mean,” Miller said, “is that although she was obviously upset, she told us exactly what she wanted to tell us.” 
 
    “Which was?” Riddle said, the sound of the coach disappearing into the distance. 
 
    “Which was she spoke about her feelings about Mabel and Stella, but she only spoke about the effect Henry had on them.” 
 
    Hallelujah – the coach had tuned back and he had found his way out of the maze. 
 
    “She did not speak about Henry directly,” Riddle said, the Way Out signs finally visible. “She only spoke about her husband indirectly.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said. “She went out of her way not to talk about Henry.” 
 
    Riddle understood what his boss was getting at. Jennifer had kept steering the conversation away from her husband. 
 
    “Why do you think she didn’t want to talk about Henry?” 
 
    “It strikes me that when we interviewed Henry, he was similarly reluctant to discuss his wife.” 
 
    Miller was right. It had appeared that Henry had been trying to protect Jennifer and now Jennifer was trying to avoid talking about Henry. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” Riddle said, his frustration finally finding a voice. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Miller said, “but I am beginning to wonder …” 
 
    The sentence was destined to remain unfinished as at that moment Miller’s mobile rang. 
 
    Glancing at the screen, Miller got out of the car to answer the call, leaving Riddle to ponder the interview with Jennifer Downing. 
 
    Why would both Henry and Jennifer be so reluctant to talk about one another? Miller had originally thought that Henry might be afraid that his wife had some involvement in the case, but did he really suspect his own wife of murdering his mother and sister? 
 
    Even if that was the case, it did not explain Jennifer’s equal reluctance to talk about Henry. 
 
    Riddle rubbed his eyes vigorously, a habit he had developed as a child whenever he was struggling to understand something. These days it was not the finer points of algebra that were the cause, but a double murder. Both though, at the moment at least, were equally imponderable to him. 
 
    “Tired, sergeant?” Miller said as he got back into the car. 
 
    “No, sir,” Riddle said, although in truth he felt he could sleep for a week. 
 
    Miller squinted through the dirty windscreen at the sky. The sleet had now stopped, but it was only too likely that it was just a brief respite. If anything, the clouds were now even more ominous, as if they had cleared out the lighter snow in order to concentrate on the real business of turning the landscape into a white hinterland. 
 
    “Sir,” Riddle said, warming his hands in front of the car’s heating grills, “I’ve been thinking about Jennifer Downing.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said, his eyes still fixed on the sky. 
 
    “You don’t think that she might think Henry is guilty?” 
 
    “I think that’s one possible explanation for her behaviour,” Miller agreed, “but I’m not sure. There was something not right about that interview.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “I can’t put my finger on it,” Miller said, unable to expand on his thoughts. 
 
    For a few moments the two policemen sat in silence, the only sounds the muffled wind and the purr of the car’s heating system. 
 
    Finally, Miller spoke. “It’s getting late.”  
 
    Although it was only just after three, it was already nearly dark. 
 
    “What are we going to do next?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Miller thought for a moment. 
 
    “I think we’ve done all we can today. Make sure that Dixon and whoever else is on duty are watching the house tonight and are on the ball. Then get yourself off home while you can.” He gestured at the sky. 
 
    “Do you want me to drop you somewhere?” Riddle asked, but Miller was already out of the car. 
 
    Riddle lowered the passenger window. 
 
    “No thanks,” Miller said fastening his coat, “I’ll walk back into town. Anyway,” he added although he was already out of Riddle’s hearing, “I need to think.” 
 
      
 
    The temperature had been kept above freezing for the last few days by the wind, but it was now beginning to drop. For the first time in days, the wind had died down to little more than a breeze. At this time of year, the sun was a brief visitor above the terracotta roofs of Whitby. By the time Miller had left Riddle to ensure the Downing family would have all the protection it could for the upcoming night, it had long abandoned the town to chill beneath the winter sky. 
 
    Leaving the driveway of Curlew House, Miller turned right onto the road and walked the short distance to the elevated pavement that ran alongside the Abbey’s boundary wall. At this point, the road divided: the left fork heading down into the town, coming out just below where Charlotte lived. But Miller invariably choose the path over the road side and so continued on the second fork, just past where the Cleveland Way emerged into Whitby’s east cliff. From here he walked down the hill to where as a child his father used to park the family Mini outside the Abbey’s entrance. Both entrance and car park had moved since then giving the area a feel of abandoned disquiet. 
 
    At this point the road ended at the wall of the Church and its graveyard. Most people – especially tourists – would carry on here and descend the 199 steps into the town, but Miller turned left and followed the wall of the Youth Hostel down an ill kept path that ran past a series of council flats and houses, striking a diagonal path downwards. 
 
    In places this path was very steep as it wound its way past the back of houses. Finally it turned to the right and with a last steep descent down a dozen steps, Miller emerged onto Church Street, opposite the marina. Here he turned left and walked along the pavement until he was outside the garage where Peter worked. The large red doors were closed against the cold, but Miller could hear what sounded like an expensive car’s engine being revved. He thought momentarily about going in, but decided Peter Downing could wait. 
 
    When he arrived at Harbour Side Apartments he was momentarily alarmed to see the door wide open, but was soon relieved to meet a man carrying a cardboard box full of books from a nearby car. Miller guessed he was about the same age as himself, but a well-trimmed beard made him look slightly older. 
 
    “What a day to choose to move in,” the man said as he struggled through the door with another armful of books. His accent was not local, but definitely originated in Yorkshire. 
 
    “Looks like you’ve just made it,” Miller said gesturing towards the sky. 
 
    Leaving the man to his books, Miller climbed the stairs to Charlotte’s flat. 
 
    “I saw you coming,” Charlotte said as she opened the door. “I see you’ve met my new neighbour.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I approve of handsome neighbours,” Miller said as he slipped in through the door. 
 
    Charlotte smiled warmly. “Jealous, Detective Inspector?” she said kissing him lightly on the lips. “Come on, I feel like some fresh air. And besides,” she said as Miller helped her on with her coat, “you know how much I love it when it snows.” 
 
    “I feel like Nelson.” Charlotte laughed as they walked past her new neighbour who was carrying a bulging cardboard box labelled CDs. Miller smiled at Charlotte, who flicked her left coat arm that swung empty by her side. 
 
    By the time they emerged onto Whitby’s streets, snow was falling heavily and the pavements were already finely covered. Charlotte was wearing a long heavy black skirt with matching black boots, a dark polo neck jumper and a snug winter coat. Miller was not so well prepared for the weather; his sports jacket was little practical protection against the elements. He thought momentarily of all the warm clothes back in his apartment, but the thought was banished when Charlotte put right her arm through his and snuggled up to him. 
 
    Kissing her softly, he decided he could deal with the cold after all. 
 
    Leaving the apartment complex, they turned left and continued along Church Street before turning left along Grape Lane. Miller stopped outside the window of Endeavour Books to browse. 
 
    Inside lights blazed and the oil-filled radiators kept the few browsing customers warm. On a chair behind the small service desk, a dog lay curled up. He glanced out of the window and then closed his eyes again. 
 
    “Let’s go in,” Charlotte said, knowing how fond Miller was of the shop. 
 
    “No, I’m fine,” Miller said pulling Charlotte closer to him. “There’s something about the light of a shop window when it’s snowing.” 
 
    Charlotte knew what he meant. Often the town had to make little effort to appear Victorian and this was certainly one such occasion. The light that the shops were casting onto the cobbled thoroughfare paradoxically made him feel warmer, even though snow was falling. 
 
    “If there’s something special you want,” Charlotte said holding Miller tight, “I know you’ve just had your birthday, but I’m sure we can run to one more present.” 
 
    “Would it be terribly clichéd to say that I have everything I want right here?” Miller said, turning to face Charlotte. 
 
    “Terribly clichéd,” Charlotte said, kissing him full on his lips, “but I can live with the occasional cliché.” 
 
    Once again, Miller felt a twinge of guilt. Was it right to feel so happy, so content when he was dealing with two terrible murders? He knew too well that it was vital for the police to maintain an emotional distance from their cases, but this time one of the victims was a friend of the woman he loved. 
 
    He looked into Charlotte’s eyes. As ever, they were impenetrable. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” he asked, brushing snow from her hair. 
 
    “Just how beautiful this town is in winter,” she lied. She had been thinking of Stella and her murder. 
 
    “You’re shivering,” Miller said, his voice full of concern. “Do you want to head back?” 
 
    “I’ll be fine, but shall we walk a bit and warm up?” 
 
    “All right, but at least let me buy you a coffee.” 
 
    They turned away from the bookshop and continued to the end of Grape lane. Just as they were about to turn left to cross the bridge, Miller was almost knocked over by someone who had run out of the offices of the Whitby Telegraph. 
 
    “What the –” Miller began and then stopped. It was Tim Brown and he was looking very flustered. 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller,” Tim said, “I’ve been trying to get hold of you, but your mobile’s off.” 
 
    Miller involuntarily felt for his phone in his inside pocket; he had switched it off when he had gone into Charlotte’s apartment. 
 
    “I managed to get in touch with your sergeant. He said you might be at Miss Sanderson’s.” 
 
    “Did he?” Miller said. He had not told Riddle where he was going, but it looked like he had the makings of a detective after all. 
 
    “What’s so important?” Miller said. He was now recovering from the shock of almost being knocked to the ground and was becoming impatient. 
 
    “We found this in the office post box – must have been missed when it was emptied by one of the juniors earlier,” Tim said taking out a piece of writing paper, covered in a clear plastic wallet. 
 
    Miller suddenly became alert and Tim sensed his change of mood. 
 
    “Obviously I opened it,” Tim said, “because it just looked like one of the dozen letters I get every day; but as soon as I realised what it was, I put it in this wallet. No one else has touched it.” 
 
    “Who’s it from?” Charlotte asked. 
 
    “Dracula’s Disciple” Tim said, lowering his voice as if he had suddenly become aware that they were standing in the middle of the street. 
 
    “You sure?” Miller said. He was all too aware of how many hoax letters a case like this generated. 
 
    “Pretty sure,” Tim said. “He mentions a couple of details that haven’t been released to the public.” 
 
    Miller took the letter and wiping snow from the plastic wallet, read it. 
 
    As he did so, Miller began to feel that the snow was no longer a benign element. It was if the town and weather were in some unholy pact to aid the killer. 
 
    “Frank,” Charlotte said, “what’s it say?” 
 
    Miller was unwilling to repeat some of the details in the letter, but could see that he had to tell Charlotte one thing. 
 
    “It says a lot of things,” Miller said slowly, “some of which aren’t worth repeating.” 
 
    “And it’s from this so called Dracula’s Disciple?” Charlotte asked, craning her neck in an attempt to read some of the letter. 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said, “from what’s been written, it certainly looks like it’s from him.” 
 
    “So what does he say?” Charlotte asked again. 
 
    “He says,” Miller answered reluctantly, “that he is about to kill again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Hello, 
 
    Everyone seems to be very keen to get in touch. Stella was very keen. Until I rammed the spike through her heart. 
 
    Now I know what you’re thinking. Perhaps this letter is from one of those weirdoes who always write into the police and claim responsibility. Not so. You see I am Dracula’s Disciple; but in these faithless days, I suppose you’re going to need proof. All right: Stella was wearing an orange coat, long black skirt and knee length boots. I will leave it to your imagination to figure out how I knew the boots were knee length when she was wearing a long skirt. Let’s just say, her legs were as good as the rest of her. 
 
    Right now, I am planning my next murder. Just think, some insignificant amoeba who is currently walking around this dump of a town, all oblivious in their general ignorance, is about to learn just how better their masters actually are. We all have a master – and while I serve the great Count; most people serve their own greed and ignorance. I ask you – what is the difference? Within the week, another shall be dead. 
 
    Yours – D.D. 
 
      
 
    Miller let the letter fall from his hands onto Tim Brown’s desk. It was an hour after the journalist had almost knocked him to the floor and the two men were standing in Tim’s office. 
 
    Situated on the top floor in a corner room, the office had just one window, but it was usually enough to provide the light he needed. Right now, all the lamps and electric lights were switched on. Tim had claimed it was because it was now fully dark, although the snow that was still falling was reflecting the streetlights and providing ample illumination. The truth was that the letter had disturbed him. Not that he wasn’t used to cranks and even the occasional murder, but there was something disturbing about the matter of fact nature of the letter. 
 
    “What do you think?” Miller asked. He had read the letter a dozen times now and he felt he needed someone else’s opinion. 
 
    “I think we’ve got a lunatic on our hands,” Tim said. 
 
    “You think it’s genuine?” 
 
    “Well, you’re the expert,” Tim said turning to face the policeman, “but I would say so. The detail about Stella’s clothing verifies it.” 
 
    “I agree, although we will have to get the lab to have a look at it. Not,” he added despondently, “that I imagine they’ll find anything. The killer would have to have been very stupid to leave any fingerprints and the font used is Arial, I think. It could be have been printed on any machine in the country.” 
 
    “Another reason I miss typewriters,” Tim said. 
 
    “Sorry?” Miller said, looking up from the letter. 
 
    “What? Oh sorry, I was just thinking out loud.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said, his interest in the journalist resurfacing. 
 
    “I was just thinking that in the days of typewriters you would have had a much better chance of identifying where the letter came from – typewriters were so individual.” 
 
    “True, someone once told me they were almost as different from one another as people’s handwriting.” 
 
    “So they say,” Tim said fixing his gaze on one large snowflake and following its progress down onto the pavement below. “I’m just about old enough to remember the newspaper office in Sheffield when it was still filled with typewriters. The sound of dozens of journalists sitting at metal desks, banging away at the keys on their typewriters, combined with the thundering of the presses below pretty much summed up the attraction of journalism when I started in the early 1980s,” Tim said, unable to keep the nostalgic tone out of his voice. 
 
    “If it’s anything like the police station, everything is computerised now.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Tim said sadly. “Now it’s PCs on mass produced wood veneer coated desks and the printing is done off site in some place no one ever goes. The romance has gone. It’s like working in an insurance office.” 
 
    “Is that why you moved here?” Miller asked. 
 
    “One of the reasons,” Tim said, but it was plain he was not in the mood to elaborate. 
 
    The door to Tim’s office opened and Charlotte stepped in. She had been in the small office bathroom and was looking decidedly pale. 
 
    “I’ve called Curlew House,” Miller said pulling a chair out for her. “Everyone is fine and I have made sure we’ve got the place covered.” 
 
    He was aware that he sounded like an American TV cop, but he wanted to make sure she was not worrying about the rest of the Downings. 
 
    “What about Peter?” Charlotte asked. He had decided not to stay on at the house and had returned to his flat above the garage. 
 
    “Sergeant Riddle has gone to see him,” Miller said, trying to sound as reassuring as possible. In truth he was painfully aware that he had no power to keep the family under house arrest. If they insisted on carrying on with their lives, there was very little he could do about it. 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said nodding towards the letter, “there’s nothing in there to suggest who he intends the next victim to be.” 
 
    Charlotte looked grateful for the words.  
 
    “What happens now?” she asked. 
 
    “We wait for Sergeant Riddle,” Miller said, “and as soon as he arrives, I am going to make a couple of house calls and he will take you home.” 
 
    Charlotte thought about protesting, but knew it would be no use. 
 
    Tim cleared his throat. “Detective Inspector.” 
 
    They both knew what the use of Miller’s full title meant. Tim was wearing his journalist’s hat again. 
 
    “I’m assuming you have no objection to us publishing the letter verbatim.” It was an opening gambit in an age-old game. 
 
    “Use an excerpt,” Miller said, “and say that the letter contained a message the police are taking seriously.” 
 
    Tim jotted a couple of quick notes in what looked to Charlotte’s eyes some sort of nonsensical scribble. 
 
    “I’m sure,” Miller said, “I don’t need to ask you to keep the comments about Stella’s clothing out of the paper.” 
 
    It was not a question, but it was also unnecessary. 
 
    Tim knew that only her killer could have known the details about Stella’s clothes and if they became public, any further communication from the real murderer would become invalid. 
 
    Ten minutes later Sergeant Riddle arrived, stamping the snow from his boots.  
 
    “It’s showing no sign of stopping,” he said as he entered Tim’s office. He had just arrived home when the call had come to return to Whitby. He smiled at Charlotte but could only manage a curt nod in the direction of Tim. For Riddle, policemen and journalists did not mix. 
 
    “I’ll catch up with you later,” Miller said to Riddle as he put his coat on. The sergeant nodded and led Charlotte out of the office, down the old wooden stairs and out into the snow. 
 
    “You and I,” Miller said to Tim, “need to have a chat.” 
 
      
 
    It was almost half an hour later when Riddle returned, his short dark hair dotted with snowflakes. 
 
    “Everything OK?” Miller asked. 
 
    “She’s fine, sir. Bolts fastened securely and I checked the outside door was locked.” 
 
    “Good,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle looked around the room. “Where’s the journalist?”  
 
    Tim was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “I’ve asked him to make a few enquiries,” Miller said in a voice that suggested this was a quite normal procedure. 
 
    Riddle was cold and tired and in no mood to delve deeper into his boss’s working methods. 
 
    Miller sensed this and gestured to a chair opposite the desk. 
 
    “Sit down and tell me about Peter Downing,” Miller said, “and then I think we’ll call it a night. You don’t want to leave it too long before you try to get home. Again.” 
 
    Riddle resisted the urge to say that two hours ago may have been too late. 
 
    Brushing the snow from his sleeves, Riddle told Miller about the youngest of the Downing children. 
 
    “He’s thirty–three, longish foppish hair –” Riddle began. 
 
    “I know that!” Miller said. 
 
    “Sorry,” Riddle said, “force of habit.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said unable to suppress a smile. 
 
    “Well, I told him about the letter – in general terms of course – and he seemed …” Riddle searched for the word. 
 
    “Blasé?” Miller offered, thinking of Charlotte’s description of Peter. 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “I’d say unconcerned was closer to the mark. He’s of the opinion that who ever killed his mother and sister must be insane and is therefore just as likely to kill a total stranger than another member of his family.” 
 
    “He could be right, of course. Charlotte seems to think the same thing; and this letter doesn’t mention the family at all. It just says he is going to kill again.” 
 
    “True,” Riddle conceded, “but we’re still bound to offer the family all the protection we can.” 
 
    “We can offer all we want,” Miller said, his eyes on the snow storm outside, “but we can’t make them prisoners in their own homes.” 
 
    Riddle knew he was right. Henry insisted on carrying on as if nothing had happened, some stiff upper lip attitude that reminded Riddle of the picture of Kipling that used to adorn his school library – all erect posture and aggressive moustache. 
 
    Then there was Charlotte. Riddle had to admit he could see the attraction: not only was Charlotte beautiful, she was no helpless female. She was as adamant she could look after herself as was Jennifer. 
 
    The same could be said of Peter, but in a very different way. He was more laid back than the rest of the family; of course, he was the youngest, but Riddle sensed it went deeper than that. 
 
    “I think it’s about time I spoke to Peter,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle looked deflated. 
 
    “It’s all right,” Miller said smiling, “I’ll go alone. You get yourself off.” 
 
    Riddle did not argue. It had been about thirty minutes since he had last felt his feet and he had a long drive through the snow before he would be warm again and could finally collapse into his bed. 
 
      
 
    Miller had expected to find Peter asleep in his flat above the garage, but when he answered the door he had an oily rag in his hands. 
 
    “Inspector,” Peter said, “I was just finishing another one off.” 
 
    Miller was momentarily nonplussed and had a sudden image of a dead body behind the garage doors, but was quickly feeling idiotic when Peter opened the door wider to reveal a vintage blue Lancier car gleaming in the beam of a long electric light. 
 
    “She’s a beauty, isn’t she?” Peter said seeing Miller’s interested glance. 
 
    “Lovely,” Miller said. He still retained a boy’s fascination with cars and he had to resist an urge to sit behind the wheel. 
 
    “Coincidentally,” Peter said as he lovingly polished the car’s bonnet, “she used to belong to a policeman.” 
 
    “Really?” Miller said. “Obviously one who earned more than me.” 
 
    “Actually,” Peter said, “the prices aren’t prohibitive if you know where to look.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” Miller said, “but I haven’t come here to discuss vintage motorcars.” 
 
    “Of course not,” Peter said, his face suddenly grave. “It’s just that you try to salvage a little normality from the horror. It’s the only way I can get through this whole thing.” 
 
    Miller nodded his understanding. “Unfortunately I am going to have to ask you some questions.” 
 
    “The answers weren’t good enough that I gave your sergeant?”  
 
    Miller looked sharply for any hint of sarcasm, but Peter’s face was as good-natured as ever. 
 
    “It’s not that,” Miller said, “it’s just there are a few things I would like to ask. If I could come in.”  
 
    Miller was still standing in the doorway and the snow was billowing around the entrance. 
 
    “Oh God, sorry,” Peter said walking to the door and closing it behind the detective. “Sometimes I get so carried away, I forget the social niceties. Look,” he flicked a light switch, “I’m done here for the night. Let’s go upstairs for a night cap.” 
 
    Miller was amused to see that the bright red paint that made the large door on the garage resemble a fire station was replicated on the walls of the staircase to Peter’s flat. 
 
    Situated directly above the workshop, Peter lived in a one bedroom flat that made up in views what it may have lacked in space. The living room was at the front overlooking the marina where lights twinkled and boats swayed seductively as snow settled on their decks. 
 
    The room was sparsely decorated with vintage car prints. The only furniture was two old armchairs, a 1970s coffee table and a flat pack bookcase that was mostly empty. It had the transient feeling of a waiting room. 
 
    “It’s not too homely,” Peter said guessing Miller’s thoughts, “but then I don’t really spend much time in here.” 
 
    “No?” Miller said. 
 
    “Cars are my passion and when I’m not working on them, I’m driving them. Basically,” he looked around the room as if it was the first time he had really noticed it, “I sleep here. That’s all.” 
 
    An unruly spring made Miller shifted uncomfortably in his chair. 
 
    “I’ve read your statement,” Miller said, “and I just want to make sure I understand a couple of points.” 
 
    “OK,” Peter said sitting in the other chair, which groaned alarmingly. 
 
    “On the night your mother was murdered you were sleeping at Curlew House. Why was that when you live so close?” 
 
    “Well obviously I had driven up,” Peter said as if the idea of walking anywhere was a moral affront, “but the main reason is that my mother expected me to stay. She expected everyone to stay.” 
 
    “Because it was her birthday?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Exactly,” Peter said wiping his hands on the arm of the chair. Miller was not sure who would come off worse from the encounter. 
 
    “This happened every year?” 
 
    “That’s right. Every year when it was mother’s birthday, the whole family would descend on the house. It was the only time she ever had any guests.” 
 
    “She never came here?” 
 
    “Never!” Peter almost shouted. 
 
    Miller was taken aback by the strength of Peter’s response. 
 
    “What I mean,” Peter said instantly reverting to his usual easy going manner, “is that she was not fond of the mess that goes with motorcars.” 
 
    “But didn’t this use to be your father’s business?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Peter said, “but my mother preferred to stay away.” 
 
    Miller had the feeling he wasn’t getting anywhere, so he changed tact. 
 
    “Do you have any idea who Stella left the house to visit yesterday?” 
 
    Peter shook his head. “None whatsoever. I can only assume she must have thought it very important.” 
 
    “Indeed. And you have no theory as to any motive for the death of Stella and your mother?” 
 
    “Motive?” Peter said as if the thought had never occurred to him. “What motive does a madman have?” 
 
    “You think this so-called Dracula’s Disciple is mad then?” 
 
    “What other explanation is there?” 
 
    “And you’re quite happy to stay here without police protection?” 
 
    Peter laughed grimly. “I don’t for a minute think that the killer is particularly targeting my family. But if I do get a visit, I’m not worried. After all, I’m surrounded by tools which would make quite formidable weapons.” 
 
    Miller had to agree. The workshop below was festooned with potentially lethal bars of metal, blowtorches and various spanners. 
 
    “Even so,” Miler said standing up, “please be careful.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Miller left the garage and considered turning left to see Charlotte, but decided against it. It was getting late and he needed to think, so he turned right and walked through the deserted town. The snow was even heavier now and traffic had all but vanished from the town’s streets. 
 
    Miller bent down and scooped up a handful of snow that he sculpted into a ball. Sheepishly looking about to see if anyone was watching he launched the snowball straight down the middle of the empty road. For a brief moment the throwing of the snowball made him feel better, but the feeling only lasted a few frozen seconds as he watched the missile land and scatter. 
 
    The case was proving highly frustrating and Miller found himself questioning his decision about withholding his relationship with Charlotte from the Chief Constable. He had imagined the main barrier to success would be proving Charlotte’s lack of involvement, but once that was done things had got worse not better. 
 
    Was there really some Dracula obsessed lunatic stalking the streets of Whitby – or was there some method in the apparent madness? The Downing family had lost two members in the past week, yet those remaining refused to have police protection. 
 
    The thought that he was missing something was nagging away at his consciousness, but he could not break through. What was it he was missing? He thought of Mabel’s body at the end of the corridor; Stella impaled against a wall; Jennifer’s evidence seemingly implicating Stella; and Henry’s insistence on returning to work as if it was a matter of national importance. Then there was Peter, working all alone in that cold garage. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” Miller said out loud. 
 
    Crossing the bridge, Miller paused at its apex and stared down into the water. Somewhere in the distance he heard an exchange of voices, but they were going in the opposite direction and soon all was eerily quiet again. 
 
    Walking on, Miller decided to chance the steep incline of Flowergate and managed, more or less, to keep his footing. His mind barely registered the achievement as details of the case danced around his head like hailstones crashing against a windowpane. Stopping briefly to glance in the window of Forever Changes record shop, he thought he heard muffled voices somewhere behind him. When he turned to look the street appeared to be empty. 
 
    As he ploughed his way up towards the town’s west cliff, a plan for the next day began to form. It was time he spoke to Henry properly. Miller would bet his salary that Henry was keeping something back. He would call first thing to make an appointment – Henry would like that – and then he would go to see him on his own turf. See how Henry the Bank Manager acted when he was in his natural environment. 
 
    Feeling slightly better for making a decision – however minor – Miller walked the final quarter of a mile to his home. 
 
      
 
    Miller woke early the following morning – a sure sign he was in the middle of a case. Mornings had never been Miller’s favourite time of the day, but he had been seeing a lot more of them over the past few years. 
 
    Miller opened his balcony doors and stepped outside to get an idea of what the weather was like. Snow was falling lazily over the town’s streets and buildings. A sudden gust of wind blew snow onto his carpet and Miller shuddered against the cold. The brief sojourn outside had done its trick and he was now fully awake. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Miller was walking into the town centre. Snow ploughs were busy clearing the main streets while motorists blew on their hands as they cleared their windscreens. Children had already built an army of snowmen before heading off to school. They dotted the landscape like a platoon of snowy sentinels, keeping a silent vigil on the icy landscape. 
 
    On the way to the town centre, Miller called Henry at the bank and as he had guessed, Henry was more than happy to, “clear some time in my schedule,” to meet him. 
 
    Stooping outside the window of Botham’s to ponder whether an éclair made a suitable breakfast, Miller’s thoughts were interrupted by a call from Riddle. He was waiting outside the bank after battling through the snow and wanted to know where Miller was. The policeman looked guiltily at the cream cakes and said that he was almost there. 
 
    The branch of the Royal Northern Bank where Henry Downing was manager looked from the outside exactly as Miller thought a bank should look. It was stone built with elegant curves and an imposing entrance framing a large solid wooden door. 
 
    Miller had only been inside once when he had first arrived in Whitby and the cash machine had eaten his card. His memory was of opulent wooden counters and mahogany desks confidently declaring the security of the bank’s long history. He remembered a middle-aged woman dealing with his problem quickly and efficiently and was almost looking forward to returning to the bank’s elegant embrace. 
 
    Miller stooped in his tracks as he entered the building. The wooden counters and desks had gone to be replaced with grey plastic that made it look more like a bathroom showroom. The marble floor had been covered – or perhaps ripped out – and been replaced by a thin carpet whose pattern was made up of the initials RNB. 
 
    Worst of all, the middle aged woman who had so promptly dealt with Miller’s vanished card had been replaced by a girl – she could hardly be called a woman – who was standing where the receptionist’s desk and once been, wearing a headset and microphone as if she was about to commence an aerobics class. 
 
    “Good morning,” Miller said feeling nonplussed. “We have an appointment to see Mr. Downing.” He looked around, wondering for a moment if he had come into the wrong building. 
 
    “If it’s a complaint,” the girl said showing pink bubble gum covered teeth, “then you need to fill out this form.” She produced a poorly photocopied piece of paper. 
 
    “It isn’t,” Miller said looking around him and noticing for the first time that there appeared to be no member of staff older than twenty–one. “As I said, we have an appointment.” 
 
    “Loan or mortgage?” the girl said, the first hint of interest in her eyes. 
 
    “Neither,” Miller said. 
 
    The girl sighed and pressed a button on her headset. 
 
    “Two men for Henry,” she said before abruptly turning around and disappearing behind a flip chart bearing the legend, Customers Are Our Business. 
 
    “Detective Inspector,” Henry said emerging from the back of the bank. He was dressed in a dark suit that showed shiny arms and knees, making Miller wonder why he wore such good quality suits at home yet such a poorly made one for work. 
 
    Henry nodded at the two bored looking cashiers behind a thick glass screen as he passed, but if they returned Henry’s acknowledgement, Miller missed it. 
 
    “Thank you for agreeing to see us so promptly,” Miller said. “Shall we go to your office?” Miller was already beginning to feel uncomfortable at the long queue that was forming opposite the two cashiers. 
 
    “This way, gentleman,” Henry said, ushering the two policemen behind the growing queue and past half a dozen desks – only one occupied – and then finally to a grey walled office. 
 
    Any remnants of the feeling of security and tradition Miller had left were finally vanquished as Miller entered the office. On the door was a sign that read: Henry Downing DFSM, Branch Manager. As they passed into the office, Miller noticed that underneath in smaller writing was printed: DoItYourselfSigns. 
 
    The office was furnished – if that was the right word – with a grey carpet on which sat a plastic grey desk with a computer that looked to be at least ten years old. The rest of the office was taken up with used toner cartridges and empty photocopy paper boxes. 
 
    “Please take a seat,” Henry said gesturing to two chairs – one of which had obviously been brought in as it did not match the others and still had a coating of dust. 
 
    The two policemen sat down and Miller tried to bring his mind back to the case. 
 
    “Mr. Downing,” he began, “on the previous occasions we have spoken you have been dismissive of the risk to your family. Please,” Miller said forestalling Henry’s protest, “let me finish.” 
 
    Henry nodded his assent. 
 
    “You must try to see the situation from our point of view.” He was determined that there would be no chance for Henry to side step the issues this time. “Your mother and sister have both been killed by someone who is sending letters to the police. Of course he could be the killer; but we have to face the possibility that the killer is one of the family and the letters are just a smoke screen.” 
 
    Henry looked at the two policemen for a moment as if weighing up a response that was caught between two extremes. Finally his shoulders sagged and he let out a long sigh. 
 
    “And you think,” Henry said suddenly sounding very tired, “that I killed my mother and sister?” 
 
    “It’s a possibility we have to consider,” Miller said. 
 
    “Now who’s being evasive?” Henry asked with a bitter smile. 
 
    Miller conceded the point. 
 
    “Did you kill your mother and/or your sister?” Miller asked. He was fully aware that Henry had not been cautioned and that any answer would carry little if any weight in a court, but it was time he asked the question. 
 
    For a moment Henry stared at the wall where faded certificates hung in dust covered frames. 
 
    “No, Detective Inspector. I did not.” 
 
    Miller nodded as if the answer had been what he expected. 
 
    “I’m not a killer,” Henry said with a simplicity which Miller thought was either totally genuine, or very cleverly disguised. “The truth is that once upon a time I would have been morally affronted by the suggestion. These days, however, I’m not surprised you think someone like me capable of such terrible acts.” 
 
    “Someone like you?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “A bank manager,” Henry said, with no trace of irony. “It may seem hard to believe now, but there was a time when we were considered a pillar of the community. I know you may find that amusing,” he smiled in answer to Riddle’s involuntary smile, “but we were respected and trusted. Now look at me.” 
 
    Henry looked down at his shiny suit and corporate tie. “They don’t even match,” he said with a level of despair that suggested he saw them as symbolic of a much bigger issue. “Now I might as well be a bin man. At least they carry out a useful function.” 
 
    “So what’s changed?” Miller asked, glancing over his shoulder towards the decimation of the banking hall. 
 
    “Everything,” Henry said sitting down as if the weight of that one fact was too much to bear. “It depresses me more than you could imagine.” 
 
    Henry stopped talking and turned to face the window where sleet was beginning to lash the panes. It seemed to Miller that suddenly under the weight of years of pretence, Henry’s carefully manufactured facade had finally cracked. 
 
    “The worst thing is,” he said finally, his voice now devoid of its stiffness of expression, “that’s not what depresses me most.” 
 
    “No?” Miller said, unsure of where this conversation was going. “What depresses you most?” 
 
    “Me.” 
 
    “You?” Miller said. 
 
    “Yes. You see there is such a gap between what people perceive me to be and what I am that it is beyond a joke.” 
 
    “But surely,” Miller said not without a hint of sympathy, “ that’s the case for most of us. No one really knows who we really are, what we think, what we truly feel.” 
 
    “True,” Henry said, “but that’s not the worst of it.” 
 
    He walked to the window, where sleet and raindrops were chasing each other towards the ground. 
 
    “What really depresses me is how things have changed.” 
 
    He turned from the window and looked directly at Miller. 
 
    “It’s not just that I’m not the person that I wish I was – I know many people would think that in their darkest hours. No, it’s this: I’m not even the person I used to be.” 
 
    He sat down in the leather armchair and looked a desolate shadow of the man Miller was used to seeing around the town. He looked tired and defeated. 
 
    “Who did you used to be?” Miller asked. 
 
    “A better person that I am now,” Henry said, his voice heavy with years of perceived failure. “I used to have an appetite for life. I was interested in things. Sure, things that others may have found dull, but the point is that they interested me. In my own limited terms, I had passion and enthusiasm. Life was something that – in my own small way – I tried to grasp and live. If not to the fullest, than at least as fully as my world allowed me.” 
 
    “And now?” Miller asked. 
 
    “And now I have nothing. No drive, no goals, nothing interests me. The only time I am ever animated is when I’m shouting at the television or complaining about some fool’s driving. But that’s all negative, isn’t it? I no longer embrace life, Inspector. I just sidle past on the other side of the street with my head down. Life isn’t passing me by as much as I’m ignoring it.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” Miller said struggling to put his thoughts into words, “everyone feels like that when they reach a certain stage in life. Perhaps it’s that moment when you suddenly turn around and notice that you’re no longer young and start to think about what mark you will leave on the world.” 
 
    Riddle looked at his boss with renewed interest. Was he being clever and trying to get Henry to confess to the murders, or was he talking from personal experience?  
 
    “It’s not just that,” Henry said acknowledging the point, “it’s the fact that the world of the high street bank – this one at least – has changed beyond recognition. The customers still expect it to be peopled by Captain Mannering and Sergeant Wilson types, but the truth is we’re more like some mobile phone chain. We have sales targets and trainees who a dozen years ago would have been photocopying are now advising customers on their mortgages - and they still live at home with their parents!” 
 
    The rain was turning to hail and the room was becoming darker. Only one of the strip lights was working. 
 
    “But if you think,” Henry said picking up a broom and knocking one of the flickering lights to no effect, “any of this means I would murder my own family, then you’re sorely mistaken.” 
 
    “The truth is that I don’t think you did, but then I’ve been wrong before,” Miller said. “As far as we can see there is only one possible motive for a family member to be involved in the killings – as opposed to an outsider such as this so-called Dracula’s Disciple – and that is money. And as far as we can see, you don’t need the money.” 
 
    “I see,” Henry said slowly, “in which case I should put you right.” 
 
    “Sorry?” Riddle said. Once again an interview was not going the way he expected. 
 
    “What I mean, sergeant,” Henry said gravely, “is that I need the money very much.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged astonished glances. 
 
    “You need the money?” Riddle blurted out. 
 
    Again the same bitter smile crossed Henry’s lips. “Let me guess what you think,” he stood and walked to a barred window that overlooked a bin area. “I am a bank manager and therefore I am on a huge, probably three figure salary?” 
 
    Riddle said nothing. That was exactly what he had been thinking. 
 
    “I can’t say I blame you,” Henry said, taking the policemen’s silence as acquiescence, “because that’s what most people think. It’s what my mother thinks … thought.” He turned to face the policemen. “And ten years or so ago you would probably have been right, but as I mentioned, things have changed beyond recognition.” 
 
    “Have they really changed that much?” Miller asked. 
 
    Henry nodded. “Ten years ago I had to reapply for my own job. Imagine the humiliation.” 
 
    “But you were successful,” Riddle said. 
 
    “True, sergeant. But my salary was frozen – unlike inflation. In real terms I earn about half of what I used to.” 
 
    “You do realise, Mr. Downing,” Miller said, “that by telling us this, you are providing a motive for you to kill your mother and sister.” Miller knew he sounded over formal, but he was unsure that Henry understood the implications of his words. 
 
    “I’m telling you this because I always feel it pays to be honest. And besides, I credit you with enough intelligence to realise how ridiculous it is to suggest that I could hurt my own mother and sister.” 
 
    Miller nodded, although he knew it was far from ridiculous. He had known people murder their spouses or members of their own family for a lot less than the half a million pounds that Henry would inherit. 
 
    Miller’s train of thought was interrupted by a knock at the door. An attractive young girl came into the room. 
 
    “We’re out of photocopying paper,” she said in a tone that suggested this was a regular occurrence. 
 
    Henry winced. “Well don’t bother me with such trifles, use your initiative. Can’t you see I’m busy?” 
 
    The girl looked puzzled, but left them alone. 
 
    “See what I mean,” Henry said despondently. “I’ve been reduced to little more than a stationery monitor.” 
 
      
 
    Miller and Riddle took their leave and walked along Baxtergate to Tiffany’s cafe where Miller ordered a bacon sandwich while Riddle opted for the full breakfast. 
 
    “So what do you think?” Riddle asked, his mouth full of well done bacon. 
 
    Miller was not sure what he thought. He had found himself warming to Henry – and he certainly sympathised with his situation – but he knew that had nothing to do with his guilt or innocence. He was beginning to seriously doubt his own ability to remain detached from the case.  
 
    Miller stabbed at his sandwich. For a reason he could not quite understood, Henry Downing had got under his skin. Perhaps it was the way Henry’s company had treated him – and no doubt many others – in such a demeaning way that was making Miller feel … what? Pity? He hoped to God not. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell me what you think?” Miller said finally, instantly regretting his timing as Riddle shoved half a sausage into his mouth. 
 
    Riddle looked across the table and wiped brown sauce from his chin. “All right,” he said through an open mouth. “I think that Henry Downing is a very clever man.” 
 
    “Clever?” Miller said. “In what way?” 
 
    “For one in the way he admitted that he needed the money. True, my initial reaction was that it was an indication of his innocence. After all it is a fact that provides a motive where we could not see one before.” 
 
    “You’ve changed your mind?” 
 
    “Yes,” Riddle said, as he cleaned his plate with the help of a thick slice of white bread. “Think about it – what seems like a revelation and something that only an innocent man would say, may be just the opposite. After all, we would have eventually found out about his financial situation and then it would have seemed really damning for him. By telling us himself he has pre-empted the situation and tried to turn the situation to his advantage.” 
 
    “Of course,” Riddle added after a pause in which he belched into his serviette, “that assumes he is guilty. If he’s innocent then it’s all academic.” 
 
    “Not necessarily,” Miller said pushing his empty plate towards Riddle’s in the centre of the table. “What you say might be true even if he’s innocent.” 
 
    “Why bother?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure, but I could hazard a guess. Henry is a man who has had the control of his own life taken away. He feels helpless and hopeless. Perhaps he grasps any opportunity he can to take the initiative.” 
 
    “Even if he implicates himself in a double murder?” Riddle said incredulously. 
 
    “I think,” Miller said as he reached behind him for his coat, “that you underestimate what the bank has done to his sense of self worth.” 
 
    Riddle grunted noncommittally. He could see what Miller was saying, but he could not shake the feeling that Henry was their prime suspect. He had motive, opportunity and he was more than capable of sending the Dracula’s Disciple letters if he put his mind to it. And besides, it was all well and good Miller putting across the theory of some great hurt done to him by the bank. But at the end of the day it was just a bank, it wasn’t as if he had to dig holes in the road for a living. How terrible could it be? 
 
    Riddle shook his head. “I don’t know, sir. Henry looks as good a bet as anyone. Even his wife thinks he’s guilty.” 
 
    “That’s true,” Miller admitted. “She certainly seemed to think it was a possibility and if your own wife thinks you’re capable of murdering your mother and sister …” Miller left the sentence unfinished. In his eyes, it was the most damning part of the case against the bank manager. 
 
    “This case is proving more and more frustrating,” Miller said as he finished his coffee. 
 
    Riddle agreed. “So what’s our next move?” 
 
    “We need to wait until we get the results from the lab on the latest letter. That should be late this afternoon, so until then –” 
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    Miller looked to be turning over something in his mind. Finally his shoulders relaxed and a smile crossed his face. 
 
    “I think you’d better take advantage of the lull before the storm and catch up on your paperwork,” Miller said. 
 
    Lull? Storm? “If that’s what you think,” Riddle said. At least the police station was warm. “What about you?” 
 
    “Me?” Miller said absent-mindedly. “I have something very important to do.” 
 
    It was clear that Miller was not going to expand any further, so Riddle stood up and put his coat on. “I’ll see you later,” he said and turned towards the door. 
 
    Miller remained sitting at the table for a few minutes after Riddle had left. He was staring at the framed photographs that covered the walls, mementoes of the owner’s foreign holidays. For a moment Miller had the faintest of impressions that they reminded him of something, but then it was gone. 
 
      
 
    For once, the weather forecast was spot on. There was a break in the clouds, probably not more than an hour or two, but that would be enough. 
 
    Miller had quickly called back at his apartment to collect a square box – large enough to hold something the size of a football – which he had wrapped a few weeks earlier before the case had begun. With this under his arm, he retraced his steps into the town, over the bridge and on to Charlotte’s apartment. 
 
    Taking the steps two at a time, he arrived outside Charlotte’s door just as she was closing it behind her. She was wearing knee length boots with a tweed skirt, a black polo neck jumper and a long winter coat. Her injured arm rested inside the coat and gave her an intoxicating hint of vulnerability that stopped Miller in his tracks. 
 
    “Wow,” Miller said. 
 
    Charlotte smiled warmly and kissed him full on the lips. 
 
    “Thanks for phoning,” she said as they emerged into the winter sunshine. “This is just what I needed.” 
 
    Her arm was threaded through his and she inclined her head to snuggle against him. Miller caught her scent: a mixture of lemon and wood. Charlotte normally only wore one perfume: Chance by Chanel. If Miller ever happened to smell it on anyone else, it always seemed an affront as if some theft had taken place. 
 
    As they approached the bridge Charlotte gestured to the offices of the Whitby Telegraph where they had been the night before. “Any news?” 
 
    “Nothing new,” Miller said, unwilling to discuss Henry’s financial bombshell. “Anyway, let’s just have an hour or two away from the case.” 
 
    Charlotte smiled her assent. They walked along the harbour’s edge without speaking again. 
 
    As they reached the pier, Miller took a slipway to the left that led down onto the town’s main beach. Turning left, the flat and sandy beach stretched for a few miles towards the small village of Sandsend. In summer, this first stretch at the foot of the pier was as busy as you would expect, but for anyone who took the effort to walk a few hundred yards beyond the throngs the beach emptied until there were large uninhabited areas. At this time of year though they almost had the whole beach to themselves, with only one dog walker and a collection of gulls for company. 
 
    Miller led Charlotte down to the sea’s edge. The tide was out and for a few moments they stood there on their own, letting the foam lap over their shoes.  
 
    “You’re obviously not going to tell me,” Charlotte said pinching Miller’s arm, “so I’m going to have to ask: what’s in the box?” 
 
    “It’s a present for you.” Miller didn’t take his eyes from the horizon. 
 
    “For now?” Charlotte said, intrigued. 
 
    “Soon, very soon.” 
 
    Miller turned north again and took Charlotte by the hand. “Come on, we need to go a little further yet.” 
 
    They began to walk diagonally across the beach so that they gradually reached the sea defences and took some concrete steps that led to a path. Running parallel to the beach at the foot of the cliffs, it was possible to walk for a mile or so along its length even when the tide was in. 
 
    The path passed a tunnel that led to a lift that made its way up through the granite cliffs and emerged near Miller’s apartments. Passing this, after a few hundred yards, they came to a café that had recently been renovated. In Miller’s childhood it had been a typical beachside shop, selling buckets and spades, windbreaks, snacks and ice cream. It had then stood derelict for twenty years until the current owners had decided that a bistro/café could be a success. 
 
    It was certainly nice inside, with a pleasing mix of contemporary and tradition, but Miller doubted it would last. 
 
    After another two hundred yards, the path bent gently to the left and now overlooked a deserted beach. Approaching a sign that read, Steps, Miller led Charlotte back onto the beach and headed left towards the sea. 
 
    Stopping half way, Miller looked around to satisfy himself that he had chosen the right spot. Behind him the cliffs looked empty. They were standing below the White House – a Noel Coward type building of 1930s curves – that stood as a landmark at the end of the west cliff before it bent inland and petered out through a new housing estate. 
 
    Miller turned to face Charlotte. 
 
    “Right. Are you ready for your surprise?” 
 
    Charlotte nodded. He hoped she had no idea what was about to happen. 
 
    “Now listen. This is important, so you’re going to have to trust me.” 
 
    Miller handed her the box. 
 
    “I need you to turn around and not face me while you open the box. Remember: don’t turn around!” 
 
    “All right,” Charlotte said sounding puzzled, but game. 
 
    She turned her back on Miller and opened the box. Inside there was another box, which she pulled out. It was the packaging for a cheap cassette player. 
 
    Miller could sense her puzzlement. 
 
    “Open it,” he said. 
 
    Charlotte opened the packaging and pulled out the cassette player. 
 
    She was now totally confused. 
 
    “Hold on,” Charlotte said holding it up to her eyes, “there’s a tape already in it.” 
 
    “What’s on it?” Miller asked. 
 
    Charlotte pressed the Play button. A few seconds later the sound of the waves was suddenly mixed with lush strings and a male voice she recognised. “It’s Frank Sinatra.”  
 
    And then she recognised the song. What Are You Doing The Rest Of Your Life? had been playing the first time Miller and taken her to a restaurant. The following day he had bought her a CD with the song on it. Charlotte smiled, remembering when he had half sung and whispered it to her after they had spent the night together for the first time. It was ‘their song’ but she still did not understand what was happening now. 
 
    “All right,” Miller’s voice came to her through the music, “you can turn around.” 
 
    Charlotte turned slowly around, the music swelling as she did so. 
 
    In front of her Miller was kneeling down in the sand. He had drawn a big heart and was kneeling inside it. Around the heart, he had written in the sand the words: Will you marry me? In his hand he held open a small blue box inside of which a ring glittered in the afternoon sun. 
 
    For a few moments Charlotte could not take in the situation, then her eyes began to fill with tears. She looked from Miller’s face to the ring and to the message in the sand before looking back to Miller’s face. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” Charlotte said, the tears now running down her cheeks. 
 
    “Is that a yes?” Miller said, his voice cracking despite his best efforts. 
 
    For a moment, it was as if Charlotte did not understand the question and she had been frozen to the spot. Then suddenly, she broke through the heart in the sand into Miller’s arms. 
 
    “Of course it’s a yes!” she said as she held him as tight as she could. 
 
    “That’s wonderful!” Miller said, standing up. He took the glove off Charlotte’s left hand and carefully slipped the ring on. 
 
    “It fits,” Charlotte said looking lovingly at the ring. “It’s perfect!” 
 
    Miller picked Charlotte up and swung her around. 
 
    “We’re getting married!” he said as they fell into a heap on the sand. 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, they had climbed the wooden steps that led to the west cliff. Once they reached the top, they turned left and walked in the direction of the town. Just around a bend, they found a bench and sat down. Miller had his arm around Charlotte as they both stared out to sea lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    The next hour passed in the making of plans. Miller was conscious that both of Charlotte’s parents were dead, so he wanted her to be able to plan the wedding however she chose. 
 
    “I want us to plan the wedding together,” Miller said, stroking Charlotte’s cheek, “but I have the feeling that you might be better at some things than me.” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “Well,” Miller kissed her lips, “things like the venue, guests, the honeymoon, those sort of things.” 
 
    “Oh really?” Charlotte laughed and pinched his leg. “Don’t think you’re going to get away with it that easily.” 
 
    Just then Miller’s mobile rang. He had left strict instructions that he should only be contacted in an emergency. 
 
    Taking the phone from his pocket, he saw that the call was from Riddle. 
 
    “Sergeant,” Miller said, doing little to hide his displeasure. 
 
    Miller’s expression turned from impatience to surprise. “Say that again. Right. I’m on my way.” 
 
    “What is it?” Charlotte asked, her face full of concern. 
 
    “It’s Henry Downing,” Miller said standing up. “He didn’t come back to work today after lunch. He’s gone missing.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got him,” Riddle said as Miller arrived at Curlew House. “He’s done a runner – good as signed a confession.” 
 
    The two policemen were walking across the gravel towards the entrance to the house. Looking up, Miller noticed the shape of Jennifer Downing in the window. She had a drink in her hand. 
 
    “Let’s not jump to conclusions,” Miller said, although he could not argue that the circumstantial evidence was considerable. Henry had admitted that he was in need of the money he would receive from Mabel. Combined with the fact his mother had intended to change her will and his lack of alibi for the murder of Stella, in anybody’s book he was a strong suspect. Add in his disappearance and it looked to be a safe conclusion that Henry was their man. 
 
    “I’ve not spoken to Mrs. Downing yet,” Riddle said. “I thought you would want to talk to her.” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer Downing was wearing a blue twin set and pearls. Her skirt was heavy and expensive, but Miller was unsure whether the effect was old fashioned or was a reflection of the recent twin set revival. She was sitting in a window seat, cross-legged while her hands caressed a whisky glass. Her eyes were dry and steely as if she was bracing herself for an imminent shock. 
 
    “Mrs. Downing,” Miller said, “I understand that you are aware of the situation.” 
 
    “Situation?” Jennifer said. “What a funny word. If you mean am I aware that my husband has gone missing then, yes, I am.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea where he might be?” Riddle asked, his pencil hovering over his notebook. 
 
    “Not really,” Jennifer said. “He did mention going back to the house to pick up some clothes, but I’m assuming you’ve checked there.” 
 
    “The house is locked up,” Miller said. Two constables had been dispatched an hour ago to Henry and Jennifer’s house, but there had been no sign of life. 
 
    “Inspector,” Jennifer said, “my husband’s life is one of routine. He goes to work, he goes home for lunch and he visits his mother. That’s about it. Beyond that, I can not think where he would be during the day.” 
 
    “Are you surprised he has gone missing?” Miller asked. 
 
    “What an extraordinary question,” Jennifer said. “As Henry is not in the habit of disappearing, then I think it is safe to say it is a surprising turn of events. There must,” she added as if to herself, “be an exceptionally good reason.” 
 
    Miller was studying Jennifer Downing intently. Again he had the impression of a very capable woman, something the effect of alcohol could diminish but not wholly eradicate. Miller wondered what she would be capable of if driven by some powerful force. 
 
    “It might help us if you could answer a few more questions,” Miller said. 
 
    “Really?” Jennifer said. “Go on then, Inspector.” 
 
    “I apologise for the personal nature of this question, but I wanted to know about your financial position.” 
 
    Jennifer’s eyebrows raised and her face showed displeasure, rather than embarrassment; but she answered nonetheless.  
 
    “Not what it was,” she said simply. “Ten years ago we were quite well off, or comfortable as the phrase goes. Ever since the bank changed we’ve stood still – gone backwards in real terms – financially. Of course I suggested that I get a job, but Henry was totally set against it.” 
 
    Jennifer smiled at the memory. “He can be quite stubborn when it comes to matters of pride.” 
 
    “Are you in ...?” Miller said searching for the right word. 
 
    “Difficulties?” Jennifer said emptying her glass with one gulp. “Well, the house is ours. Thank God for that. But it’s not worth what it was; there are too many guesthouses around it. But beyond that, our income is diminishing on a monthly basis. We can no longer entertain like we used to, although there are less people to entertain these days. Henry wears an expensive suit, but it’s the same expensive suit he’s had for the last ten years. It’s things like that. We’re not starving, but we can no longer afford to maintain the lifestyle Henry feels a bank manager should maintain. Of course the irony is that he is no longer the kind of bank manager his customers think he is. The world has moved on and we’ve been left by the wayside. It’s very hard on Henry.” 
 
    “Was his mother unable to help?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Mabel!” Jennifer said, a hint of hysteria entering her voice for the first time. “She was worse than Henry’s customers.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “In that she still thought Henry was a bank manager in the 1970s. She had no idea how things actually were.” 
 
    “Couldn’t Henry have spoken to her about it?” Miller asked. 
 
    Jennifer thought for a moment. “I think he tried, especially lately. But the problem was that Mabel didn’t want to understand. She preferred living in the past with things how she wanted them to be.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged glanced. They were both thinking that Mabel’s attitude would explain her plan to change her will, a decision that had unwittingly signed her own death warrant. 
 
    “So there was no chance of things getting better?” Miller asked. 
 
    “None,” Jennifer said her eyes searching for the whisky decanter. “Henry is in limbo. There is no way he can get another job at his age, and the bank is far too clever to offer him any kind of redundancy package. They just wait until people like Henry can no longer put up with the shame of the situation and resign. He was trying to hold on until retirement, but that’s ten years away; an eternity when even ten days is hell-like.” 
 
    Miller nodded his understanding. 
 
    “The only prospect is for things to get progressively worse, until Henry retires and we join all the other superannuated fools in the supermarket queue. No wonder the life went out of us years ago.” 
 
    Miller looked up at the use of the joint pronoun. 
 
    “Look, Inspector,” Jennifer said finally giving in and pouring another drink. “I love my husband. I always have and I feel very sorry for him. But …” 
 
    “But?” Miller asked. 
 
    “But it’s an intolerable situation, isn’t it? No one should feel sorry for their husband. It makes Henry ashamed every time he sees the pity in my eyes and it’s not conducive to a healthy relationship. Pity,” Jennifer said draining her glass, “is a corrosive emotion. Marriages can survive indifference just as they can survive infidelity, but pity …” 
 
    “I think I understand,” Miller said, “but you remain together. That’s something.” 
 
    Jennifer laughed bitterly. 
 
    “It’s a technicality, that’s all. In Henry’s world, you don’t get divorced. Today I know it’s different. Young people go into marriage with the idea that if they get five years out of it, it’s an achievement. Who’s to say they’re wrong? But not Henry’s family. They’re still rooted in the past, in a time when families were important, a vital part of society. What’s a little personal unhappiness when you’re faced with the power of the English family?” 
 
    It was not a question and Miller knew it. He also could see what Jennifer meant. Ever since he had met Henry he had the impression of someone from another era. 
 
    “Henry is a man out of time,” Jennifer said, mirroring Miller’s thoughts. “He belongs to a time when England was more stolid, more rooted in tradition. A time of Leyland Tiger coaches and teashops staffed by waitresses in frilly aprons. Not some mythical past you see portrayed in period television programmes, but a real past alive in all its drabness. It’s almost all gone now,” Jennifer added, almost intoning the words. “It’s slipped away, not wanting to cause a fuss. Henry belongs to that world.” 
 
    Miller suddenly had the strange feeling that Henry’s disappearance was more than the disappearance of one man; it was the fading of an era. He shook his head to rid himself of the fanciful thought, but it lingered, unwilling to relinquish its hold. 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said. 
 
    Jennifer’s brows creased. She was surprised at the feeling behind those words. 
 
    “We’ll let you know as soon as we hear anything,” Miller said as he and Riddle headed for the door. 
 
    As they walked down the staircase, PC Dixon appeared looking very animated. 
 
    “Inspector, I have Tim Brown on the phone. I think you should take this,” he said holding out the receiver. 
 
    “Put him through to the dining room,” Miller said. 
 
    “Inspector Miller?” Tim’s voice said. 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said. He was feeling distracted by his conversation with Jennifer and he was not yet giving the journalist his full attention. 
 
    “Do you have the Dracula’s Disciple letter with you?” Tim asked. 
 
    Miller signalled for Riddle to come over. “Get me the letter.”  
 
    “I’ve heard that Henry Downing has gone missing,” Tim said, “is that true?” 
 
    Miller’s gut instinct was to reveal as little information as possible to any member of the press, but he told himself that Tim was not any journalist. Whether he liked it or not, he was bound up with the case. 
 
    “It looks that way,” Miller said after a pause. 
 
    “Then you certainly need to see the letter,” Tim said. It was difficult to tell over the phone, but Miller thought he detected something that sounded like a cross between excitement and something else. Was it fear? 
 
    Riddle arrived with a photocopy of the letter. 
 
    “OK, I’ve got it,” Miller said. 
 
    “Read it to me,” Tim said sounding as if he needed someone else to confirm a theory that was proving too amazing for him on his own. 
 
    Miller began to read. “Hello. Everyone seems to be very keen to get in touch…” 
 
    “Fine,” Tim interrupted, his voice crackling with a suppressed excitement. “Now read out the first letter of each paragraph.” 
 
    “What?” Miller said. 
 
    “Go on,” Tim said, the urgency now clear in his voice. 
 
    Miller sighed. “All right. The first letter? H, E, N, R … Bloody hell.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Tim’s voice came laconically down the phone. 
 
    “It spells, HENRY,” Miller said almost to himself and then he turned to Riddle. “Why the hell didn’t anyone else spot this?” he shouted. 
 
    Riddle looked puzzled, as he had only heard one half of the telephone conversation. 
 
    Miller was suddenly aware that Tim was talking on the phone. “…So we’re going to press on this,” he said. “My editor is going with, “Is Henry Downing Dracula’s Disciple? – truth revealed in coded note ….” 
 
    Miller was barely listening. He was holding onto the back of a chair as his head swam.  
 
    “Sergeant,” he said finally. “Get someone to Charlotte Sanderson’s house now!” 
 
    “What’s happened?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “If Henry Downing really is Dracula’s bloody Disciple, then there’s every chance that he intends to kill again.” 
 
    Miller handed Riddle the note back. “Look at the first letter of each line.” 
 
    Riddle’s eyes quickly scanned the note. 
 
    Without saying anything else, he left the room and arranged for a police car to go straight to Charlotte’s apartment. 
 
    When he returned to the room, Miller was on the phone. “Where are you? At home? Thank God. Keep the doors locked and don’t let anyone in until the police arrive. You understand? Good. I’ll call you in a while.” 
 
    Miller turned to Riddle. “She’s fine.” Miller slumped into a chair. 
 
    “They’re always too clever, aren’t they?” Riddle said, gesturing to the letter. 
 
    “Sorry?” Miller said, struggling to fix his attention on what Riddle was saying. 
 
    “Murderers,” Riddle said. “They always think they can out smart the police and it makes them arrogant and sloppy. This letter is typical. Not just content with making up this whole Dracula’s Disciple thing, he has to place a clue as to his identity. They just can’t resist it.” 
 
    Miller grunted. Coded letters, vampire obsessives, what the hell was Henry doing? 
 
    “I don’t see why he would go to all this trouble. He’s a bank manager, for God’s sake!” 
 
    “But he told us himself, didn’t he?” Riddle said. “He was no longer a bank manager in any real sense. He felt devalued and worthless. Combine that with a need for money and it’s no great leap to see some psychotic tendencies coming to the fore.” 
 
    “True,” Miller conceded, although he was having difficulty associating Henry with what had happened. 
 
    “And this clue to his identity,” Riddle said, “is typical of his arrogance. It’s almost as if he’s challenging us to catch him.” 
 
    Miller shrugged his shoulders. He was a great believer in the use of human psychology in relation to police work, but Riddle was sounding a little too much like a talking lecture handout. Of course, that didn’t mean he was wrong. 
 
    “Sergeant,” Miller said standing up, “I think we better get in touch with Peter. Just in case.” 
 
    Miller was interrupted by the excited figure of PC Dixon appearing in the door. 
 
    “What is it, Dixon?” Miller said. 
 
    Dixon took a moment to catch his breath. His ample stomach was moving up and down quickly, and sweat glistened on his forehead. 
 
    He took a deep breath. “They’ve found him,” he said finally. 
 
    “Found who, constable?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Henry Downing,” Dixon said, a note of triumph in his voice. “We went back to his house and one of the constables thought he saw something through a chink in the curtains. So we broke in and there he was.” 
 
    “You broke in?” Miller said. “Has the warrant come through yet?” This was all he needed, any evidence they may get from Henry ruled invalid because of over eager beat constables. 
 
    Dixon looked puzzled for a moment and then his face cleared. “No, sir, you don’t understand. We broke in because we feared for his life.” 
 
    Miller stared hard at Dixon. “He’s dead?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. We found him behind his study desk. I wasn’t there myself, but I’m told that some of the lads found it quite horrible. Young Jones was sick. But we’ve sealed the room and SOCO are on their way.” 
 
    “Jones was sick?” Miller said. He knew the lad and was surprised. “It’s not his first suicide, is it?” 
 
    “Suicide?” The look of puzzlement returned to Dixon’s face. “It wasn’t suicide,” he said. 
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged glances.  
 
    “Then what the hell was it?” Miller said. 
 
    “Murder,” Dixon said, clearly unsure why there was any doubt. 
 
    Miller sat down. 
 
    “That’s why Jones was sick?” Riddle asked, suddenly aware that they had not been told everything. 
 
    “No, sir,” Dixon said. “You see whoever killed him had also locked two gulls in the room. They must have been half starved and …” 
 
    “… And,” Miller said, suddenly feeling a chill cross his body. 
 
    “And when we broke in, one of the gulls was busy eating out Henry Downing’s eyes.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Despite a decade with the police force, nothing had prepared Miller for the scene that greeted him in Henry Downing’s study. 
 
    The first thing to hit him was the smell. As the policemen had arrived, an officer from the RSPCA was trying to entice the gulls into a cage so they could be removed, but the damage had already been done. 
 
    Gull excrement covered most surfaces in the room, especially the body of Henry Downing. 
 
    “They’ve been starved,” the RSPCA officer said, turning to greet Miller and Riddle. “My guess is that they would have been kept somewhere for two or three days. Their claws are broken as if they’ve been trying to break out from some kind of cage or trap.” 
 
    “What kind of gulls are they?” Riddle asked. They looked huge this close up. 
 
    “Lesser Black Backed. Not quite as big as Greater Black Backed, but a lot more common.” 
 
    “Would they have been easy to trap?” Miller asked 
 
    “Not too difficult if you know what you’re doing.” 
 
    Miller thanked the RSPCA officer and then reluctantly turned his attention to the body of Henry Downing. Three members of the SOCO team were hovering around the body, but it was Alan Powell who was closest. 
 
    The pathologist nodded a greeting, but even his famously jolly demeanour had taken a beating in Henry Downing’s study. 
 
    “Initial thoughts?” Miller asked, trying to breath through his mouth to lessen the impact of the smell. 
 
    “It’s a bloody mess,” Powell said laconically. 
 
    Miller could not argue with that. He had never seen anything like it. 
 
    Powell placed a swab in a plastic bag and stepped away from the body. 
 
    “As you can see,” he said, “there’s no sign of him being bound, which suggests that he was drugged. There was a half drunk glass of water next to him, which I’ve sent it to the lab. I’ll have to wait for the test results, but that seems to be the only conclusion.” 
 
    “You sure?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Frank,” Powell said lowering his voice, “he’s had his eyes eaten out by the gulls. I would imagine if he had been conscious, he might have tried to do something about that.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Miller said. Despite the abject horror of the scene, he was having trouble moving his gaze from the mortal remains of Henry Downing. 
 
    The bank manager’s body was sitting upright in a chair behind an old mahogany desk. From the chink in the curtains behind the body, through which PC Young had first spotted the figure of Henry Downing, the only thing that initially seemed odd was that Henry’s head was resting on his left shoulder as if he had fallen asleep. 
 
    The view that had greeted the policemen when they had broken in was quite different. 
 
    The first thing to hit the policemen was the rank stench, the reason for which soon became clear. A large gull was flying manically around trying to find a way out; it kept crashing into the walls, clearly panicked, something jelly-like in its beak. Its excrement was sprayed over most surfaces making the walls look like some terrible version of a modern painting. But worse of all was the second gull, which was sitting on Henry Downing’s body. It had turned to look at the policemen who stood in the open doorway, but did not move. Instead, after a brief pause, it went back to its task. 
 
    It was the bigger of the two gulls, probably an adult male PC Young had guessed. Its ragged claws were gripping the shoulder of Henry’s jacket, while its beak delved deep inside the now empty eye sockets. It was at this moment that the policemen, as one, retuned their gaze to the jellied substance in the beak of the other gull. It was one of Henry Downing’s eyes. PC Young threw up and even Sergeant Starr, veteran of many road traffic accidents, found himself forcing the bile back down his throat. 
 
    It was Starr who took charge of the situation, years of experience coming to his rescue. He knew he needed to preserve the scene, but he had to do something about the gulls. Striding toward the body, he flapped his hands in the air, which finally caused the larger gull to surrender its quarry. Starr then stood guard, while the white faced Young was dispatched to fetch the RSPCA from their nearby offices. 
 
    “My initial thoughts,” Powell said answering Miller’s earlier question “would be that he was drugged in his seat with something that would have acted quite quickly – within thirty minutes, perhaps. Whether it killed him straight away is another question.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Riddle said, “you mean he could still have been alive when the gulls attacked?” 
 
    “It’s a possibility,” Powell said. “He would have been in a near coma, but it’s just possible that he was aware of what was happening. We’ll have to wait for the results to know for sure.” 
 
    “What kind of sick bastard would kill someone this way?” Riddle asked. “I mean there are a thousand easier ways to murder someone.” 
 
    “Just like Stella,” Miller said almost to himself. 
 
    “Sir?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I was just thinking the same thing,” Miller said. “It seems that it’s not enough for the murderer to kill his victims; it’s important how they are killed. He’s trying to tell us something.” 
 
    “Whoever he is,” Riddle said. Henry, like Stella before him, had been their prime – their only – suspect. Where the hell this left them, he had no idea. 
 
    “It looks like that letter was right,” Miller said. 
 
    “Right?” 
 
    “Yes – it’s us who were wrong. We read it as the killer giving us a clue to his identity, but in fact he was telling us who his next victim was going to be.” 
 
    “Sick bastard,” Riddle repeated, shaking his head as he digested this new piece of information. “He actually had the gall to tell us who he was going to kill next.” 
 
    “I’m afraid there’s more,” Powell said. 
 
    “More?” Miller said, desperation now clear in his voice. 
 
    “And I’m afraid you’re going to have to come and have a closer look at the body,” Powell said. 
 
    The two policemen stepped up to Henry’s body. Riddle covered his mouth. The combination of the scratches around Henry’s face, the hollow sockets where his eyes had been and the smell of gull excrement, were testing his strong stomach to the full. He swallowed hard. 
 
    “Look at this,” Powell said pointing to the eye sockets. Miller grunted. As if there was any choice. 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Can you see what looks like some kind of clear jelly around the eyes?” Powell asked. 
 
    The two policemen said they could. Riddle thought it looked like Vaseline. It was clear, but quite thick. 
 
    Powell took a cotton swab and rolled it in the substance. He then lifted it to his nose and smelled. Then, to Riddle’s horror, he passed it to the policemen. 
 
    Riddle closed his eyes and sniffed. His brow furrowed. He could recognize the smell but could not place it. 
 
    “I’ll have to confirm it at the lab,” Powell said, “but I’m 95% sure what it is now.” 
 
    Miller took the swab from Riddle and smelled it in turn. 
 
    “It smells like rotten fish,” he said. 
 
    Powell nodded. “Right, or to be more precise, I would say it’s chum.” 
 
    Riddle looked puzzled. 
 
    “It’s what they throw overboard from ships when they’re trying to attract birds on pelagic cruises,” Miller said. He had been on one just the previous August. Sailing out of Bridlington, they had been searching for Storm Petrels and the captain had liberally used it to produce some fantastic results. It was a smell that one seldom forgot. 
 
    “What’s it doing on his face,” Riddle asked, but as he did so, the horror of the answer swept over him. “Jesus!” 
 
    “Indeed,” Powell said. “It appears whoever is responsible for the death of Henry Downing, covered his eyes in chum. The gulls would have been drawn straight to it – especially if they had not eaten in days.” 
 
    Miller was shaking his head. “So what you’re saying is that the killer specifically meant for the gulls to take his eyes?” 
 
    Powell nodded. 
 
    “In which case,” Miller said, “if we agree that the method of Stella’s murder was significant, then the method of Henry’s death must be equally important.” 
 
    “So what does that tell us?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I have no idea,” Miller said, his voice rough with frustration. 
 
      
 
    There was nothing else Miller and Riddle could do inside Henry Downing’s house until the SOCO team had finished their work, so they took their leave of Powell and gratefully walked outside. As they did so, they greedily took deep breaths of the fresh coastal air. It was very cold – the temperature had not risen above freezing – but it felt wonderful after the horror of Henry Downing’s study. 
 
    “What now?” Riddle asked, his breath forming thick clouds. 
 
    “I think we need a drink,” Miller said. 
 
    “The George is just around the corner,” Riddle said, feeling as if he had seldom needed a drink more in his entire life. 
 
    Five minutes later, the two policemen were sitting at a table in the corner of the pub. Miller had ordered a large whiskey for both of them and Riddle had gratefully drunk his in one mouthful. He was now reluctantly holding a pint of shandy. They still had work to do, but Riddle would have taken little persuading to stay in the bar and drink his way through a whole case of scotch. 
 
    “I’ve got to say,” Riddle said as he took a reluctant drink of his shandy, “I’m at a loss as to where we go next. Henry was our main suspect and unless we think he killed his mother and sister and then someone exacted some weird and terrible revenge, then we have to accept that Henry was not the killer.” 
 
    Miller agreed. If the truth was told, he had never truly seen Henry as a murderer. There had been something about him that had appealed to Miller. Not exactly something that he could tell the Chief Constable, let alone take to a court, but the feeling was there and it looked to have been vindicated. But where did that leave the case? 
 
    “I know this isn’t what you want to hear,” Riddle said, finding that he wished more than ever that he had another whisky, “but I think we’ve got to give this whole Dracula’s Disciple thing another look.” 
 
    He held his hand up to stall Miller’s protest. 
 
    “I know you think it’s just some press-seeking inadequate, but let’s look at it another way.” 
 
    Riddle was warming to his subject, helped by the whisky and small amount of beer he had drunk. 
 
    “I can accept the murder of Mabel Downing being committed by one of the family. But we also know how Stella got out of the house – so there’s no reason why someone could not have got in the same way.” 
 
    “True,” Miller said, “but it still seems unlikely.” 
 
    “Only until you look at the other killings,” Riddle said. “They were both brutal and the product of a very sick mind. Can you honestly see Jennifer or Peter murdering two members of their family in such a way? After all, what’s the point? If it was a series of domestic murders – to get their hands on the money perhaps – what’s the point in going to such lengths to kill Stella and Henry?” 
 
    “I agree with that,” Miller said, “the more I think about it, the more I’m convinced the manner of the killings is the key to the whole thing.” 
 
    “And that’s my point,” Riddle said with gusto, “you’ve got to be some kind of insane lunatic to kill in such a way. There’s just no reason for the family to do so. I think that it’s time we put more effort into finding out candidates for Dracula’s Disciple.” 
 
    “You mean it’s time I put more time in to looking for him.” 
 
    Riddle felt uncomfortable but could see no point in not being truthful. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” he said. “To tell the truth, I have never been happy with the way we left that side of the case.” 
 
    “So what do you suggest?” 
 
    “I think we need to speak to the Goth community.” 
 
    “Oh come on, sergeant,” Miller interrupted. “Just because you wear lots of black, doesn’t mean you’re a serial killer.” 
 
    “I know that, but they might know of someone who takes the whole Dracula thing too far. Someone on the margins of their world. Then we need to get some psychological profiling done on anyone whose name crops up.” 
 
    Miller sighed. He knew Riddle was right; or at least he knew that Riddle was advocating a course of action that almost any other officer would follow in similar circumstances. He was also aware that not following such a course could be deemed gross misconduct. Yet he was far from convinced. 
 
    “If what you say is true,” Miller said, “and we have some disaffected Goth taking his Dracula obsession to a terrible extreme, I still don’t see why he’s picking on the Downings. Why them? Why just the one family? Surely it would make more sense to attack randomly?” 
 
    “You can’t apply rational thought to serial killers,” Riddle argued. “By definition, they lack what you or I would consider sense. He could have suffered some tiny or imagined sleight; he could have been sitting in a pub like we are now and one of the family could have knocked his drink over. He could have randomly selected the Downings from the phone book, for Christ sake.” 
 
    “In which case, where do you suggest we start?” 
 
    “I’ll go and speak to the lads in the local station, they’re bound to know all the local characters. From there I’ll speak to a few people from Whitby’s alternative community.” 
 
    Miller smiled, despite the situation. Riddle was going to have his work cut out if he thought Whitby’s alternative community amounted to a handful of Goths. The town acted as a magnet to people who lived outside what Riddle thought of as normal society. The last ten years had seen an outburst of alternative therapy shops selling everything from crystals to books of spells. And then there were the folk musicians. The town was positively crawling with oddballs. But he knew that Riddle had a point, however much he was underestimating the task. 
 
    “And what about you, sir?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Me?” Miller said. “Firstly, I’m going to call Charlie. He’s staying with his brother in Norfolk; but I promised to keep him informed. At least he’s got an alibi.” 
 
    “And then?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “And then I’m going to see our resident Dracula expert.” 
 
    “Dr Miles?” Riddle said, surprise evident in his voice. 
 
    “It’s Dr Styles,” Miller said, “and yes I thought it couldn’t do any harm. He certainly thinks he can help and at the moment, I’ll take any help I can get.” 
 
    “Do you want me to come?” Riddle asked, more out of duty than any desire to spend the afternoon in the company of an academic. 
 
    “I don’t think that will be necessarily,” Miller said. “You see if you can set something up with the local Goths. Then see if the door-to-door inquiries among Henry’s neighbours have turned anything up. After that you might as well call it a day. I’ll call you in the morning.” 
 
    “OK,” Riddle said, scribbling in his notebook. “I honestly think that the local Goths might be able to shed some light on the murders. Even if they don’t know the murderer, they might have some information that could help. At least,” Riddle added, “we’re being proactive.” 
 
    Miller grimaced at Riddle’s choice of language. 
 
    “We certainly need to do something,” Miller said out loud. “The press are going to have a field day with this and there’s no way we’re going to be able to talk down this Dracula’s Disciple thing now – not after they find out the details of Henry’s death.” 
 
    “I’m afraid this isn’t going to help.” 
 
    The two policemen turned to see the pathologist standing next to them. 
 
    Powell manoeuvred his bulk into a seat next to Miller. 
 
    “I was just on my way to the lab, when I saw this. I thought you should see it straight away.” 
 
    As he spoke, he held up a plastic evidence wallet. “I found it sticking out of the victim’s inside jacket pocket,” he explained. “From the angle, I’d say someone had placed it there.” 
 
    “What is it,” Riddle said squinting at the packet, “some kind of postcard?” 
 
    “Yes,” Powell said. “It’s a picture of the Dmitri.” 
 
    “Oh God,” Miller said. 
 
    “What’s the Dmitri?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Miller sighed, but did not answer. He was already standing up and searching in his wallet for Dr Styles’ business card. 
 
    “The Dmitri, sergeant,” Powell said, “is the boat in which Dracula was supposed to have washed ashore in Whitby.” 
 
    “The killer went out of his way to place the card where we would find it,” Miller said, almost to himself. 
 
    “Dracula’s Disciple,” Riddle said. 
 
    This time it was not a question. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    Half an hour later, Miller arrived at the White Horse and Griffin. He had telephoned Dr. Styles from outside the George and Dragon and the academic had declared himself immediately available and happy to help. 
 
    Dr Styles was sitting at the same table as the last time they had met. The residents only bar of the White Horse and Griffin was dark, warm and welcoming. Whenever Miller entered he always felt its soporific power creep over him like a warm bath, gently caressing the banalities of daily life and taking him back to some indistinguishable moment in time when the world was a better place. 
 
    The lights were low and the real fire was giving off a welcome heat. Its light cast shadows across the paperwork that was scattered over the surface of the table. 
 
    Dr Styles smiled at Miller as he stood to shake his hand. 
 
    “Good timing, Detective Inspector,” Styles said shaking his half full beer glass, “I was just about to get another.” 
 
    Miller ordered two pints of Abbey Ale and sat down opposite the academic. 
 
    “I understand that things have reached another level,” Dr Styles said, spinning a laptop around to show the Whitby Telegraph’s home screen. 
 
    “Damn journalists,” Miller said into his beer. 
 
    The academic smiled. “I can appreciate your sentiments, but am I to understand that the basic facts as reported are true?” 
 
    Miller reluctantly nodded. Despite the newspaper’s lurid descriptions and bloody prose, he could not argue that the facts of the case had been fairly presented. 
 
    “Right,” Styles said, “then if you forgive me for saying so, you’re going to need all the help you can get.” 
 
    Miller took a drink from his pint of beer. It was well kept as usual and he felt the familiar temptation to settle in for the night. 
 
    “You still believe that this Dracula’s Disciple is just some sad inadequate soul?” Styles said. 
 
    “We’re all inadequate in some way,” Miller said slowly, “but in answer to your question: I just don’t know.” 
 
    “Then perhaps I could offer some suggestions.” Styles searched through the myriad piles of paper until he retrieved a type written A4 sheet, which he handed to Miller.  
 
    Miller took the sheet of the paper. It was typed on one side with a list of bullet points. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Essentially, it’s a working synopsis of my book. Or at least,” he added craning his neck to read his own words, “it’s an adapted working synopsis following recent events.” 
 
    Miller’s eyebrows rose. “The murders are affecting your book?” Miller was unable to keep his voice down. 
 
    “Why so surprised? I’ve already told you that I am – even if I say so myself – one of the country’s leading authorities on the Gothic with a specialty in the 1890s.” 
 
    Miller looked puzzled. “And …” 
 
    “And that means I am uniquely placed to offer insights into the case. It is just an accident of fate that it may also enrich my academic work.” 
 
    You mean sell more books, Miller thought, but remained silent. 
 
    “Therefore,” Styles went on, “I have printed this out for you. You should see that my theories might prove useful in finding out the identity of Dracula’s Disciple.” 
 
    Miller’s eyes quickly scanned the sheet. 
 
    “Importance of blood; east versus west; fear of the ‘other’; fall of empire …” Miller read the phrases in a staccato voice. The sheet read like a contents page in an academic thesis. He took a long sip of beer. “I may be missing something, Dr Styles, but I have no idea what this means.” 
 
    The academic smiled warmly, as if a student had fallen into a well-trodden trap. “Of course you don’t now but you will and then this sheet will be all you need to remember what I am going to tell you.” 
 
    “Which is?” Miller asked. 
 
    At that moment a man entered the bar. He had long jet-black hair tied back in a ponytail. He had an equally black goatee that made him look quite sinister. Yet when he spoke his voice was full of warmth. 
 
    “Frank,” he said as he buttoned up his waistcoat. “I’m just starting, can I get you anything.” 
 
    “We’ll have two more pints,” Dr Styles said to the newly arrived bar manager. “Your friend and I have a lot to discuss.” 
 
    “Have you read Dracula?” Dr Styles asked after their new drinks had been deposited on the table. 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said, his brown creasing, “but it was years ago. I can’t say I remember it all that much and all the film adaptations blur the memory.” 
 
    “Almost all travesties,” the academic said shaking his head, “but I know what you mean. All those awful films barely seem to be aware that the book exists.” He took a long drink and finished his pint, before moving his freshly delivered glass in front of him. 
 
    “What so many people fail to realise,” he went on in what Miller guessed was a pet hobby horse, “is that the novel is a book of deep meaning and many layers of subtlety.” 
 
    “I know,” Styles said in response to Miller’s raised eyebrows, “it’s hard to shake the image of Christopher Lee in a cape. But that’s the films. The book on the other hand –” 
 
    Miller held up his hand to stop the academic from what he guessed would be a long and not so relevant rant. 
 
    “OK, I accept that the book had been poorly treated by Hollywood, but I can’t see how this has anything to do with the recent killings.” 
 
    The academic spread his hands out in a gesture of acceptance. “Quite right,” he said smiling, “when something’s your specialist subject, it’s all too easy to assume the world is as interested in it as you are.” 
 
    “The murders?” Miller prompted, although if he was totally honest with himself, his second pint was beginning to work its magic and he would have been quite happy to drink the rest of the day away, ensconced underground in this Victorian corner of the town. 
 
    Dr Styles took another long drink before answering. 
 
    “I appreciate you’re a very busy man – especially at the moment – but for you to understand me, I ask that you give me a few minutes to paint in the background, as it were.” 
 
    “The background?” 
 
    “What I mean is that I need to explain my theory in, if you’ll excuse the expression, layman terms so that you understand how I can help.” 
 
    The bar underneath the White Horse and Griffin was now empty but for the two men. The bar manager had disappeared into the kitchens and as no food was being served, Miller guessed they would not be disturbed for at least an hour. 
 
    The fire, recently supplemented by more logs, was crackling and spitting as its warmth infused the room. Quietly, from discreetly hidden speakers, a mellow CD was playing. Katy Mellua’s warm, seductive voice was seeping through the dimly lit bar. 
 
    Miller settled further into his chair and cupped his pint. “All right, tell me about Bram Stoker’s novel.” 
 
    Dr Styles leaned back in his chair and pressed the points of his fingers together. “For our purpose,” he began in a tone that suggested that he had still not decided at what level to pitch his treatise on the novel, “the most important point about the book is that part of it which is set here in Whitby.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “My point is that although the action in the novel takes place in a number of locations: Transylvania, London, on board a ship and so on; it is the part of the novel that takes place in Whitby that I feel we need to concentrate on. After all, it is too incredible to suggest that this Dracula’s Disciple has chosen his name and the methods of the killing for any other reason than the fact we’re in Whitby.” 
 
    Miller thought for a moment. “Yes,” he said slowly, “even though as you say parts of the novel are set in London for example, there’s not the perceived link with London that there is with Whitby.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Styles said, “and that perception is important. It doesn’t just belong to the killer; it belongs to his victims and the populous in general. Ask any well read person which part of the country the book takes place in and 99 percent would say Whitby, not London.” 
 
    Miller was quiet for a moment. “So are you saying that the killer has chosen the methods of murder because of the local link or because he’s obsessed with Dracula?” 
 
    “Both. I feel certain that he would not commit the crimes anywhere else in the UK. It is important – vital – that he kills here in Whitby. The link between the novel and the location is that strong to him.” 
 
    “But why the Downings?” Miller asked. “Are you saying that they were just randomly chosen, like some sick lottery draw?” 
 
    “That’s possible. After all, there’s no doubt that if you are capable of killing in such terrible ways, then it may be the method of the murders that’s important, not the victims.” 
 
    At this moment the bar manager reappeared and cast Miller a questioning glance. To the detective’s surprise his beer glass was empty. 
 
    “Go on then,” Miller said, “I’m sure we could manage one more.”  
 
    The academic was busy eyeing up the line of malt whiskies behind the bar. 
 
    After the new pints had been placed on their table, Miller said: “I can see how that may be, but I still find it hard to believe that the killer’s decision to target the Downings was purely arbitrary.” 
 
    Dr Styles took an alarmingly large gulp of his beer and wiped his mouth with his left hand. “Not purely arbitrary. The reason may well appear random to us, but to the killer there could have been something.” 
 
    Miller’s interest was now fully engaged. “Such as?” 
 
    “That’s where a close knowledge of the book comes in – or at least the chapters set in Whitby.” 
 
    Miller was sitting slightly forward in his chair, the heat of the fire melting away everything from his mind beyond the walls of the White Horse and Griffin. 
 
    “As I’m sure you remember, there are two main female characters in the book, both young women. Mina and Lucy. When Mina first arrives in Whitby she is met by Lucy, whom Stoker describes as having a beautiful colour.” 
 
    “And …” 
 
    “And at the time women in polite society were expected to be pale. Only the common had suntans. Pale skin signified a certain class and propriety.” 
 
    “So by describing Lucy as having beautiful colour …” 
 
    “Stoker is signalling that she has a level of sexual curiosity. Remember, she had just become engaged and was therefore looking forward to marriage. There would have been no sexual activity before marriage, but she was a healthy young woman. For the time, it was quite a provocative idea that a woman might actually want to have sex.” 
 
    “I can see that,” Miller said, his mind becoming murky from the alcohol and heat, “but how is that relevant to us?” 
 
    “That’s where my central theory comes in,” Styles said warming to his theme. “I argue in my book that it wasn’t a marriage to one of her suitors that Lucy was anticipating, it was a rather different sort of marriage all together. A marriage of blood between east and west.” 
 
    Miller looked puzzled, but said nothing. 
 
    “Just before Dracula’s boat arrives in the harbour, there is a terrible storm and Mina describes hearing a buoy sending out a mournful sound. Stoker is evoking wedding bells and the arrival of the groom.” 
 
    “Dracula?” Miller said. “Dracula marries Lucy?” 
 
    Dr Styles smiled. “Not in the Christian sense. The ‘marriage’ takes place when Dracula sinks his teeth into Lucy’s neck. He does this on top of the east cliff in the churchyard and is seen by Mina from the west cliff. She races through the town, over the bridge crossing from west to east but by the time she reaches the top of the 199 steps it is too late. Lucy has been bitten – her neck has been attacked if you like – high on the east cliff, just yards from …” 
 
    “Where the Downings live,” Miller said, finishing off the sentence. 
 
    “It says here,” Styles said pointing to his laptop, “that Mabel Downing’s middle initial was L. Do you know what that stands for?” 
 
    Despite the heat of the fire, Miller felt a sudden chill. “Lucy.” 
 
    The academic smiled, happy his guess had been confirmed. 
 
    “You knew?” Miller asked. 
 
    “About the first victim’s middle name? No, but it was certainly suggestive. Think about it: she lives in the only house on the top of the east cliff, her name – albeit her middle name – is Lucy and she was strangled. That is, her neck was violated.” 
 
    “And then there’s the book,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, of course. The copy of Dracula next to the body could have been coincidence,” Styles said between gulps of his beer, “but when you put it alongside the other facts, it takes on a whole other level of significance.” 
 
    “Mabel Downing was an avid reader,” Miller said, “and it has been assumed that she was carrying the book when she was attacked, but that’s always troubled me. Where was she going at that time of night and why was she carrying a book with her …” 
 
    “Unless,” Styles said finishing the detective’s sentence, “the book was placed beside the body as a kind of calling card.” 
 
    Miller sat back in his chair. The atmosphere was warm and just the right side of stuffy. The dimmed lights behind the bar made the glasses dance with refracted light. 
 
    “That makes sense,” Miller said after a short pause, “but what’s all this east and west got to do with it?” 
 
    Dr Styles smiled and as he did so, irregular teeth appeared. “The basic theory is that Dracula ‘marries’ Lucy by biting her and taking her blood; by doing this he forms a bond between the west (as in Europe) and the east (beyond the empire). I argue Whitby is used as a metaphor for the divide between east and west; and as Lucy crosses into the east side she enters the count’s world. He bites her neck, essentially killing the real Lucy; but she actually wakes the following morning looking better than she has done for weeks. Stoker reverses the 1890s fear of foreign blood and shows Lucy gaining strength.” 
 
    Miller finished his pint in silence. His head was spinning as much from the academic’s theory as from the beer. “I’m still not sure how it all relates to the murders, beyond the obvious Dracula link.” 
 
    Dr. Styles moved forward in his seat as if to share a private confidence, even though they remained the bar’s only customers. “I’m not saying I have all the answers,” he said, his breath ripe with alcohol, “but it seems to me that in some ways little has changed over the last hundred years or so. In the 1890s, the public was increasingly afraid of the threat to England posed by foreign elements that might water down the pure English blood.” 
 
    “And today?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Today, England is changing faster than ever. The Downings are an old family; you can trace their roots beyond the civil war. To some, they stand for the establishment, for old England. The matriarch, the daughter who has never had a real job, the bank manager son, the son who only troubles himself with vintage English cars and not with modern foreign ones. They are the empire now, or at least what’s left of it.” 
 
    “And you’re suggesting that’s a reason to murder them?” 
 
    “I’m suggesting that a certain type of person may think so. To their skewed view on the world, the Downings could represent all that they despise. They’re the vestiges of old England still surviving within its own grounds.” 
 
    Miller’s head was spinning. He was suddenly aware that he needed fresh air and quickly. 
 
    “Thank you, Dr Styles,” he said as he reached for his scarf, “you have certainly given me a lot to think about.” 
 
    “I’m glad I could help,” the academic said standing up. “So let me add just one more thing. There is a central irony with Stoker’s novel. When it was published it could be seen as a warning call against the threat to England from foreign outsiders. But now we realise that Dracula was a count – a member of the aristocracy. It could be argued that he was defending his world against the brash vulgar 1890s.” 
 
    “I’m sorry?” Miller said as he tried to thrust his hand backwards into his jacket’s sleeve. 
 
    “It could be that our killer is not trying to destroy the establishment, but what he sees as the watered down facsimile version that replaced it. That might explain the use of the word disciple. He sees himself as continuing the count’s work.” 
 
    A minute later, Miller climbed the uneven steps from the subterranean bar and emerged into the alley that separated the White Horse and Griffin from the Whitby Bookshop. Light streamed from the latter and Miller was surprised to see that his watch signalled the time as just before six o’clock. 
 
    The light from the bookshop spread in a triangular shape across the cobbled alley, but beyond its reach, impenetrable shadows lurked. 
 
    Miller shivered as he lifted his jacket collar and headed through a small arch towards the thoroughfare of Church Street. He suddenly had an overwhelming desire to be near other people. 
 
    Had he looked back, he would have noticed a figure momentarily emerge from the shadows of the alley behind him, before slipping back into the enveloping darkness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    Riddle soon realised that speaking to what he called the town’s alternative community was not as straightforward as he had originally hoped. 
 
    “The town is crawling with weirdoes,” the desk sergeant said. Peter Saltwick was a portly man, close to retirement. He had large sideburns and a stomach that wobbled as he walked. 
 
    “Even at this time of year?” Riddle asked. He was not sure January was the time to be walking about in ripped tops and fishnets. 
 
    “Well there’s obviously not as many here as when the festival is on,” the desk sergeant said, “but there are still a few Goths who live here, if that’s who you want to talk to.” 
 
    “Are any known to you?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “There’s Simon Anderson, I see a lot of him.” 
 
    “Really?” Riddle said, his excitement mounting. “What’s he been in for? Drugs? Violence? Sexual deviance?” Riddle’s imagination was on full power. 
 
    “Not as far as I know,” the desk sergeant said. “He’s my daughter’s boyfriend. Nice lad. You want his number?” 
 
    Riddle left the local police station and dialled the number the desk sergeant had given him. It took only a few moments to set up a meeting with the boyfriend of Deborah Saltwick the following morning. 
 
    As the house-to-house enquiries had so far drawn a blank, Riddle headed back to his car to drive home. He managed half a Marks and Spencer ready meal for one, before falling into a dreamless sleep on his settee. 
 
      
 
    The following morning, Riddle was sitting in Sherlock’s cafe lost in his surroundings when he heard a voice speaking his name. 
 
    Simon Anderson looked disappointingly normal as he held out his hand towards Riddle. 
 
    “Sergeant Riddle? Peter called to give me an idea what you want to know. Orgies or drug binges first?” 
 
    Riddle reddened. “Sergeant Saltwick has an odd sense of humour.” 
 
    “That he does,” Simon agreed. He was dressed in an inexpensive suit that looked like it had been intended for someone a size larger. He was tall, thin and the only suggestion of a Gothic bent was his long jet-black hair that was tied back in a ponytail. 
 
    “You work near here?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Yes, in the building society,” Simon said. His skin was deathly pale, much more so than the lack of sun at this time of year would account for. Riddle squinted to see if he was wearing some kind of makeup. 
 
    After ordering a coffee and a large piece of the Victoria sponge and a pot of tea for Simon, Riddle took out his notebook. 
 
    “I’m involved in the investigation into the Downing killings,” Riddle began. 
 
    “Ah,” Simon interrupted, “Dracula’s Disciple,” he said in a voice that was half serious and half mocking. 
 
    Riddle looked uncomfortable. “That’s not a name that we use,” he said a little more stiffly than he intended. “But yes, we would be interested in any information you could provide us with.” 
 
    Simon looked puzzled for a moment and then his face cleared. “You think that because I’m a Goth, I have a good chance of knowing who this vampire obsessed madman is?” 
 
    Riddle mumbled something about exploring many different lines of enquiry. 
 
    “Sergeant,” Simon said, the hint of a smile breaking through on his white face, “how much do you actually know about Goths?” 
 
    “Well …” Riddle said, realising that he knew next to nothing. 
 
    “Despite what you have probably read in the newspapers,” Simon began, “Goths are essentially romantics; that’s both with and without a capital R. It’s true we like to dress predominately in black and have an interest in Gothic literature, but that doesn’t make us closet vampires. In fact, we’re more often the victims of attacks.” 
 
    “But it’s fair to say,” Riddle interrupted, “that Goths are interested in what many people would consider rather dark things.” 
 
    “Sure,” Simon said, “we love all those old melodramatic tales with gothic villains as well as horror films and yes, even vampire stories. But there’s so much more to Goths than that. I’m generalising now, but I think you’ll find most Goths to be intelligent, articulate and very friendly. At the end of the day, we’ve made a life choice not to look like all the American clones you see walking about town with their white trainers and baseball caps.” 
 
    “The difference,” Riddle said, “is that your average baseball cap wearing normal person is not interested in Bram Stoker and Anna Rice.” 
 
    “At least you know who wrote Dracula,” Simon said, choosing not to correct the first name of the author of The Vampire Chronicles. “And no, they might not be interested in vampire novels or films like The Crow; but they’re more than happy to spend their afternoons in Whitby’s arcades blasting zombies on computer games.” 
 
    Riddle held his hands up. “All right, point taken. It still doesn’t alter the fact that we are searching for someone calling himself Dracula’s Disciple. And in a town full of Goths, we’ve got to start somewhere.” 
 
    Simon was warming to the policeman; perhaps it was having one as a potential father-in-law that did it. 
 
    “I still think you’re barking up the wrong tree,” Simon said. “I really don’t see why there should be any connection with Goths. After all, there are many people who read detective novels, but they tend not to go around killing people.” 
 
    Touché, thought Riddle. “All right, Simon, if there’s anything that you think of that might help, please give me a call.” 
 
    Riddle handed Simon his card. “Can I get you anything before I go? The cake’s really nice.” 
 
    “No thanks,” Simon said, standing up, “ I have to be off, we’re sacrificing some virgins tonight so I better get on.” 
 
    “Very funny,” Riddle said as he ran his index finger around his plate to scoop up the last of the jam. 
 
      
 
    As Riddle and Simon were engaged in a discussion on Goth subculture, Miller was sitting in Charlotte’s apartment, cradling a cold cup of coffee. 
 
    “That’s the second drink you’ve let go cold,” Charlotte said reproachfully. 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” she asked, sitting down next to Miller. “Things aren’t going too well, are they?” 
 
    “That’s the understatement of the century,” Miller said, instantly regretting his tone. “I’m sorry … again.” He smiled weakly. 
 
    Charlotte put her right arm around Miller and screwed her eyes up at the pain from her left wrist as she held him as tightly as she could. 
 
    “Can I help?” Her voice was soft and sensual and Miller found himself, once again, thinking how lucky he was. 
 
    “You could listen,” he said after he had kissed her. “My father always used to say if you needed to sort something out in your head – whether you were stuck on a crossword clue or you needed to think of something important – it helped if you walked around and talked out loud. You could be my audience.” 
 
    “Of course, if that’s what you need. I may even be able to help in some way.” 
 
    Miller knew only too well Charlotte’s potential value. Just as he knew he should not be discussing the case with someone outside the Force, but he told himself again that it was justified. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said, “where shall I start?” 
 
    “At the risk of being predictable,” Charlotte said as she poured them both a fresh coffee, “how about at the beginning?” 
 
    “The beginning? Wherever that is.” 
 
    “Sorry?”  
 
    “I once read a book in which a character said that detective novels start in the wrong place with the murder. What they should do is start months before, with a countdown to the killing.” 
 
    “But this is real life. I may not be an expert on police work, but I assume that it bears little resemblance to detective fiction.” 
 
    “Possibly not, but I can’t shake the feeling that the key to this case lies in some back story that we can’t see.” 
 
    “Back story?” 
 
    “The background to characters before a story starts. Their history, I suppose.” 
 
    “But you know the history of the family,” Charlotte said. She was looking pale and Miller was suddenly contrite. 
 
    “I’m tiring you out,” he said, his voice full of concern. 
 
    “Not at all,” Charlotte said with an effort. 
 
    Miller smiled his acceptance. Charlotte had a stubborn streak that he had learned not to fight.  
 
    He sighed and went on, “It looks like there’s a good chance that the family has nothing to do with the murders.” 
 
    “Apart from being the victims,” Charlotte said her face reddening. 
 
    “Of course. What I meant was that it looks like an outsider may be responsible. My sergeant is at this very moment trying to speak to some local Goth to get any information he can about Dracula’s Disciple.” 
 
    Miller grimaced. He still found it difficult to use that phrase. 
 
    “I see,” Charlotte said. “And what do you think?” 
 
    “That’s the problem, I don’t know what I think. On the one hand all the evidence is beginning to point to some deranged individual targeting the Downings.” 
 
    “And on the other?” 
 
    “On the other, I just find it really difficult to accept that the family have been singled out for no reason.” 
 
    “But isn’t that the definition of a psychopath?” Charlotte asked. “Surely there’s nothing that we would consider logic in their actions.” 
 
    “You sound like my sergeant. Perhaps you’re both right, perhaps I’m looking for method where there is none.” 
 
    Miller fell silent for a moment. He stood up and started to pace around Charlotte’s living room. 
 
    “Whether I accept the serial killer theory or I think the murderer is a member of the family, there is one thing I can not shake. I am more and more convinced that the method of the murders is pivotal to the whole case.” 
 
    “In what way?” Charlotte asked, craning her neck to follow Miller as he walked behind the dinner table. 
 
    “I shouldn’t go into details, but let’s just say that Henry’s death was far from normal.” 
 
    “I see,” Charlotte said. She could sense that Miller was trying to protect her, so she did not ask for details. 
 
    “And you know all about Stella. Why kill her in that way? It makes no sense unless the method is significant.” 
 
    “But significant of what?” Charlotte was beginning to feel nauseous as she tried to focus on Miller as he constantly changed direction. 
 
    “That’s the million dollar question,” Miller said and then he suddenly stopped. 
 
    “Jesus. Charlotte, you’ve been a great help, but I’m going to have to go.” 
 
    Charlotte looked upset.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” Miller said. “Look at it this way, the sooner I clear this case up, the sooner we can start to look at venues for the wedding.” 
 
    To Charlotte’s surprise, her eyes suddenly filled with tears. She stood and went over to Miller, kissing him softly on his lips. “You’re a good man,” she said squeezing his hand. 
 
      
 
    Miller was talking to Riddle even as he was descending Charlotte’s stairs. 
 
    “Where are you?” Miller said into his phone. 
 
    “I’ve just finished an interview,” Riddle said through what sounded to Miller like a full mouth. 
 
    “That’s not what I asked,” Miller said. 
 
    “Sherlock’s,” Riddle said feeling oddly guilty. 
 
    “Right. Stay there and I’ll be with you in ten minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Sherlock’s was busy and the waitress had not had chance to clear the two plates from Riddle’s table. Feeling like a school child, Riddle moved one of the plates to where Simon had been sitting. Unfortunately as Miller entered the waitress appeared at the table.  
 
    “You’ll be eating us out of house and home,” she said giggling. “Can I tempt you to a third slice?” 
 
    Miller sat down without bothering to remove his coat. “You know what I’ve been saying about the significance of how the murders were committed?” 
 
    Riddle knew only too well. Miller was beginning to remind him of a vinyl copy of Rubber Soul he had owned when at college. It was full of great songs, but it stuck at the same place every single time he played it, repeating the same line over and over. 
 
    “Well,” Miller said sounding excited, “when we’ve been talking about the methods of the killer, we’ve been talking about Stella and Henry.” 
 
    “Well, being impaled through the heart and having your eyes eaten by gulls are not exactly run of the mill,” Riddle said, shaking slightly as he spoke. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Fine,” Riddle said. He had eaten far too much sugar. 
 
    “What you say is right, of course,” Miller said. “The murders of Stella and Henry are pretty much unique, so it’s understandable that we made what I fear is a fundamental error.” 
 
    “What error?” 
 
    “We discounted any significance in the circumstances of Mabel’s death,”  
 
    “But she was strangled,” Riddle said, trying to control his left leg which had suddenly started to twitch. “It’s about as normal as murder gets.” 
 
    “It would certainly seem so,” Miller admitted. 
 
    “So what’s your point?” Riddle asked. Miller was losing him. 
 
    “My point is this. We haven’t been looking at the circumstances of Mabel’s death, but I would bet a month’s salary that if we did, we would find a connection that would link how she was killed to the deaths of Stella and Henry. And if we find that connection,” Miller added his voice rising in its excitement, “then we will be a long way forward in finding out who killed all three.” 
 
    Riddle sat back in his chair. There was a certain logic in what Miller was saying. Ever since Stella had been murdered the bizarre circumstances had been the focus of all their attention and they had stopped looking any deeper into Mabel’s murder. They had assumed firstly that the killer was the same person and secondly that there was more chance of identifying him by studying the circumstances of Stella’s death. Then Henry’s murder and trumped even Stella’s in all its gothic horror. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” Riddle asked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    As Miller and Riddle attempted to navigate their way through the main gates of Curlew House, they found their progress hampered by a dozen or so journalists, most of whom Miller had never seen before. 
 
    “They’re from the nationals,” Riddle said as PC Dixon managed to clear a path for the car. 
 
    “It was always going to happen,” Miller said sounding more unconcerned than he felt. 
 
    PC Newbold greeted them at the door. “Jennifer Downing is in her room.” 
 
    Miller thanked her, but Jennifer was not his first priority. 
 
    Miller took the stairs two at a time as he headed for the first floor. Walking through the door at the top of the stairs, they passed Jennifer’s bedroom and continued through the glass door at the far end of the corridor. Stopping at the foot of the spiral staircase, they stood for a moment in silence. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said finally, “let’s get to work.” 
 
    “What exactly is it we’re doing?” 
 
    “Going back over what happened and not missing what I’m sure we missed the first time.” 
 
    “Right,” Riddle said, sounding less convinced than he had earlier. 
 
    “What we know is this,” Miller began. “Mabel Downing was strangled here, at the bottom of the stairs.” 
 
    Riddle nodded agreement. 
 
    “Then,” Miller continued, “her body was dragged to the end of the corridor where Charlotte discovered it. Why?” 
 
    “Why?” Riddle repeated. 
 
    “That’s the key, I’m sure of it,” Miller said animatedly. 
 
    “Really?” Riddle asked, sounding far from convinced. 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said ignoring the scepticism in his sergeant’s voice. “Let’s go back over what we know. Mabel was strangled sometime around 12.30 in the morning. She was killed at the bottom of the spiral staircase. We know that from traces of blood the SOCO team found, along with scuffs on the floor from where her feet kicked out.” 
 
    “OK, but that’s fairly typical in cases of strangulation,” Riddle said. He was picturing the events of that night but he was no nearer any new revelation. 
 
    “That’s the most important point: for some reason, the killer then dragged Mabel’s body twenty plus feet along a corridor that doesn’t go anywhere.” 
 
    Riddle’s brows furrowed. He had no idea and nor could he understand why it was so important. 
 
    “Think about it,” Miller said as he started to pace backwards and forwards down the small corridor. “The killer has succeeded. Mabel is dead. The family is asleep down the main landing. You can’t see the body because it is just around the corner. So why go to the effort of dragging the body – remember Mabel was a large woman – to the end of a corridor that doesn’t go anywhere?” 
 
    “Perhaps the killer wasn’t thinking straight,” Riddle suggested without much conviction. 
 
    “I think it was the opposite,” Miller said. “I think the killer knew exactly what he was doing – and there’s a reason for it that’s probably staring us in the face.” 
 
    The two policemen were quiet for a few moments. Both were imagining the killer dragging Mabel’s still warm body to what was literally a dead end. 
 
    Miller walked to the end of the corridor. Through the window the landscape was washed out grey. The view of the sea was already being swallowed by the encroaching darkness. 
 
    “Is there something out there that could be significant?” Riddle asked coming to stand next to Miller. “Is it relevant that this is the window Stella used to climb out of the house on the night she was killed?” 
 
    Miller knew it was possible, but he was far from sure. Looking straight down he could see the conservatory below where less than a week ago members of the family had been happily drinking. It was now in darkness, as if holding its own solemn tribute to the family dead. 
 
    Beyond the conservatory, the garden crept towards the cliff edge; or more accurately, the cliff edge crept towards the garden. The corrosion of the cliff had eaten away the stretch of coast path that used to run behind Curlew House, resulting in the diversion through the next-door farm. Despite the significant loss of cliff, the sea could not be satisfied and now the bottom end of the garden was being eroded. Slowly, but inevitably, the cliff edge was approaching Curlew House. Eventually, the sea would claim it. 
 
    Miller scanned the view. Apart from farmers’ fields, there was nothing to see for a mile or so until the white roofs of holiday chalets. 
 
    “If there was anything out here of significance, it’s not here now,” Miller said. He stepped back from the window and examined the walls of the corridor. They were festooned with framed photographs, mostly showing Mabel, her late husband and their children in various combinations standing by or sitting in a variety of cars. 
 
    None of the photographs were new. The most recent was probably taken a decade ago, Miller guessed. 
 
    “They certainly loved their cars,” Riddle said, looking at one in which the whole family was standing in front of a vintage Jaguar. “Stella looks about sixteen, must have been taken ten or so years ago.” 
 
    Miller looked at the picture. “Looks like they were on a family day out,” he said. Behind the family and their car were the grounds of a large country house. They were sitting on a picnic blanket and Mabel was holding a flask of coffee, while her husband was holding up a hip flask and appeared to be mouthing the word, ‘cheers’. 
 
    “Happy days,” Miller said, “but it doesn’t help us, does it?” 
 
    Riddle had to agree. Most of the other photographs were even older and many were black and white. There was nothing else on the corridor. 
 
    Miller let out a long sigh. “There’s something here but I’ll be damned if I know what it is.” 
 
    Miller looked at his watch. “Come on, let’s go and see Jennifer.” 
 
      
 
    They found Jennifer Downing in her room with the door open. She was sitting up on her bed, fully clothed. In her hands was a hardback novel. Miller had the impression she had not read a word of for a long time. 
 
    “Inspector,” Jennifer said. “Do you have any news?” 
 
    Miller accepted an offer to sit down and he pulled up the dressing table chair. Riddle stood behind him. 
 
    “Not at the moment,” Miller said. “Please let me offer our condolences for the death of your husband.” 
 
    He had uttered variations of that sentence many times during his time with the police, but this time it was imbued with a personal resonance. He had liked Henry. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jennifer said, before bursting into tears. 
 
    “I am really sorry to bother you at a time like this,” Miller said after a few moments. “I can only begin to imagine how you are feeling.” 
 
    “No you can’t!” Jennifer said, inadvertently spitting a mixture of tears and mucus onto the bedclothes. 
 
    “Well, no,” Miller began, “but – ” 
 
    “No, Inspector,” Jennifer interrupted again. Despite her tears, her voice was assured and resolute. “You don’t understand at all. I am not crying just because my husband is dead.” She wiped her nose with a handkerchief offered by Riddle. 
 
    “Thank you, sergeant.”  
 
    “Mrs. Downing,” Miller said suddenly feeling guilty that he had not offered her his own handkerchief, “what is it that I don’t understand?” 
 
    Jennifer looked slowly from one policeman to the other. “What I mean,” she said slowly, “is that I am so upset because I feel guilty. No, not just guilty, but ashamed. Terribly ashamed.” 
 
    Miller could feel Riddle tense behind him. 
 
    “Guilty?” he said. 
 
    Jennifer smiled a bitter smile. “Not guilty of killing my husband, if that’s what you are thinking.” 
 
    “Then guilty of what?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I feel guilty,” Jennifer said pushing her shoulders back, in what she knew was a futile attempt to regain some dignity, “because I hoped Henry was the murderer.” 
 
    “What?” Riddle exclaimed. 
 
    The bitter smile faded to be replaced by a look of immense tiredness. 
 
    “I realise how that must sound,” Jennifer said, “but I’m ashamed to say it’s the truth.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Oh, God. Where does one begin to explain twenty-two years of marriage with all its banalities, minor disappointments and its endless series of petty defeats?” 
 
    Miller did not know what to say to that. Was that really what marriage was? Was that what was in store for him and Charlotte? Decades of petty defeats, whatever the hell that meant. 
 
    He shook his head to rid himself of the thought. 
 
    “You have to understand,” Jennifer said, “that I loved my husband once … in a way I still loved him, but …” 
 
    “But?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “But he wasn’t my husband anymore. He wasn’t the man I married.” 
 
    “Lots of people change over the course of a marriage,” Miller said, unsure whether it was Henry he was defending or the institution of marriage itself. 
 
    “You think I don’t know that?” Jennifer said. “Of course people change, I’ve changed. But with Henry it was more than that.” 
 
    Miller thought back to their interview with Henry in his office. “Was it what happened at the bank?” 
 
    “I think it was. Up until his father was killed, Henry was a kind, happy man. Quite passionate in his own way, but then …” 
 
    “He was greatly affected by the death of his father?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Well, as much as any son is when their father dies, but that’s not what I meant. You see when his father died he became head of the family. People today would laugh at such an old fashioned idea, but those kinds of things were very important to Henry. He became overly serious and …” Jennifer paused as if trying to pin down some allusive element from the time. “And he laughed a lot less. You never heard him laugh.” 
 
    Miller nodded his understanding. 
 
    “And then the whole bank thing happened. The way they treated him was a disgrace. Making him apply for his own job and then treating him like a child. It was disgusting. He used to say that he realised large corporate organisations had no heart, but they no longer even bothered to pretend that they did. That place broke him.” 
 
    Jennifer was quiet for a moment as if reflecting on the reality of the situation for the first time. 
 
    “But I still don’t understand why you say you wish he had been guilty,” Miller said. 
 
    Jennifer’s pale blue eyes became hard and cold. 
 
    “Because our marriage was a waste land. Henry had lost the ability to love, to show emotion. It was as if – especially over the last year – he was carrying some terrible weight that consumed him. He would never have divorced me and there’s no way I could have divorced him. It would have been the end of him and however much I wanted out, I just couldn’t bring myself to do that to him.” 
 
    “Let me get this right,” Miller said slowly. “If Henry had been the murderer, you could have left him without any guilt?” 
 
    “More than that,” Jennifer said. “It would have showed that there was still some spark of life in him. Even knowing he was capable of such terrible deeds was better than watching the shell that was my husband going through his daily routine, an unhappy and broken man.” 
 
    “But he wasn’t the killer,” Riddle said. 
 
    “No,” Jennifer said as tears began to roll down her cheek again. “He wasn’t.” 
 
    Miller sat back in his chair. He had been glad that Henry was not the killer, but the price of that assurance had been Henry’s own death. As Jennifer cried he could not help wonder if she was crying for her dead husband, or out of relief that she was at last free. Probably, he thought, a mixture of both. 
 
    “Mrs. Downing … Jennifer,” Miller said as the tears began to abate, “I’m really sorry but we’ve got to ask you some more questions.” 
 
    Once again, Miller was taken with the way Jennifer’s mood could change. As she wiped her cheeks, a steely determination returned. It was as if her mourning had been condensed into a brief, intense five-minute period. Miller had the feeling that there would be no more tears. 
 
    “Of course,” Jennifer said, “what do you want to know?” 
 
    “I need you to go back over your statement from the night of Mabel’s death. I have a copy here.” Miller took two typed sheets of paper from his inside pocket. 
 
    “There’s no need I can remember what happened.” 
 
    “Good,” Miller said replacing the paper. “Can you just go over again what happened after the family retired to bed?” 
 
    Jennifer thought for a moment. “I went to my room, got changed into my nightgown and then opened the door as I can’t stand sleeping in such a small room with the door shut. As I sat at the dressing table, I saw everyone go to the bathroom and then return. That would have been between 11.30 and 11.45.” 
 
    “And after that?”  
 
    “There was a gap of about ten minutes when all was quiet and then Stella walked past and five minutes later came back. That would have been midnight or there abouts.” 
 
    “And you’re sure it was Stella? It must have been quite dark in the corridor?”  
 
    “It was quite dark but as I said, she had that disgusting green dressing gown on. I was just applying my face cream when she came back. She waved at me and said good night.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to press you on this but you’re absolutely sure it was Stella? I mean she must have passed your door in less than a second.” 
 
    Riddle looked up at Miller. What was his boss getting at? 
 
    “True,” Jennifer admitted, “but I noticed that ring she wore on her right hand – you know that big amber thing – it reflected the bedroom light and almost blinded me. I hate costume jewellery.”  
 
    “And you’re certain no one else passed after Stella?” 
 
    “I’m certain. There was nothing until Charlotte passed and within a matter of seconds – five … ten at the most – she screamed and all the family came running.” 
 
      
 
    “So where the hell does that leave us?” Riddle asked ten minutes later as the two detectives were sitting in the car again. 
 
    “It leaves us about half an hour late in keeping my appointment with the Chief Constable,” Miller said. “You drive. I need to think.” 
 
      
 
    By the time Miller and Riddle arrived at the police station, Miller was officially forty-five minutes late. 
 
    “Inspector, nice of you to spare me the time,” the Chief Constable said with predictable sarcasm. 
 
    Chief Constable Davis was of some interminable age between his mid-forties and early sixties. Copious facial hair could not quite disguise the effects of a face wrecked by teenage acne, a situation not helped by his extreme pallor. His pockmarked face seldom changed colour from its sickly white, but at the moment there were definite hints of red around the cheeks. 
 
    “Sorry, sir” Miller said, sounding anything but sorry. 
 
    Since Miller been promoted to Detective Inspector five years ago he and Davis had formed a wary working relationship akin to two wild cats circling each other, deciding whether to fight or accept each other’s presence. 
 
    Currently a kind of common ground had been reached, but Miller was well aware that it would not take much to end the truce and descend into a pit of antagonism. 
 
    He took a deep breath. “We were interviewing Henry Downing’s wife and it looked like we were getting somewhere, so I didn’t want to break off to call in.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Davis said through teeth that were a little more gritted than he intended. He thought it politic not to mention that Miller could have quite easily called before they left Curlew House. 
 
    An awkward silence descended during which Miller’s eyes scanned his superior’s office, thinking again that it was a strange mixture of regulation police furniture and what looked like 1970s G-Plan cabinets, the latter housing the Chief Constable’s collection of golfing trophies. Pride of place was given to a photograph of Davis shaking hands with a minor Royal at a black tie function.  
 
    “So are you any nearer to finding out who the hell is roaming around my town, bumping off members of one of its most distinguished families?” Davis said finally. In his head that sentence had not sounded quite so confrontational. But what the hell? He had been waiting almost an hour. 
 
    Miller silently counted to ten. Davis always referred to Whitby as ‘my town’ despite the fact that he had been born in some nondescript village in the Lincolnshire Fells and had only moved to Whitby in 1999. 
 
    Miller relayed the details of his interview with Jennifer Downing. He explained the significance of Jennifer’s evidence that had originally implicated Stella. 
 
    “So you think that the killer was either Jennifer or Peter?” Davis asked. 
 
    “The truth is, I’m just not sure,” Miller said, aware that that was the last thing that Davis wanted him to say. 
 
    “Not sure?” Davis said, the redness in his cheeks making an attempt to colonise the rest of his face. 
 
    “There is another option,” Miller said. “That Stella killed her mother – probably for the money – and that she was in turn killed by someone else in revenge.” 
 
    “By someone else, you mean one of the family?” 
 
    “It would make sense,” Miller said, far from sure that it did. 
 
    “But what about Henry Downing?” Davis had just been looking at the Scene of Crime photographs of Henry’s body, with the effect that his usual lunch of potted meat sandwiches remained uneaten in a Tupperware container on his desk. 
 
    “It could be that Henry had found out who killed Stella and was killed in order to silence him.” 
 
    “I like it,” Davis said, the redness in his face suddenly retreating. “As far as I can see you’re left with the choice of Jennifer and Peter. Who’s your money on?” 
 
    If Miller had been a gambling man, who would his money be on? Jennifer’s evidence had implicated Stella – and they only had her word that she was telling the truth. She also possessed a single-minded nature, but could she really kill her own husband in such a terrible way? 
 
    As for Peter, he was the quiet one. Always taking a back seat … perhaps he had underestimated the youngest child.  
 
    “I still think we need to look closer at the murder of Mabel,” Miller said. 
 
    “In what way?” Davis said. He was clearly impatient that either Jennifer or Peter was brought into the station. 
 
    “Well for one thing there’s the cassette tape that was found in Mabel’s mouth.” 
 
    “What about it?” Davis said gruffly. 
 
    “I can’t shake the feeling that if we knew the significance of that, along with why the killer moved Mabel’s body, we’ll find the key to the whole business.” 
 
    “Cassette tape? Moving the body a few yards?” Davis said, not even trying to hide the disdain in his voice. “What you need to be doing is deciding who’s the bloody killer. Jennifer or –” 
 
    The ringing of his desk phone interrupted Davis’s imminent tirade. 
 
    “I thought I said no calls. Oh, hold on, let me check.” 
 
    Davis cupped his hand over the receiver and spoke to Miller. “This Peter Downing owns a garage doesn’t he? Is it the one on Church Street?” 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said, “just past the Middle Earth.’ 
 
    “Then you better get down there pronto,” Davis said, before barking some instructions into the phone. 
 
    “Why?” Miller said. 
 
    “We’ve just been alerted by the fire brigade. Apparently someone’s dialled 999 to report that the place is on fire. A regular inferno.” 
 
      
 
    Miller and Riddle arrived on the scene within ten minutes, thanks to the sirens that cleared a path through what traffic there was at that time of the day. 
 
    Pulling up across the road, Miller showed his ID to a fireman and was let through. 
 
    “What happened?” he asked. 
 
    “Too early to say,” the fireman said, “but it’s quite a bad one.” 
 
    Just then two paramedics emerged from the building carrying a stretcher on which lay a smoke-stained body. 
 
    Miller moved over to look. Despite the effects of the smoke, the figure on the stretcher was unmistakable. 
 
    It was Peter Downing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to believe this,” Riddle said. 
 
    The two detectives were sitting in the waiting room of Whitby General Hospital. It was the morning after the fire. Peter Downing had been very lucky, the doctors had said, another five minutes and he would have burnt alive. As it was, the doctor expected he would be able to speak to the police – for a very short time – within the next half an hour. 
 
    “What aren’t I going to believe?” Miller asked, unsure the case could offer up anything else to surprise him. 
 
    “I’ve just had a call from the SOCO team,” Riddle said. They say it looks like Peter was hit over the head when he was sitting inside a car – a Ford Ka – which is a little odd given that it’s a vintage car garage. Anyway, SOCO went through the car and found nothing except two novels.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said, a look of intense puzzlement on his face. 
 
    “One was The Nine Tailors by a Dorothy L Sayers.” 
 
    “And the other?” Miller asked, although a creeping sense of dread told him he knew the answer. 
 
    “Bram Stoker’s Dracula. I would say that rules out an accident,” Riddle said sardonically. 
 
    “I told him we would provide protection. Bloody fool.” 
 
    “At least Jennifer Downing is safe.”  
 
    Miller had ordered her to be taken into protective custody as soon as they had seen Peter being carried out of the garage. 
 
    “What do you think a Ford Ka was doing in Peter’s garage?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “That’s been puzzling me,” Miller said, “but I’ve just realised Charlotte drives a Ford Ka and I know Peter does the work on it. I’d better ring her to check.” 
 
    Charlotte confirmed that it was her car in the garage. She sounded terribly worried about Peter, but refused point blank Miller’s offer of protection saying as it was now beyond doubt the family who were the killer’s target, there was no need. 
 
    Miller relayed his conversation to Riddle. 
 
    “She’s a brave girl you’ve got there.” Riddle said. 
 
    “Brave and bloody minded,” Miller said, warmth underlying his frustration. 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later they were given the all clear to speak with Peter. He was sitting up in bed, looking surprisingly healthy. The only obvious evidence of his ordeal was a thick bandage and an oxygen mask from which he intermittently took breathes. 
 
    “Mr. Downing … Peter,” Miller said pulling up a chair to the side of the bed. “I understand from your doctor that you feel up to speaking with us for a few minutes.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” Peter said before coughing violently. “Or as fine as can be expected,” he smiled through the mask. 
 
    “Can you tell us what happened?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “There’s not much to tell. I normally wouldn’t be working so late, but Charlotte had asked me to have a look at her car. Sounded like the plugs were misfiring. Anyway, I was sitting behind the wheel just about to switch the engine on when someone must have hit me over the head.” He involuntarily moved his hand to where a large bandage covered part of his head. 
 
    “And you don’t remember anything else?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Not until I woke up here.” 
 
    Peter started to cough and took deep gasps of oxygen. The doctor reappeared.  
 
    “I think that’s enough for now,” he said. 
 
    “Just one more question, then we’ll go,” Miller said. “Peter, do you remember if the garage doors were locked or not when you were working on the car?” 
 
    “They’d been locked,” Peter said, “but the car was giving off so much smoke from the exhaust that I had to open them slightly.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said. “We’ll leave you to recover. You’ll be quite safe. There are two policemen outside your door.” 
 
    As they left, Miller had a quick word with the two uniformed officers standing guard outside Peter’s room. “Apart from hospital staff, I don’t want anyone – anyone – going in there unless you call me and I say it’s OK. Understand?” 
 
    The two officers said they did and Miller and Riddle walked out into the cold morning air to be greeted by a throng of reporters. 
 
    “Has Dracula’s Disciple struck again?” one voice shouted. 
 
    “Are the police any closer to catching the serial killer?” another yelled. 
 
    “No comment,” Miller said. It was hardly original, but it was the best he could manage at the time. 
 
    “No comment!” one of the national reporters said to the man from the Yorkshire Post. “Not that it matters, I’ve already written the story.” 
 
    He was not exaggerating. Within an hour of Miller’s “No comment” the website of a national newspaper carried the headline, “Dracula’s Disciple Strikes Again. Family Member Almost Burnt Alive in Metal Coffin.” 
 
    “Metal coffin?” Miller said when Davis had called him to read the story to him. “What metal coffin?” 
 
    “It says that the car was designed to be a metal coffin – it’s a definite Dracula link.” 
 
    “Not as definite as a copy of the bloody book,” Miller said under his breath. Thank God the press had not got their hands on that piece of information. 
 
    “What’s that? You’re breaking up,” Davis said. 
 
    “Sorry. Can’t hear you,” Miller lied and hung up. 
 
    The last thing he needed was another chat with Davis. 
 
    “Who was that?” Charlotte asked. 
 
    “My boss,” Miller said sitting down on Charlotte’s settee. 
 
    “I just can’t believe what’s happened,” she said sitting next to Miller. “`It just seems like one big nightmare. I’m half expecting to wake up.” 
 
    “It’s all too real,” Miller said. 
 
    “And you say they found two books in my car?”  
 
    “Yes. Dracula and The Nine Tailors.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the one that – ” 
 
    “Shh,” Miller said, stroking Charlotte’s hair. 
 
    He didn’t want her to dwell on the circumstances of Mabel’s death; but there was no doubt she was right. The cassette tape that had been stuffed in Mabel’s mouth after she had died had been a radio dramatization of Dorothy L Sayers’ book. For what reason, he still had no idea. 
 
    “I don’t suppose either book belonged to you?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I’ve got a copy of Dracula somewhere,” Charlotte said walking to a bookshelf. “But I’d never even heard of the other book before this whole thing started. As you know,” she said with a crooked smile, “I’ve never been a fan of detectives. In fiction at least.” 
 
    Miller appreciated the attempt at humour, however hollow it was. 
 
    “Listen, I have to go and see Tim Brown. He’s left me a message and promises he’s not after a story, so I want you to promise you’ll stay here and not let anyone but me in.” 
 
    Charlotte thought about protesting, but then relented. “I promise,” she said as she softly kissed Miller. 
 
      
 
    Miller found Tim Brown in the bike repair shop he rented, just below where the smoke damaged remains of Peter’s garage stood. 
 
    “I thought you’d be working around the clock,” Miller said as he let himself in through the open workshop door. “Your editor must think all his Christmases have come at once.” 
 
    “He does,” Tim said, who was struggling to return an inner tube to its rightful place inside the tyre of a child’s bike. 
 
    Miller looked closely at the journalist. There was something in the tone of voice that was unexpected and piqued Miller’s interest. 
 
    “You say that as if you don’t share his interest,” Miller said. Whatever he felt about the press he could see how this story – especially with its Dracula connection – must be a once in a lifetime event for a paper in a town of Whitby’s size. After all, you could barely move for national journalists at the moment. 
 
    Tim wiped his forehead and as he did so smeared a line of grease across his brow. 
 
    “That’s why I’m here,” he said. 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “My editor’s a decent enough bloke, but he has little interest in the town. It’s all ambition as far as he’s concerned. The Whitby Telegraph is owned by Jameson Press, who own dozens of newspapers in the country. It’s just a step on the career ladder for him. He sees this story as a stepping stone to a big city paper and then who knows.” 
 
    “Fleet Street?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “If only it still existed,” Tim said. “But a national certainly.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said, not sure that he did. 
 
    “What I’m saying is that he’s letting his ambition cloud his judgment. There are too many unanswered questions about these killings, but he has no interest in asking them. He’s quite happy with a series of increasingly over the top headlines that will fill out the cuttings file that he uses as a c.v.” 
 
    Tim paused, as if deciding whether to continue. Finally he looked Miller straight in the eye. “You see, if he bothered to let me do some extra leg work and ask those questions, then the story might not turn out as neat as he hopes.” 
 
    Miller said quickly: “In what way?” 
 
    “The more I think about it and the more I talk to people, the more this whole Dracula’s Disciple thing just doesn’t add up.” 
 
    “Your colleagues from London don’t seem to agree.”  
 
    Tim let out a derisory grunt. “It’s just a story to them and they’ll be gone in a few days – a week at the most.” 
 
    “Just a story?” Miller repeated. “Then what is it to you?” 
 
    Tim paused a moment before answering. “At first that’s exactly what it was to me.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    Tim moved from the workbench and ducked underneath a bright pink bicycle that was hanging from the ceiling on a pulley. 
 
    “But I love this town and the last thing it needs is a reputation as the home for some deranged serial killer.” 
 
    “Dr Robert Styles seems to believe in him,” Miller said. 
 
    “I’ve done a bit of digging around your doctor,” Tim said. “He’s up for tenure this year which is much rarer than it used to be in the academic world. His involvement in this case could seal it for him and it’ll certainly result in a book.” 
 
    Miller’s mind went back to his first meeting with Dr Styles in the White Horse and Griffin and the piles of written notes that had surrounded him. 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Look, I’m not saying the doctor is lying, nor am I saying that of my editor. All I’m saying is that in their different ways, this serial killer theory is no bad thing for them.” 
 
    “I can see that,” Miller said after a moment. “But I’m not sure where that gets us. Is that what you wanted to see me for?” 
 
    “I thought it important that you knew,” Tim said, wiping his hands with a cloth that looked to be dirtier than his hands. “I suppose I pulled you away from something important.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “Actually, I was with Charlotte – Miss Sanderson.” 
 
    “Ah,” Tim said. “I bumped into her yesterday and she told me that congratulations are in order.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Miller said feeling unusually awkward. 
 
    “She also told me how you proposed,” Tim said, his dark brown eyes sparkling. “Now that would make a great story for the paper.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Miller said, standing up to leave. 
 
    “Perhaps not,” Tim said. “But I’ll tell you this, you’re a lucky man.” 
 
    “I think so.”  
 
    Suddenly Tim laughed. The sound was deep and rumbling and reminded Miller of the sea. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I asked her how she felt being a modern day Harriet Vane and she laughed saying it was a pity you didn’t propose on the bridge. You’ve certainly got someone special there.” 
 
    “I think so,” Miller said as he edged to the door. He felt awkward talking about his personal life at the best of times, but at the moment it felt more like an indulgence. 
 
    “I’ve got to go,” he said. “Thanks for the information.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Tim said, now regretting he had ever asked Miller to come and see him. 
 
      
 
    “What did our friendly local journalist have to say?” Riddle asked when he had collected Miller forty minutes later. They were waiting for the swing bridge to reopen after a large dredger had made its laborious way towards the open sea. 
 
    “I’m not sure he actually said anything at all,” Miller said. “I think he was just feeling guilty about writing those lurid Dracula’s Disciple stories.” 
 
    “They weren’t as bad as some of the other papers,” Riddle said, unexpectedly standing up for the journalist. 
 
    “I suppose.” Miller sounded distracted. He had the sudden feeling that something the journalist had said had not been quite as useless as he first thought, but he would be damned if he knew why. 
 
    Miller opened the car window for a blast of icy cold air. 
 
    “Right,” he said. “I’m assuming you’ve spoken to Jennifer Downing.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Riddle said. “PC Newbold can vouch for her. She did not leave the house yesterday. Whoever hit Peter and set fire to his garage, it wasn’t her.” 
 
    Miller shook his head. He was running out of suspects at an alarming rate. 
 
    “You don’t think …” Riddle began and then trailed off. 
 
    “What don’t I think?” 
 
    “You don’t think that the journalist may be involved in some way?” 
 
    “Tim Brown?” Miller said, suddenly rearranging the evidence in his head to incorporate the theory of the journalist as the killer. 
 
    “Motive’s a problem,” Miller said finally, “but opportunity’s there. Journalists get all over the place,” he added with enthusiasm. “Drop me off here, and then go and do some digging on Tim Brown. Perhaps he was trying to tell me something earlier.” 
 
    “What kind of digging?” Riddle asked. He was beginning to feel that his boss wanted him out of the way and this was the best excuse he could come up with. 
 
    “Look at articles he’s written in the past, that kind of thing. It might give us just the clue we need.” 
 
    “It might,” Riddle said out loud, but managed to stop himself adding that it might also be a waste of a day. 
 
    Riddle pulled the car into a lay-by in front of the railway station. 
 
    “Spend the day digging around,” Miller said as he bent down to put his head through the passenger window. “Call me in the morning with anything you’ve found.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?”  
 
    “Think.” 
 
    Riddle drove off in the direction of the police station and Miller turned to face the harbour with the hope that the incessant nagging feeling that he had missed something would go away. 
 
      
 
    While Riddle spent the day looking into the background of Tim Brown, chief reporter and feature writer of the Whitby Telegraph, Miller spent what would have appeared to many an aimless day. He walked around the town for hours crossing and re-crossing the bridge, as if the contrast between old and new Whitby –might help dislodge the incessant nagging of his brain. He thought about Dr Styles’ theory about the east and west, but did people really think that way outside of universities? 
 
    He went to Sherlock’s, took out his notebook and made a series of notes and timelines around the key facts of the case. They got him nowhere. 
 
    Finally after eating an evening meal in an Italian restaurant that occupied what used to be a church, he gave up and decided to head for home. 
 
    He was tired, but doubted he would sleep. He was far too restless. 
 
    Miller decided to take a walk on the pier, something he always liked to do at night. It was deserted and as Miller walked slowly to the end and looked out to sea he saw a large fog bank making its slow, inexorable way towards the town. 
 
    Miller turned to the right and peered into the darkness along the coast to where the foghorns used to sound their mournful warning to ships. They were silent now, victims of the improvement in ships’ radar. Miller missed the sound and the way it reminded him of childhood visits to the town. 
 
    Turning back to the face inland, Miller could see the lights shining from his apartment block. He was suddenly filled with a strong desire to be back at Whitehall Mansions and to block out the night. Turning, he walked back down the pier and then headed up the steep hill towards his home. 
 
    When Miller reached his apartment he put on a mellow Frank Sinatra CD, poured himself a glass of water that he drank straight away, then undressed and got into bed. He was asleep almost immediately. 
 
    A few hours later he awoke, immediately sensing that it was still the middle of the night. He lifted his eyes to look at the digital clock radio on his bedside table. It was a quarter to three in the morning and Miller knew he would not be able to sleep again. 
 
    Miller kicked off the bedclothes. He shivered as he reached for a thick polo neck jumper he had left lying on the floor at the weekend, before the whole thing had begun. Pulling on a pair of jeans he refilled his glass with water and went over to the living room window. 
 
    The west cliff was fog bound and he could barely see across the road. The street lights battled ineffectually against the fog, their light barely reaching the road below. Not that it mattered, Miller thought, because there was unlikely to be anyone out in this weather. 
 
    Just as he was about to turn from the window, he noticed something out of the corner of his eye. It almost looked as if there was someone standing below, barely illuminated by one of the streetlights. Miller rubbed his eyes, half expecting the figure to have disappeared. Instead he could now make out beyond any doubt the figure of someone standing in the street. It was far too foggy and dark to see a face or even detect a body shape beneath the thick coat the figure was wearing, but there was no mistaking the fact that someone was standing there alone in the fog. 
 
    Miller felt a sudden shiver run down his spine. Whoever was outside was staring directly at his own apartment. 
 
    Suddenly for some reason he would later not be able to explain, he was sure who the person was. 
 
    Dracula’s Disciple was looking straight up at him. 
 
    Without thinking through his actions, Miller plunged his bare feet into a pair of shoes and ran for his apartment’s door. Moments later he was outside, enveloped by the fog. He ran over to where the figure had been standing but no one was there.  
 
    Miller spent the next few minutes running in a half aimless way around the street and the gardens, but he could see no one. 
 
    Whoever had been standing there had vanished. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    Miller returned to the apartment, glad to put a door between himself and the fog, yet his mind was racing. He knew someone had been there and he was somehow convinced that it had been Dracula’s Disciple. 
 
    Miller spent the rest of the night sitting at his small 1930s style desk. He went over all his notes of the case and compiled new ones. Finally as his watched beeped to signal seven in the morning he got dressed and drove up to Curlew House. 
 
    If PC Newbold was surprised to see Miller pull up in his car at such an early hour she made no sign. 
 
    Miller offered a perfunctory, “Morning,” as he passed Newbold on his way into the house. 
 
    She smiled back. Her shift had started an hour ago, so it was far too early in the day to become aggrieved at her superior’s brusque manner. 
 
    She patiently explained that Jennifer was still in bed and PC Dixon was in the dining room. She did not add that she had heard snores emitting from that room earlier. 
 
    Miller headed upstairs, crept past Jennifer’s open bedroom door and turned right at the end of the landing, walking to the point to which Mabel’s body had been moved. 
 
    “Come on,” he muttered, urging himself to see what had been evading him for the past week. 
 
    The view can’t have been important, he told himself, and it had been dark then as it was now. There was nothing else here except the photographs. Most were thirty or so years old, so Miller concentrated on the more recent ones. The majority of the photographs were of motorcars – mainly classics such as Jaguars and MGs. Only a few of the photographs were of people and of these only a handful had been taken within the last ten to fifteen years. 
 
    However many of the pictures Miller studied, the only one of interest remained the photograph taken in front of a Jaguar motorcar, with a stately house in the background. In the centre of the shot, Mabel Downing and her husband toasting the camera. 
 
    Miller examined the frame. It was very dusty and had obviously not been touched in a long time. No chance of any fingerprints, so Miller took the picture from the wall and turned it over. On the back, written in a scrawling hand he guessed was Mabel’s were the words, “MMW Hardwick Hall, Christmas 2001.” 
 
    “MMW?” Miller said to himself. What did that stand for? Damn, it could be anything. 
 
    “Good morning, Inspector,” Miller heard a voice say. He turned around to see Jennifer Downing standing next to him, her dressing gown pulled tightly about her. 
 
    “I hate this house,” she said with feeling. “I’d go back to our … my house, but I just can’t face it yet.” She shivered, adding, “I don’t think I’ve ever been warm here.” 
 
    Miller doubted very much she was only talking about the temperature. 
 
    “What have you got there?” Jennifer said. 
 
    Miller showed her the photograph. “I don’t suppose you have any idea what MMW stands for?” he asked, without much hope. 
 
    Jennifer glanced at the photograph. “I would imagine,” she said with little sign of interest, “it stands for Murder Mystery Weekend. Henry’s parents were always driving off to those things – there was a real spate of them.” 
 
    Miller looked at the photograph again. “Does the date mean anything to you?” 
 
    “Nothing beyond the obvious.” 
 
    “Obvious?” 
 
    “It was when Henry’s father died,” Jennifer said shivering again. 
 
    “He doesn’t look ill – well, as far as you can tell from a photograph,” Miller said, remembering his own father’s robust appearance just before he was diagnosed with the disease that would kill him. 
 
    “He wasn’t. Not as far as I know, anyway.” 
 
    “So how did he die?” Miller asked, all his senses suddenly alive. 
 
    “I thought you would have known that,” Jennifer said. “It was a car crash.” 
 
    “No,” Miller said, “I didn’t know that.” 
 
    “It was ten years ago,” Jennifer said. “I don’t think Mabel ever really recovered from it. Physically she was all right, apart from scars, but mentally it seemed to take the spark from her.” 
 
    Miller’s mind went back to the scars on Mabel’s body he had seen in the autopsy. Powell had said that they were around a decade old. 
 
    “The death of a spouse is always traumatic,” Miller said automatically. 
 
    “Of course,” Jennifer said, “but it was more than that. Mabel used to love cars – as you can see,” she gestured to all the photographs. “But after her husband died, she sold them all and even gave the garage to Peter. It was as if she could not bear to be around them anymore.” 
 
    Miller’s head was spinning. Mabel’s body had been moved in front of a photograph taken at a murder mystery weekend, the same month that her husband had been killed. Her dead body had then had audiocassette tape shoved into the mouth – tape of Dorothy L Sayers’s mystery novel The Nine Tailors. 
 
    It had to be significant, but Miller could not quite … 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said, realising Jennifer was still shivering, “I didn’t wake you, did I?” 
 
    “No,” Jennifer said hugging herself against the chill. “As I told you before, I’m a light sleeper.” 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said, thanking her again as he turned and headed back downstairs to the dining room. 
 
    PC Newbold was sitting in a chair by the door, idly flicking through the pages of a magazine. She stood up on seeing Miller. 
 
    “I’ve got some work for you,” Miller said. “Call this hotel,” he said handing her the photograph frame, “and find out everything you can about this murder mystery weekend. I know it’s a decade ago, but there must be some record.” 
 
    Newbold nodded eagerly. She had spent the last two days on so-called protection duty, which in effect meant making endless cups of tea and reading back copies of Country Living. It was good to have something constructive to do. 
 
    It was just five minutes later when she reappeared. 
 
    “What’s up?” Miller said. 
 
    “I’ve got that information you wanted,” Newbold said. 
 
    “Already?” Miller asked his voice full of surprise. “I thought it would take hours. That’s some great work.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Newbold said, “but I can’t really take the credit. The head gardener is a huge mystery fan and collects all the programmes. It just took a call to his home and then a minute while he searched through his collection.” 
 
    “Well?” Miller said, his happiness at such a speedy outcome tempered with increasing impatience. 
 
    Newbold read from her notes. “The Murder Mystery Weekend ran from Friday to Sunday inclusive the weekend before Christmas. It was a monthly event back then, with every month concentrating on a particular book.” 
 
    “And what was the book that month?” Miller asked, although he was sure he already knew. 
 
    Newbold turned the page of her notebook. “Something called The Nine Tailors.” 
 
      
 
    Miller and Newbold had moved into the dining room, where the only light came from the computer screens. It gave the two police officers a ghostly glow. 
 
    “Sir,” Newbold said, breaking the silence, “I know we’re not supposed to get involved, but I’ve spent a lot of time with the family and the one thing my mind keeps going back to is the cassette tape that was stuffed into Mrs. Downing’s mouth. I can’t understand why someone would do that. It’s so degrading” 
 
    “Murder is often exactly that. It’s not cosy; it’s not an academic problem. It’s evil. Do you believe in evil?” Miller asked, turning to face Newbold. 
 
    “I don’t know, I suppose it might explain the actions of the killer. But why choose that particular tape?” Newbold glanced at her notebook. 
 
    “Dorothy L Sayers,” she read. “She was a detective story writer, wasn’t she? I tend not to read them myself. I prefer a good chic-lit book, someone like Sophie Kinsella. Do you know who I mean?”  
 
    Miller wasn’t listening anymore. 
 
      
 
    When Sergeant Riddle arrived at Curlew House just after nine o’clock, he was met with strict instructions that Miller was not to be disturbed. 
 
    “What’s he up to?” Riddle asked as Newbold poured him a coffee. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “He’s been in the incident room for an hour now. I think he’s on the internet, but I’ve no idea what he’s looking for. Have you been checking up on the journalist?” 
 
    “Spent most of yesterday on it,” Riddle said not bothering to hide his frustration. 
 
    “You didn’t find anything, then?” 
 
    “It depends what you mean by anything. “Before he worked here he was at the Sheffield Morning News where he was chief feature writer. Worked there for almost ten years. He was successful, well liked in the newsroom, but eventually he got tired of living in a city and so he moved here.” 
 
    Riddle took a gulp of coffee, which he immediately regretted. It was very hot and he wafted his mouth with his hand in a vain attempt to cool it down. 
 
    “He took a pay cut to come here,” Riddle went on, “but he lives cheaply, has the cycle repair shop on the side and has settled in. Not too many friends. He prefers his own company and is fond of walking and especially rock climbing. Apparently he’s quite an accomplished climber. Apart from that, there’s precious little to tell. The stuff he writes now tends to be human interest, bordering on the whimsical. Not exactly investigative journalism.” 
 
    “And?” Newbold asked, sensing the sergeant had more to say beyond a potted biography. Not that she would have admitted it to anyone, but she was flattered and proud that he had chosen her to share his thoughts. 
 
    “When me and the boss were discussing the case right at the beginning – just after the old woman had been murdered – we discounted the idea that anyone could have scaled the cliffs.” 
 
    “And the journalist is a good climber.” Newbold said putting the pieces together in her mind. “Are you really suggesting that Tim Brown could be our killer – that he might be Dracula’s Disciple?” 
 
    “Think about it,” Riddle said warming to his subject. “He can climb and so could have got into the house from the cliffs. He was the one who discovered Stella’s body, and it was him who the killer was writing to. Think about it, there are only his prints on the letters!” 
 
    Newbold was enjoying seeing the formation of this new theory. She found it exciting to be involved in such an organic process. Then a cloud of doubt crossed her face.  
 
    “What about motive?” she asked. 
 
    Riddle’s shoulders sagged. “No bloody idea.”  
 
    “Tim Brown’s not our killer,” a voice said with authoritative certainty. 
 
    Riddle and Newbold turned around. Miller was standing there with a handful of printouts from the computer. 
 
    “His alibi checks out for the night of Mabel’s death. He was drinking with an old colleague from Sheffield in the Angel,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle accepted the evidence without rancour, but it was still frustrating as hell to have wasted a whole day. 
 
    “Never mind, sergeant. We’re almost there,” Miller said. His voice was thin and bitter, but it held something that put both Riddle and Newbold on alert. 
 
    “What is it, sir?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I want you to get me an arrest warrant,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle and Newbold exchanged astonished glances. 
 
    “Who for?” Riddle and Newbold said in unison. 
 
    Miller handed Riddle a folded piece of paper. “The name’s on there.” 
 
    There was no note of triumph in his voice, only a steely determination. 
 
    Turning to Newbold, Miller said, “I want you to get Dixon to collect Peter Downing from the hospital, he’s being let out this morning. Then make sure Jennifer remains in the house although she’s in no danger now. When you’ve done that give Tim Brown a call – off the record – and ask him to come here. I want everyone to meet at midday.” 
 
    “Make sure we’ve got the warrant by then,” Miller said, turning back to Riddle. “While you’re doing that, I’m going to collect Charlotte. So I’ll see you back here in just under three hours’ time.” 
 
    Agreeing with this, Riddle turned and headed for the car park. 
 
    Walking out of the front door into the cold morning air, he unfolded the piece of paper Miller had handed him and read the name. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Riddle said. 
 
      
 
    The fog of the previous night and been replaced by heavy dark clouds that had long threatened more snow. As Miller and Charlotte drove up Green Lane towards Curlew House, the clouds made good on their promise. Large snowflakes began to drift down onto the town. Miller switched on the car’s windscreen wipers and turned the heating up a notch. 
 
    He had been particularly quiet since he had collected Charlotte, but she knew how much he had on his mind and had been happy not to break the silence. She reached out a hand and placed it on Miller’s left thigh, squeezing tight. 
 
    “I love you,” she said, almost whispering the words. 
 
    “I know,” Miller said, placing his hand on hers. 
 
    By the time they reached the house, the snow was beginning to settle. Although it was midday, the town below was dark and gloomy. The beauty of the snow was at odds with the view as they stepped out of the car. Whitby’s famous Abbey, its ruinous outline stark on the headland, seemed to almost resent the snow. It stood dark and resolute amid the increasingly white landscape, a foreboding presence that made Charlotte feel suddenly afraid. 
 
    As if sensing her fear, Miller put his arm around her and led her away from the Abbey into the dusty interior of Curlew House. 
 
      
 
    They were the last to arrive. Jennifer was sitting in a tall-backed armchair, her pale feature offset by the black polo neck sweater she was wearing. She looked strangely beautiful, like some faded painting in a museum that thousand of visitors passed without granting it a second look, but which had suddenly been restored to glory. 
 
    To her left sat Peter Downing, looking surprisingly well. He was studying his fingernails with a quiet intensity. 
 
    Tim Brown, looking his usual unkempt self, completed the gathered company. 
 
    Charlotte sat down opposite Jennifer and smiled. The room appeared to be holding its breath. Even the sounds of the gulls outside were muted. All was quiet until a few seconds later when the grandfather clock sounded twelve morose chimes. Then Miller began to speak. 
 
    “This morning I asked my sergeant to collect an arrest warrant for the murderer of Mabel, Stella and Henry Downing. This is it,” Miller said holding a piece of paper momentarily in the air. 
 
    Glances were exchanged, but no one spoke. 
 
    “Before I go on,” Miller said, his eyes settling on Charlotte, Peter, Jennifer and Tim in turn, “I would like to ask if anyone has anything they would like to say.” 
 
    There was silence. Miller sighed. “So be it.” 
 
    “Hold on,” Peter said, “what exactly are you getting at?” 
 
    Miller did not answer, but merely held Peter’s gaze. 
 
    “Good God,” Peter said his voice rising, “you’re saying that the person who killed mother, Stella and Henry is in this room? That’s absolute bloody nonsense.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it is not nonsense,” Miller said, “and yes, that is exactly what I am saying.” 
 
    Silence descended again, but this time it was not a silence of anticipation and foreboding, but rather one of shock and fear. 
 
    Miller moved into the middle of the room, but at the last moment he stopped. He took the warrant from his pocket and turned to face Riddle, holding the piece of paper. 
 
    “Serve the warrant, sergeant,” Miller said, his voice toneless and broken. “Arrest Charlotte Sanderson.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    PC Newbold had led Charlotte Sanderson out of the room and left her in the study, under the guard of another constable. 
 
    Miller and Riddle were still in the dining room, along with Tim Brown, Peter and Jennifer Downing. 
 
    “It makes no sense,” Peter was repeating. “What possible motive could Charlotte have for killing my family?” 
 
    Miller sat down heavily in an armchair and accepted a drink that Jennifer poured. He thanked her, taking grim pleasure from the fact that she did not pour herself one. 
 
    “One of the oldest motives of old,” Riddle said, as his boss took a long drink. 
 
    “Money?” Peter said. “But mother was going to change her will in Charlotte’s favour, so why kill her before the will was changed?” 
 
    “That’s what we thought,” Miller said, speaking for the first time since Charlotte’s arrest, “but there are two huge flaws to that defence. First: Charlotte was actually quite a wealthy woman in her own right and had been for ten years.” 
 
    “And second?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Well, they’re really one and the same. The will was irrelevant – not because Charlotte did not need the money, but because it was never about money. When I said it was one of the oldest motives of all, I didn’t mean money.” 
 
    “Then what did you mean? Surely not love?” Peter said. 
 
    Miller laughed bitterly. “Perhaps, but not in the way you mean. No, the motive for the murders was revenge.” 
 
    “Revenge?” Peter said, his voice rising. “Revenge for what?” 
 
    Miller took another drink. “Revenge,” he said, “for the deaths of her family.” 
 
    “Oh sweet God, no.” Jennifer said. 
 
    Miller looked at her. 
 
    “You just said,” Jennifer said, “that Charlotte had been wealthy for ten years. Did her money come from life assurance?” 
 
    Miller nodded in answer. 
 
    Jennifer placed a hand over her mouth. “That picture you were looking at.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said, his voice was jagged and raw. 
 
    “I don’t know about you two,” Peter said, “but I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Jennifer looked at Miller, but he had not heard the question. “Ten years ago, Peter. When your father was killed.” 
 
    “In a car accident, I know. What’s that got to do with anything?” 
 
    “There was another car involved, Peter.”  
 
    “I know that,” Peter said, “but –” 
 
    “The other car,” Miller said so suddenly that he made Jennifer start, “was driven by Charlotte’s father. Her mother was in the passenger seat and her sister in the back. They had been to an awards dinner where her sister had been honoured for her ornithological work. Charlotte couldn’t be there as she was in hospital at the time having her appendix out. The car that your father was driving came straight out of a side road and crashed into Charlotte’s parents’ car. They stood no chance. Her father was blinded by the accident and died in hospital the week after; Charlotte’s mother choked to death on the smoke and worst of all, her sister was thrown from the car and impaled on a metal railing.” 
 
    Miller fell silent, too exhausted to go on.  
 
    The room fell into silence. 
 
    “Oh God,” Peter said finally. 
 
    “I doubt God had much to do with it,” Miller said bitterly. “The murders were direct acts of revenge. Mabel was strangled – just as Charlotte’s mother had choked to death; Stella was impaled on a spike, just as her sister was; and Henry was blinded before dying.” 
 
    “So all this Dracula’s Disciple stuff was –” 
 
    “A smokescreen. Charlotte planned it that way, of course. Rather than Dracula’s Disciple, I think she saw herself more as death’s disciple in that her actions were the result of the deaths of her family. When the press took up the Dracula link, she was more than happy to go along with that.” 
 
    Tim Brown looked up at this, but did not speak. 
 
    “Hold on,” Jennifer said. “On the night Mabel was killed, only Stella passed my room. You know that.” 
 
    “We thought we knew that,” Miller said. “Then something struck me. You say you saw her in the dressing room mirror when you were applying night cream to your face?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “But what would no woman have on when she was applying cream to her face?” 
 
    Jennifer looked confused. 
 
    “Her glasses,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Charlotte knew your night time routine well enough,” Miller continued. “After all you kept your door open. She bought an identical dressing gown to Stella’s, walked past your room, killed Mabel and then walked back.” 
 
    “But she waved and I recognised the ring on her right hand. Charlotte’s left handed,” she added defiantly. 
 
    “That’s right,” Miller said, “but when you were getting ready for bed, you were in front of the mirror. Everything is opposite, so what you thought was her left hand was in fact her right. After that it was just a case of waiting another fifteen minutes and then coming back as herself to discover the body.” 
 
    Jennifer still looked unconvinced. 
 
    “Charlotte’s a very clever woman,” Miller said without emotion. “She had planned what she was doing down to the last detail. She knew you would not have your glasses on and so wore the most recognisable item of clothing Stella owned – something I think we’ll find that Charlotte actually bought her for Christmas. She would have bought another at the same time and then kept one back.” 
 
    “How long had she been planning everything?” Peter asked. 
 
    “Now we come to it,” Miller said. “What you need to understand is that when Charlotte’s family was killed, Charlotte was in hospital so she was unable to attend the inquest. The details of who was in the other car were never released, so Charlotte had never known who had been responsible. In fact she had always assumed it was a tragic accident. I’ve spoken to the officer who investigated at the time. He’s retired now, but he remembers the case well enough. He says there was always the suspicion that there had been dangerous driving on the part of Harold Downing, but there was only a trace of alcohol in his system so no charges were ever brought.” 
 
    “So how did Charlotte find out what happened?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Mabel told her,” Miller said shaking his head. “Of course, she had recognised Charlotte’s name and soon put two and two together – but Charlotte didn’t know who Mabel was. After the funerals, Charlotte spent some time travelling abroad and when she finally returned to England, she decided to settle here in Whitby.” 
 
    “Isn’t that rather a big coincidence?” Peter said, flicking his hair from his eyes and then wincing at the pain in his head. 
 
    “Not really,” Miller said. “All Charlotte had done is exactly what I did and what Tim Brown did.” 
 
    “We had come here for our summer holidays as children,” Tim said, speaking for the first time. 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said. “Charlotte was brought by her parents to Whitby every summer. She had many happy recollections of the place, so it’s not surprising that when she finally decided to settle in England, she chose a place with such fond memories.” 
 
    Jennifer and Peter were quiet, both struggling to digest this new information. 
 
    “Once she was living here,” Miller continued, “it was only a matter of time before she met the family – especially Stella. They were the same age and got on well from the start. Stella introduced Charlotte to her family who all took to her, especially Mabel.” 
 
    “But if mother knew who Charlotte was,” Peter said, “why didn’t she say something straight away?” 
 
    “Would you have?” Miller said, his voice betraying a sternness that had not been present before. “Think about it. Out of the blue you’re faced with someone who has lost her whole family because of you. Mabel had been racked with guilt for the past ten years. She had wanted to make amends and so she became almost a surrogate mother to Charlotte. No wonder Charlotte became so fond of you all. Mabel had gone out of her way to provide a replacement family.” 
 
    “Some way to repay mother,” Peter said truculently. The painkillers were wearing off and he was finding all this new information painful in more ways than one. 
 
    “Put yourself in Charlotte’s place,” Miller said. “I’m not defending what she did, but try to imagine her state of mind. Her whole family – her mother, her father and her sister have been killed – she has spent almost ten years on her own, and then all of a sudden she is brought into a new family. They can’t replace her own family, but after so long being on her own it must have felt wonderful to be loved and part of something again.” 
 
    Miller paused for another drink. 
 
    “Then,” he went on, “just when Charlotte was beginning to gain some equilibrium in her life, Mabel decides to confess her secret. Why we’ll never know, but my guess is that she had become so desperate for forgiveness and Charlotte had become such a part of the family that she could no longer resist. It was a decision that was to prove fatal.” 
 
    “But if it was an accident,” Jennifer said, false hope in her voice. 
 
    “But it wasn’t,” Miller interrupted. “Mabel told her everything. She told Charlotte how she had been returning from a murder mystery weekend in Derbyshire where Dorothy L Sayers’ The Nine Tailors had been the featured book. Her husband had been trying to frighten her by switching the headlights out – they were on a quiet country road at the time, so he obviously thought there was no danger – but he chose the wrong moment. When he turned them back on, they were just yards from a junction. There wasn’t even time to brake. His car ploughed straight into the car with Charlotte’s family in it. 
 
    When Mabel unburdened herself to Charlotte, imagine how she felt. With one stroke, Mabel had not only told Charlotte that her family’s death had not been just an accident, but that it had been the result of dangerous driving. In an instant Charlotte had lost a second family. Right there – at that moment – Charlotte decided on a course of revenge. Mabel and her family would pay, just as she had had to.” 
 
    As Jennifer and Peter began to understand the terrible ramifications of Mabel’s confession, Miller signalled to Newbold that he wanted another drink. The constable glanced at Riddle who nodded and she poured Miller a glass of whisky which he drunk in one swallow. 
 
    “From that moment on,” Miller said, wiping his lips on a handkerchief, “Charlotte planned her revenge. I think ideally she would have wanted to kill Mabel last so that she could have suffered from the loss of her children, but Mabel was the only person who knew the truth, so she had to die and it had to be soon.” 
 
    “Mabel had already decided to change her will in Charlotte’s favour in some gesture of recompense and Charlotte saw an opportunity. If Mabel were to die before the will had been changed in Charlotte’s favour, Charlotte would look like the least likely suspect. After all, why kill someone who was about to leave you a large sum of money? Mabel’s birthday was on the Sunday – she had posted the letter to her solicitor on the Saturday – so she was presented with an ideal opportunity. The house would be full, so there would be a lot more potential suspects on hand.” 
 
    “But why the tape in Mabel’s mouth?” Jennifer asked, holding herself as if a cold draft of air had just passed through the room. “That was so dismissive and cruel.” 
 
    “That’s the crux of the matter. Charlotte was torn between a natural desire to escape justice and the need for people to know why the family had died. That’s why she dragged Mabel’s body along the corridor, so that it would be found under a photograph taken on the very day that Charlotte’s family was killed.” 
 
    “And she chose the tape specifically,” Tim Brown said, thinking out loud, “because it was the book Mabel and her husband had been listening to in the car. The featured book of the murder mystery weekend.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said, wiping his forehead that had broken out in sweat despite the low temperature in the room. 
 
    Riddle walked over to Miller and bent down to speak into his ear, so no one else could hear his words. “Sir, you don’t look well. There’s no need to go on.” 
 
    Miller grabbed Riddle’s wrist. “I will decide when it’s time to stop, sergeant!” Miller spat the words and his eyes blazed with a terrible ferocity. 
 
    Then, just as quickly, the fire in his eyes died. “Sergeant,” Miller said, his voice hoarse with emotion, “I have to go on. Don’t you understand?” 
 
    Riddle involuntarily glanced in the direction of the room where Charlotte Sanderson was being held under police guard. 
 
    “I understand,” he said. 
 
    This moment of tension had created an awkward silence that Miller found himself unable to break. 
 
    Tim Brown cleared his throat. “You were saying, Inspector,” he said, “that the tape itself was important. Was that the same with the other two?” He fell silent, not knowing if he was doing more harm than good. 
 
    Miller looked across at the journalist and nodded his acknowledgment for what he was trying to do. He stood up and walked to the window, his back turned to the gathered company. 
 
    He was finding it hard – almost impossible – to keep it together. Almost every fibre of his body longed to rush into the room next door and hold Charlotte in his arms. The policeman in him – the realist in him – knew that the relationship was finished, yet he wished – he prayed – that there was another way. Yes, Charlotte was guilty, but he loved her. Not the killer, but the other Charlotte. The woman he had fallen in love with. The woman he had proposed to. Oh Christ, the woman who had said yes. 
 
    Leaning forward, Miller rested his forehead on the pane of glass. It was cold but he welcomed the discomfort. He would welcome anything that could take his mind – however shortly – from the horror of his current reality. 
 
    Finally with an effort of will power that surprised him, he took a deep breath and turned to face the room. One thing he knew, he must get to the end of this case and the only way he could do that was let the people in that room know exactly what happened. 
 
    “Once Mabel was dead,” Miller said finally, “there was no going back. Charlotte had tried to frame Stella for her mother’s death, even though she intended to kill her all along. Death was not enough. She wanted the Downings to suffer. She would have taken pleasure, even some sort of comfort, from seeing Stella being suspected.” 
 
    “How did she persuade Stella to leave the house?” Peter said. “She would have been safe if she’d have stayed here.” 
 
    “Probably,” Miller said, “but Charlotte knew what she was doing. She called Stella from a phone box and probably said she had evidence that would clear Stella, but no one in the house could be trusted. Remember – Stella trusted Charlotte explicitly. There was no reason for her to doubt Charlotte’s intentions. 
 
    “Not that Charlotte left anything to chance. When Mabel had told her that she was going to change her will, she had given Charlotte a note for Henry to meet her that lunch time.” 
 
    “I’m sure Henry never got that note,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “He didn’t,” Miller said. “Charlotte saw an opportunity. The note said, “meet me at 12.30” so Charlotte decided that she would ask Mabel to meet her at half an hour after midnight – remember Mabel was so racked with guilt she would have agreed to anything – and Charlotte probably hinted that she needed help with something. Charlotte then killed Mabel and planted the note in Stella’s room. You can imagine what Stella would have thought would happen if we found a note in Mabel’s handwriting asking someone to meet her at the very time she was killed. 
 
    “Charlotte must have convinced her that only she could help, so that night Stella climbed out of the window and walked down the Abbey steps to the arranged meeting spot. Charlotte had chosen her night well. She would have seen the weather forecast and known that it would be foggy and she took advantage of that. She would have also known that there was little chance of anyone else being about on such an inclement night. She spoke to Stella, got her to stand in front of the wall, probably saying she needed the light above to show her something and then pushed her. The spike was very sharp. It wouldn’t have taken much effort.” 
 
    Tim Brown’s face changed to a grimace as his mind went back to the night he had found Stella, impaled on that spike. It was his turn to shiver. 
 
    “She was taking a huge risk,” Tim Brown said. “What if she had been seen?” 
 
    “But she was seen,” Miller said. 
 
    “By whom?” Tim said incredulously. “The only thing close to a witness statement was that old woman who saw a pregnant woman walking away from the scene.” 
 
    “Thought she saw a pregnant woman,” Miller said. 
 
    “I’m confused. Are you saying she was mistaken?” 
 
    “Only in a sense,” Miller said. “The witness did see someone and that someone was Charlotte.” 
 
    “But surely even an old woman couldn’t mistake Charlotte for someone who’s pregnant. She’s so thin,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “True,” Miller agreed, “but she did not mistake Charlotte’s shape; just the cause.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Peter said. 
 
    “Remember, Charlotte’s wrist was sprained. It was very cold, so she had her coat over the sling. From a distance, a woman with a fastened coat with an arm in a sling underneath.” 
 
    “Would appear pregnant,” the journalist said, shaking his head. “If I’d have thought of that then Henry may still be alive.”  
 
    “You can’t blame yourself,” Miller said. “We all missed that. Henry’s death was nothing to do with you.” 
 
    “But it was so horrible,” Jennifer said suddenly. She was pale and shivering. Peter put an arm around her shoulders. 
 
    “Henry’s death did seem particularly horrible, which of course it was,” Miller said, “but it makes a lot more sense now we know that Charlotte’s father was blinded. Charlotte had captured two gulls a few days earlier – they are always getting their feet stuck in the fishermen’s nets next to Charlotte’s apartment. She starved them and then took them to Henry’s house. She poisoned his drink with an overdose of the painkillers she was taking and then smeared his eyes with chum. Then, with Henry still alive, she let the gulls out. It wouldn’t have taken long for the gulls to realise he wasn’t going to struggle. You see it was important – vital – that the gulls went for the eyes first.” 
 
    “And what about me?” Peter said, the true horror of his near escape dawning on him for the first time. 
 
    “That’s an odd one,” Miller said, “because Charlotte had already taken revenge for her parents and sister. The strange thing is that I think she was genuinely fond of you. But when you’ve killed three times …” Miller left the sentence hanging in the air. 
 
    “Charlotte asked you to look at her car,” Riddle said. “That was clever. She would have known that we would have had a forensics team examine the car for traces of the attacker and that it is almost impossible not to leave some trace. What better excuse than it being her car?” 
 
    Peter shook his head and instantly regretted it. 
 
    “Do you think she expected to get away with it?” Jennifer asked. 
 
    “Undoubtedly,” Miller said, trying not to think about the plans they had already made for their future. “But almost all murderers, however clever, usually make one or two mistakes. You’ve just got to be lucky or fortunate to notice them.” 
 
    “What was it?” Riddle asked. This was about the only part of the puzzle that was still outstanding. 
 
    “It was something Tim said, when I went to see him in his bike shop. I knew – I was certain – that he had said something of importance, but I just could not figure out what it was. Then this morning PC Newbold had said that she never read detective stories and it reminded me that Charlotte often said the same thing. Suddenly I remembered what it was that Tim had said. He had met Charlotte and congratulated her on – ” 
 
    “It’s not important what I congratulated her on,” Tim said, “but she said that she would have never believed she would be someone’s Harriet Vane.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Peter said. 
 
    “Harriet Vane was the love interest – and future wife – of Dorothy L Sayers’ fictional detective. Only someone who read detective novels – and read old or Golden age novels would know that.” 
 
    “And then I thought,” Miller said, “why lie about that? Dorothy L bloody Sayers,” he added, “it all kept coming back to her.” 
 
    “Once I had that link,” Miller continued after a pause, “it was just a case of chasing up details of the murder mystery conference. After that the rest fell into place. Once we considered Charlotte a suspect, I just kept finding more evidence.” 
 
    “Hold on,” Peter interrupted, “I thought that one of the main reasons she was cleared at the beginning – apart from the will thing – was that she has a sprained wrist. I can see how she could poison Henry and even barge Stella onto that spike, but surely there’s no way you could strangle someone with a sprained wrist.” 
 
    “None whatsoever,” Miller agreed. “But her wrist wasn’t sprained until after she had killed Mabel.” 
 
    “But the doctor,” Peter protested, “I know you visited the doctor.” 
 
    “Who was on holiday in Australia,” Riddle said, guilt making his voice uneven. “Charlotte knew the doctor would be away from the surgery, so she went on his last day. Probably made up some symptoms and then when she walked out of the surgery, she put the sling on ensuring the receptionist recognised her. 
 
    “When we first arrived and interviewed everyone after Mabel’s death, Charlotte’s wrist wasn’t sprained.” 
 
    “But surely you had a doctor verify the break?” Tim said. 
 
    “Yes, but not until the following afternoon. Charlotte went home that morning and sprained her own wrist. Remember, she’s had extensive training with the RNLI and would know exactly how to do it. She probably banged it against a wall. It’s quite easy to do. 
 
    “When we arrived to see her,” Miller continued, “she was sweating. I thought it was shock, but it was from the pain of the recent break. She even had whisky on the table. I just didn’t put two and two together.” 
 
    “And what about the scarf?” Jennifer asked. “Was it Charlotte who sent it to Mabel?” 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said. “She would have known that Mabel felt so guilty – and was so eager for forgiveness – that she would have worn whatever Charlotte had given her. I’m afraid,” Miller added, “that it gave Charlotte some terrible pleasure to provide the means of Mabel’s death.” 
 
    “How do you know this?” Tim asked, his journalistic antenna twitching. 
 
    “She told me,” Miller said flatly. “She told me everything.” 
 
    “As soon as we arrested her,” Riddle said, “she didn’t even try to deny anything. It’s almost as if she wants people to know what she’s done.” 
 
    “Our London friends will make sure she gets her wish,” Tim said nodding in the direction of the front gate where journalists from the nationals were waiting. 
 
    “If there aren’t any more questions,” Miller said addressing Peter and Jennifer, “then you’re both free to go.” 
 
    Miller stood up and nodded towards the next room. 
 
    “Come on,” he said to Riddle, “I want to speak with Charlotte before she goes. You’d better come with me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    They found Charlotte sitting on a wooden kitchen chair, her handcuffed wrists in her lap. Miller dismissed the constable who had been standing a silent guard and sat down opposite Charlotte. 
 
    He put his hand on Charlotte’s knee and looked straight into her eyes. 
 
    “I want you to know that I am so sorry about your family. I can’t begin to imagine what that must have been like for you.” 
 
    The faintest of smiles flashed across her face and then was gone. 
 
    Miller took his hand from Charlotte’s knee and sat back in his chair. 
 
    “But why this,” he said waving his arms to signal the whole Downing family. “Why the hell this?” 
 
    “You know why,” Charlotte said. Her voice was calm and held a steely coldness. “Those murdering scum were responsible for the deaths of my mother, father and sister.” 
 
    “No they weren’t,” Miller said, “and you know that. If anyone was responsible, it was Mabel’s husband and he was killed in the crash.” 
 
    “Killed but not murdered. My family was murdered and that decrepit bitch just stood there and expected me to hug her, to tell her it was all right. Tell me if that had been your mother, your father, your sister. What would you have done?” 
 
    “But we were going to get married, for Christ’s sake,” Miller said, unable to answer Charlotte’s question. 
 
    Charlotte looked up, her dark brown eyes trying to express some emotion that she could not or would not put into words. 
 
    “You could have talked to me,” Miller said, his voice breaking. “I could have helped. I could have stopped you.” 
 
    “Don’t you understand? I didn’t want to be stopped,” Charlotte said. 
 
    “Jesus,” Miller said, his grip weakening. “Why the hell couldn’t you have said something? Have I been so unapproachable?” 
 
    Charlotte was silent. She was finding it hard to maintain eye contact with Miller. His eyes – rich in colour and intensity normally – were now savagely bright. 
 
    “It wasn’t about you. I never expected you – us – that was never in my plan,” Charlotte said her eyes finally making contact with Miller’s. “I never lied to you.” 
 
    Suddenly Miller snapped. 
 
    “What the fucking hell do you call it then? You think a manipulative master-plan of omission is some kind of excuse?” he said, spitting the words at Charlotte. “I’m not even talking about the case. I mean, you and me. Didn’t you even care a little? Whatever you planned – did you never waver once? Are you really that cold – are you really capable of such cold blooded disregard?” 
 
    Miller’s words sounded detached to his own ears – he knew full well that his own feelings were nothing compared to what had happened over the last few days and yet his sense of perspective was shot to pieces. 
 
    “I wanted to tell you,” Charlotte said, “but it was too late. I came to see you last night. I knew you’d be up. I stood there, looking up at your apartment trying to figure out what I could say. But it was too late. Too late.”  
 
    “That was you?” Miller said. “That was you standing beneath the street light? I came out, but you were gone.”  
 
    “Why didn’t you come in?” he said, his voice a mixture of anger and pain. “Why the hell didn’t you come in?” 
 
    Then as quickly as the anger had come, it disappeared. Suddenly Miller looked much older than his thirty-eight years. It was as if a pilot light had been blown out. Miller’s eyes were empty. His smile broken. 
 
    “Never mind,” he said finally. 
 
    The jagged simplicity of the statement only served to highlight the significance of the moment. She was lost to him now and he knew it. 
 
    Without saying another word, Miller turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    It was over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Detective Inspector Miller played little further role in the case. He left the paperwork to Riddle and apart from the future court case, would have no more involvement. The day after Charlotte’s arrest, Miller applied for a leave of absence. If his boss had any suspicion of Miller’s involvement with Charlotte, he made no reference to it. Riddle, for his part, never told anyone. He was worried about Miller and after seeing and hearing nothing from his boss for two weeks, he finally decided to visit him at home. 
 
    As he pulled into the guest parking area of Miller’s development, he saw the policeman on his balcony. Riddle stood by the car waiting for Miller to acknowledge him, but if he saw his sergeant he made no sign. Finally Riddle climbed the stairs to Miller’s apartment and rang the bell. He was half expecting to have to persuade Miller to admit him, but the policeman had put his coat on and let the door swing to behind him as he made for the stairs. As he did so, Riddle caught sight of Miller’s carved wood coffee table and a single small blue box that lay firmly closed. 
 
    “Let’s get some air,” Miller called behind him from the stairwell. Riddle followed wondering where they could get more air than Miller’s exposed balcony. 
 
    They walked along the cliff top in the direction of the town, turning left outside the Royal Hotel. Pausing only to let the final stragglers cross from a now empty coach to the hotel’s bar, the two policemen crossed the road and headed for the viewpoint overlooking the town. 
 
    Miller sat down on a bench and Riddle sat next to him, for once not marvelling at the view of the harbour below and the old town’s terracotta roofs. 
 
    “When are you coming back to work, Sir?” 
 
    Miller did not seem to hear the question and asked one of his own. 
 
    “You know what I always think of when I sit here?” 
 
    “What?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “When Mina ran up the steps after Lucy.” 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “She ran all the way from here down through the town, across the bridge and up the 199 steps, but it was already too late.” 
 
    Riddle was totally lost now. 
 
    “What was too late?” 
 
    “To save her, Riddle.” 
 
    Riddle scratched his head. 
 
    “You know what my mother always says?” Miller said. 
 
    This second change of subject was beginning to worry Riddle. 
 
    “Your mother?” 
 
    “Yes, sergeant. My mother. She says, ‘It’s always later than you think’.” 
 
    “Well,” Riddle said thoughtfully, “they do say that mothers know best.” 
 
    It was a flippant remark borne out of the awkwardness of the situation and Riddle regretted it instantly, but Miller did not notice. He just nodded slowly as a silence descended between them like a sudden sea mist. 
 
      
 
    After the two policemen had sat in silence for ten minutes, with Miller’s gaze fixed on some indistinct point over the North Sea, Riddle felt he had to say what was on his mind.  
 
    “Look sir, I know it’s none of my business, but I don’t think you should beat yourself up like this. Whatever she did, she genuinely cared for you. You shouldn’t feel that it was all one sided.” 
 
    Miller’s gaze moved from the ocean and his weary eyes settled on Riddle. For a moment, it seemed to Riddle that Miller’s face was carved out of the same material as the Yorkshire coast. Then the slightest hint of a smile eroded the illusion. 
 
    “That’s the problem, Paul,” Miller said. It was the first time that he had used his sergeant’s forename and the effect rather wrong footed him. 
 
    “It’s not that she didn’t love me – or that she had just wanted to use me. That I could have just about coped with. It’s the fact that she did love me – that she did want to marry me, but it still wasn’t enough. I wasn’t enough.” 
 
    With those last three words, Riddle instinctively understood that Miller would say no more on the subject. His gaze followed a cormorant as it flew low over the harbour and then away from the town to the emptiness of the open sea. Miller’s gaze did not return to land for a very long time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    THE EVE OF MURDER 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    For my parents, who introduced me to Whitby and nurtured in me a love of newspapers and books. 
 
      
 
    And for Lisa. 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Georgina Callan was considering which coffee to order when her killer saw her. Tall and slim, she hid her good looks beneath a matching homemade scarf and woolly hat.  
 
    If she had been more like her husband, who never seemed to focus on any one topic for more than a few seconds, she may have noticed the figure peering through the window of Sherlock’s cafe. But as she always gave every act, whether it be a life-changing decision or choosing between a latte or a cappuccino, her undivided attention, she did not notice the figure standing a few yards away. 
 
    Having finally decided to order a vanilla latte, she scanned her surroundings. Georgina loved Sherlock’s, its dark purple walls and 1890s decor appealing to her love of the period. The fact that it was raining hard outside made the comforts of the cafe even more seductive. 
 
    Georgina knew she should be heading for home. Sean would be waiting patiently for his dinner. She thought about trying that new pasta recipe she’d torn out of the supermarket magazine, but Sean would prefer egg and chips. Again. 
 
    She would head home, but not just yet. She had other business that needed sorting out. 
 
    A moment later, Georgina Callan received a coffee she would never finish. 
 
    * 
 
    Dave Goodwin was a Town Centre Ambassador. His duties included keeping an eye on over-zealous skateboarders, reuniting lost children with parents and removing fly posters. 
 
    When he first saw the outline of a figure in the wooden shelter, he assumed one of the town’s street drinkers had found somewhere for a quick kip. It was only when he got closer that the quality of the clothing made him question his original assumption. 
 
    Kneeling down besides what was now obviously the figure of a woman, he carefully turned her over. He recoiled as lifeless eyes stared back at him. Dave Goodwin did not need to utilise his first aid training to realise the woman was dead. 
 
    Nor did he have any doubt how she met her untimely end. She had been murdered.  
 
    He reached for his left shoulder where his walkie-talkie was attached by Velcro to his fading blue uniform and contacted his Control Room. Having fulfilled his duty, he turned around and threw up. 
 
    * 
 
    The police arrived within five minutes. The area was being cordoned off as Dave Goodwin was taken to one side and offered coffee from a policeman’s flask. 
 
    Finding himself alone, he reached into his pocket and pulled out his personal mobile phone. He called his wife to say he would be late. He offered no explanation and she asked for none. Then he dialled a second number. 
 
    Dave had just terminated the second call when Detective Inspector Miller approached him. The fixed smile on the policeman’s sallow face was as much at odds with its surroundings as was all the activity on Whitby’s West Cliff. 
 
    “Mr Goodwin,” he said, “can I have a word?” His accent was a mixture of South and North Yorkshire. Dave moved across and the Detective Inspector sat down next to him. “Who were you calling?” he asked, gesturing towards the mobile phone that was still in Dave’s hand. 
 
    “Just the wife,” Dave said. “Letting her know I’d be late.” He added, “I didn’t tell her why.” 
 
    Miller cast his gaze around his surroundings. They were on the cliff path high above the sea. Alive with tourists in the summer, in the weeks before Christmas the area was cold and desolate. The few attractions that were this far from the town centre were well and truly closed for the winter. Only locals tended to brave the elements at this time of year and they were all tucked up inside their sea-front apartments and back-street houses. 
 
    “You spend a lot of time along here?” Miller asked. 
 
    “We’re not supposed to,” Dave said with a shrug of his broad shoulders, “but it’s still part of the town. I normally patrol it once a day at this time of year.” 
 
    “You’re usually here at the end of the day?” 
 
    Dave looked up at the threatening clouds that were dark stains on a petulant sky. Summer suddenly seemed a long time ago. 
 
    “If I’m on the later shift – that’s 10 to 6 – my last job of the day is checking the road to make sure no tramps have taken up residence in the shelters.” 
 
    “And that’s what you were doing tonight?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The policeman nodded and pulled his collar up. It was starting to get colder in the evenings and the damp was seeping into his bones.  
 
    “OK,” he said making a note in a black-bound book, “what happened after you’d left the town centre?” 
 
    “I’d walked up North Terrace and was just about to head home when I spotted a shape just poking out from the shelter.” 
 
    Dave stopped for a moment as he felt the bile rise up in his throat. After a moment he swallowed hard and went on, “At first I thought it was a street drinker, but then I saw the clothes.” 
 
    Miller nodded. “You didn’t see anyone else?” 
 
    Dave shook his head. 
 
    “Never mind,” Miller said, “we’ll have a look at the CCTV footage.” 
 
    “No you won’t,” Dave said. 
 
    “What?” the policeman said through the smoke rising from his coffee cup. 
 
    “Haven’t you heard? They’ve been closed down for some system upgrade since three this afternoon. They’ll be back on within the hour.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Miller replied. 
 
    * 
 
    Detective Inspector Miller had let Dave Goodwin go home and was now with the recently arrived pathologist. Alan Powell had appeared somewhat incongruously in a Fiat 500. His huge body struggled to free itself from the car and was soon knelt over the victim with an ease that belied his size. 
 
    “What have we got?” Miller asked. 
 
     “Female. Late thirties to early forties. Strangled.” Powell spoke in short sharp staccato punches, like an old fashioned typewriter. “Any I.D?” 
 
    “Georgina Callan,” Miller said, holding her purse. “Forty-two according to her driving license. There’s a council ID card, money, credit cards, house keys.” 
 
    At that moment Sergeant Riddle’s car pulled up and parked behind the pathologist’s Fiat. Riddle’s long legs emerged followed by the rest of his immaculately neat figure. Acknowledging Miller and Powell he knelt down beside the body.  
 
    “I suppose it’s not a robbery,” Riddle said as he noticed the full purse. 
 
    “That’s your job, Sergeant,” Powell said. 
 
    “So it is,” Miller said. “Let’s try to find out if anyone saw anything.” 
 
    By now there was a large police presence on the West Cliff. A row of police cars were parked between the crazy golf course and the outdoor swimming pool. Not yet needed, many of the constables remained under shelter, warm inside their vans as the rain ran down the windscreens, unopposed by dormant wipers. 
 
    P.C Alan Dobson was considering a quick kip when there was a sharp tap on the window next to where his head was resting. Even through the steam and rain, Detective Inspector Miller’s features were unmistakable. 
 
    * 
 
    As P.C Dobson was receiving his orders, Dave Goodwin, now changed into jeans, white trainers and Nike waterproof coat was heading down Whitby’s main shopping street. Long since pedestrianized, it had managed to retain its identity by largely rejecting the advances of big-name high-street shops. 
 
    Reaching the southern end, Dave crossed the town’s swing bridge and then took the first right onto Grape Lane. The corner of the street was dominated by the town’s main newspaper, the Whitby Telegraph. Passing the main entrance, Dave walked down a damp alleyway to where a flickering sign read, Works and Night Entrance. Quickly looking behind him, Dave pushed open the blue door and went inside. 
 
    To his right was a small freestanding office that housed the newspaper’s security post. Inside closed circuit television screens went unheeded. The sound of rain could still be heard outside the door, but it seemed to be coming from much further away. Dave had the feeling that he had entered somewhere quite separate, almost alien. The muted rain seemed to only heighten the feeling of being alone, apart from the outside world. 
 
    Suddenly Dave felt a hand on his shoulder.  
 
    “This way,” a voice said. 
 
    Dave followed the figure past the security station and then turned left to climb some whitewashed concrete steps. This was unmistakably the back entrance, the province of generations of late-night journalists. Their ghosts seemed to haunt the cold, worn steps.  
 
    Following the figure ahead of him, Dave turned right through a door that displayed a yellowed newspaper cutting detailing a print workers’ strike from 1980. There was a photograph showing heavily coated men standing around a burning oil barrel and next to it a picture of a topless page-three model. She must be in her fifties now, Dave thought. 
 
    On the other side of the door was a massive empty space. They were standing where the printing presses had thundered for almost a hundred years. With them recently moved to an industrial estate outside of the town, the ground floor of the building now stood silent. 
 
    “It’s a bit spooky in here,” Dave said. “Couldn’t we have met in a pub?” 
 
    “I like it here,” Tim Brown said. “It’s all very Deep Throat.” 
 
    “You mean like the porn film?” Dave said, suddenly wondering what the hell he was doing in a deserted room with the newspaper’s main features writer. 
 
    Tim Brown laughed. “Not exactly,” he said.  
 
    Tim was handsome in an unkempt way. He had a wild mop of brown hair on his head that seemed to defy any style; he wore a sports jacket over a polo neck jumper and wore dark brown chords that crumpled over a pair of tan desert boots. Just turned forty, he wore his years with weary resignation. Only his dark brown eyes seemed to hint at anything other than careless indifference. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell me exactly what happened,” Tim said. 
 
    Dave re-told his story, adding in more detail than he had given the policeman. Not that he had wanted to withhold anything from the sad-eyed Miller, but he always wanted to please Tim Brown. 
 
    The journalist was something of a local hero. His features in the newspaper could sometimes be amusing, but often they stood up for the oppressed, a combination of humour and a sense of justice that strongly appealed to the town. He had worked for the Whitby Telegraph since 2008 when he had moved from Sheffield’s daily paper.  
 
    When Dave had finished speaking, Tim breathed deeply, filling his lungs with the smell of newsprint that still lingered as if reluctant to loosen its grip on the dusty ground floor.  
 
    “Had you ever seen her before?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Dave said slowly. “At least I think so. I didn’t look too closely at her face – I didn’t want to – but I think I’ve seen her about the Town Hall. She’s got something to do with that book festival.” 
 
    “Really?” Tim asked. The first of what was promised to be an annual event was due to start in just a couple of days’ time. 
 
    “That’s right. I’ve seen her talking to a bunch of visiting writers about …” Dave trailed off, unsure exactly what you would talk to writers about.  
 
    Tim was silent for a moment. “All right, Dave. That’s great. Thanks for calling me. I won’t forget.” 
 
    Dave smiled broadly. “And you’ll mention me in one of your stories?”  
 
    Tim smiled. “Of course I will,” he said. “Come on, I’ll see you out.” 
 
    They retraced their steps through the door with its yellowed cuttings, down the whitewashed steps and out into the cargo area. The security guard was now in position, but he didn’t pay them any attention. 
 
    Tim walked over to the door and held it open. Dave stepped through taking a deep breath. The rain was still falling and the pavements reflected the streetlights. 
 
    “Thanks again,” Tim said as Dave made his way across the road, took cover in a doorway and searched his pockets for his cigarettes. 
 
    Tim turned around and headed for the steps. He passed the door that once led to the printing presses and climbed to the third floor. There was a lift on this side of the building, but Tim enjoyed walking up the old steps and passing the framed front pages that graced the walls like sentinels of the past.  
 
    National stories and local ones were given equal weight, with moon landings, the Profumo Scandal and the assassination of President Kennedy vying for place with the collapse of the fishing fleet, local politics and rare sporting victories. 
 
    Having reached the third floor, Tim pushed open two heavy black doors and turned immediately to the small staff kitchen. It was going to be a long night and that meant caffeine. It also meant nicotine, but the whole building was now designated no-smoking. The younger staff had mostly welcomed this recent move, but the older ones seemed to think it was an affront to the ethics of journalism. 
 
    Trying not to think about smoking, Tim filled the kettle and pressed the button on its side. As he did so, he glanced down on the street below him. The kitchen was on the same corner as the night entrance and as Tim looked down he caught sight of Dave Goodwin taking a long drag on a cigarette.  
 
    Tim closed his eyes against the desire to join him.  
 
    Dave is a good bloke, he thought.  
 
    He’d certainly been the source of some good stories over the last few months. Tim had met him on a press junket around the Town Hall and they had struck up a conversation about the North Yorkshire Moors. Dave had been a little star struck, something that made Tim smile. But he had used it to his advantage and in return, Tim quoted him using the alias, Dylan. It didn’t seem to matter to Dave that his own name wasn’t used; in fact, the simple subterfuge seemed to please him. Now it looked as if Dave had stumbled on a major story.  
 
    As the kettle began to boil, Tim thought again about abandoning his coffee and popping outside to join Dave for a cigarette, but just at that moment the Town Centre Ambassador flicked his fag end into the gutter and walked off in the direction of the bridge.  
 
    It had been almost a year since there had been a murder in the town. That had been a case that had ended up bringing most of the national press to Whitby. The Death’s Disciple killings had been one of the biggest stories the town had ever witnessed. It was unusual for the town to be the location of any murder. Now there had been another one. 
 
    Tim leaned forward and closed the window over the sink. As he did so he shivered. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Tim Brown emerged from the small kitchen and pushed his way through two heavy doors. The newsroom of the Whitby Telegraph stood before him. A large open space covering the whole of the building’s third floor, it was made up of a collection of desks that groaned under numerous old editions of the newspaper, various folders bulging with paper and dusty computers. When Tim had first started in journalism things had looked very different. Back in the mid-eighties, just a matter of months before the first computers arrived, the newsroom had looked much as it had since the 1940s. Back then, the desks were metal, there were typewriters not computers and it was difficult to see too far because of the permanent cloud of cigarette smoke that settled above the desks. There had been more staff then too. Tim could remember when the newspaper still employed a Westminster correspondent, a full time news cartoonist and reporters that actually left the office. 
 
    Things were much more organised now. The wooden desks had cable tidies, the air conditioning would have removed any smoke if it had been allowed and the rolling presses were now silent. The reporters tended to do most of their work via email and telephone as staffing numbers had been reduced again and again in a series of streamlining operations. In his short career, Tim had seen a style of newsgathering that had lasted over a hundred years disappear almost completely. 
 
    Walking into the newsroom he attracted little attention. The night’s first deadline was approaching and everyone was busy typing, fact checking and confirming quotes. There was a sense of purpose and focus in the room that always made Tim smile. Five minutes after deadline half the people in the room would be bitching about their salaries while the other half would be slagging off the owners. But now, with less than thirty minutes to the newly introduced Online Edition deadline, the journalists were single-mindedly concentrating on their jobs.  
 
    After the Online Edition had been met there would be four hours until the real deadline of 11pm when the following morning’s newspaper had to be ‘put to bed’ – a quaint phrase that meant finished. Between the two deadlines there would be the lull before the storm and that was when Tim intended to speak to Detective Inspector Miller about the body on the West Cliff. The 7pm Online Edition would just carry the briefest of details – something along the lines of a body being found – there would be no details of sex, age and certainly no name. Not yet.  
 
    Tim was keen to speak to Peter Hay who was the News Editor, responsible for the day-to-day running of the news pages. He had been working in the town for almost forty years and his local knowledge was legendary in the newsroom. It was once said that he could name every street in the town and tell you a story he had written on each one. Right now he was goading one of the young reporters into getting a better quote on a council story while typing up his own lead. 
 
    Tim had already filed his feature for the morning’s edition so he walked over to the window overlooking Bridge Street where a neon sign sporting the newspaper’s name flickered against the wet night. He picked up a copy of Private Eye that had been left on top of a pile of that morning’s national newspapers and began to read. 
 
    * 
 
    As Tim Brown was reading the latest Streets of Shame column, Detective Inspector Miller was driving to Skinner Street. 
 
    Squinting through the car’s windscreen he could just make out the house numbers. Pulling into a Residents Only parking space, he turned the ignition off and then sat in silence as he collected his thoughts. He knew he was putting off the job in hand, but he had no idea what to say. Even as he got out of the car, walked along the pavement and then climbed the steps to the front door of number 82, he had no idea what words he could use to tell the man inside that his wife was dead. 
 
    He rang the bell and the front door opened almost instantaneously. The man in the doorway looked to be in his late thirties. He was dressed in black jeans, replica Rugby shirt and white trainers.  
 
    “Oh God, I thought you were Georgina,” he said. “I thought you were my wife.” 
 
    “Your wife normally rings the doorbell?” 
 
    “What? Well, no but I thought she may have lost her key. Sorry, who are you?” he said squinting at Miller’s warrant card. 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller,” the policeman said solemnly. “I’m here about your wife …” 
 
    “Georgina?” 
 
    “That’s right. Your name, sir?” 
 
    “Sean, Sean Callan,” the man said rubbing his unshaven chin. 
 
    “Could we go inside?” Miller asked, glancing over the man’s left shoulder to a living room from where the sound of a sport commentator’s voice could be heard. 
 
    Sean Callan nodded and stood aside to let Miller through before following him into the living room. 
 
    The room was full of books, something that Miller found surprising. Sean Callan seemed to guess what he was thinking. “They’re not mine,” he said gesturing with a flick on his head, “they all belong to Georgina. Now do you mind telling me what’s going on?” 
 
    Miller sighed inwardly and began to speak.  
 
    Sean Callan was probably the biggest man Miller had ever seen cry. The policeman had tried to find the right words, but he knew from experience there was little he could do. In the past, when he had to tell a woman that her husband had been killed in a road accident, or committed suicide by running a pipe from the exhaust of the family saloon, he had been able to offer a shoulder to cry on. But here, with Sean Callan, he felt utterly helpless. The man was at least two or three inches above six feet tall, he was heavily built and his face was covered in stubble. He knew he shouldn’t feel so awkward about offering a consoling hug, but the very thought of it seemed so foreign to him.  
 
    Instead he sat quietly and watched the newly widowed man cry. His grief certainly seemed genuine, although Miller reminded himself that that didn’t mean he had not killed his wife earlier in the night. But at the moment it seemed unlikely.  
 
    “Sir,” Miller said as gently as he could manage, “I know this is a terrible time …” 
 
    “Know?” Sean spat out the word. “How the fuck do you know anything? Has your wife ever been …” he trailed off, the anger gone as quickly as it had come. 
 
    “I’m not married,” Miller said, realising how hollow his response sounded. “It’s just, the sooner I can ask a few questions, the sooner …” 
 
    Sean spun around to face him and Miller braced himself for another onslaught, even the possibility of a physical attack. But when Miller looked into his eyes there seemed to be no fight left in him.  
 
    “Tell me what happened and I’ll answer any questions you’ve got,” he said. His voice sounded distant and detached. 
 
    “I’m afraid we know very little at the moment except that your wife was found on the West Cliff. She had been … we think she must have died no more than an hour earlier.” 
 
    “Was she … was she raped?” Sean asked his voice raspy. 
 
    “Too early to tell,” Miller said, “although there was no sign of any such attack.” 
 
    “Thank God for that.” 
 
    Sean stood up and walked to a tall bookcase that was full of paperback books, many with scraps of paper sticking out from the tops.  
 
    “What am I going to do with all these books?” he asked. 
 
    Miller knew he wasn’t expected to answer.  
 
    “That’s all you know?” Sean said.  
 
    “All we know yet,” Miller said, regretting his officious tone. 
 
    Sean nodded as if that was all that could be expected.  
 
    “OK,” he said, “what do you want to know?” 
 
    “Can you tell me a little about your wife’s job,” Miller said. He would be finding all this out anyway, but it saved time. 
 
    “She works … worked at the council.” 
 
    “She was an office worker?” 
 
    “No,” Sean said. “She worked in publicity. She publicised the town, tried to attract investment, organised exhibitions and the like at the Pavilion.” 
 
    “So it wasn’t unusual for her to be on the West Cliff, then?” Miller asked as he stood up and walked over to the bookcase. He cast an eye on some of the titles. Town Without Pity, The Cowardly Lioness and Walking in my Footsteps were three that stood out. 
 
    “If she didn’t finish too late, she’d walk to Flowergate,” Sean said as he ran a finger over a dusty shelf. “She loved the coffee shop there.” 
 
    Miller turned to face him. “The coffee shop?” 
 
    “Yes, Sherlock’s. She used to say it was the best coffee in Whitby. She loved their lattes and those chocolate things you dip in …” he trailed off. 
 
    “So someone could have predicted that she would be in there?” Miller said. 
 
    “I suppose, but I don’t think she went every night. Probably fancied a warm drink as it’s so bloody wet and cold …” Sean put a hand to his mouth and turned his back to the policeman. 
 
    “All right, Sean. That’ll do for now. We’ll need to speak again tomorrow, but for now is there someone I can call for you?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No, I’ll be fine.” It was an empty assurance and they both knew it, but Miller could do no more. 
 
    * 
 
    After he had seen himself out, Miller drove back to his apartment, paused for a moment then got out of the car and walked to the pub. He sat down in a leather armchair and watched the rain make its slow progress down the windows. He pulled his mobile phone from his pocket and dialled his sergeant's number. 
 
    “Riddle, it’s me. I’m in The Angel. Can you meet me here? Ten minutes? Great.” Miller closed his phone and returned his gaze to the rain-covered windows. 
 
    After buying a pint of bitter, Miller sat back down and looked mournfully across the pub. He was sitting near the bar so that all but one of the tables were in clear view. The usual all-day drinkers, a couple of staff from Botham’s and an elderly couple driven inside by the weather were there as well. 
 
    In the opposite corner from Miller, diagonally across the bar was a long orange sofa, the type that he could remember from the 1970s. Apparently back in fashion, its garish colour seemed a half-hearted gesture against the incessant rain. Two teenage girls from the local private school were lounging across its length, sipping bottles of cola. Miller guessed they were probably fifteen or sixteen. Their short skirts had ridden high up their legs and they giggled as they saw him looking.  
 
    Miller looked away. He didn't feel embarrassed; he didn't even feel ashamed.  
 
    He didn’t feel anything. 
 
    What did he feel? Not sexual attraction, that was for sure. Not that he was patting himself on the back for not finding the young girls attractive. He had ceased to find any woman attractive, except in the most abstract and detached way.  
 
    When he looked at the girls he just wondered what their fathers felt. What was it like to have teenage daughters? A sudden snippet of a song came into his mind. One of those crooners who used to have the kind of TV show that would never get made today. Probably had that same orange sofa in the TV studio.  
 
    Miller hummed a line of melody. Something to do with being a father; how did it go? If you're the father of boys you worry, but if you're the father of girls you pray. That was it.  
 
    Miller stared down at his pint. He thought of Georgina Callan and wondered whether she still had a father who prayed for her. If she had, it hadn't done her any good.  
 
    Looking up, Miller saw the pub’s door open and the bedraggled figure of Sergeant Riddle walking towards him.  
 
    In his mid thirties, Riddle was athletically built, with receding hair and large grey eyes. His clothes were well cut and his face was good-natured. He scanned the bar and walked over to Miller. 
 
     “Evening, sir,” he said as he sat down opposite his boss. 
 
    “How are things on the cliff?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Just about finished,” Sergeant Riddle said, his voice a mixture of his father’s broad Yorkshire accent and his mother’s softer Derbyshire drawl. “They’ve removed the body and the Scene of Crime Officers should have something for us in the morning.” 
 
    “Initial findings?” It was a well-worn battle between what the SOCO team would commit to and what the investigating officers could prise out of them. 
 
    “Nothing confirmed,” Riddle said, “but off the record it looks like she was strangled and shoved into the shelter.” 
 
    “Shoved?” Miller said as he noisily slurped his bitter. 
 
    “I thought that,” Riddle said, picking up on his boss’s point. “He must have been disturbed.” 
 
    “Or he wasn’t that bothered about concealing the body,” Miller said. 
 
    “A nutter, then?” Riddle said. 
 
    “How about the uniforms?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Nothing yet, sir. They’re out and about asking everyone, but most people who had been in the area at the time will have gone home. Without CCTV …” 
 
    Miller sighed. “Bloody typical,” he said. “The one night those cameras might have been some use and the council decides to switch the sodding things off.” 
 
    Riddle said nothing. Miller had caused a lot of trouble when a journalist had interviewed him for the paper and he’d said that he thought CCTV cameras were an intrusion that impinged on people’s civil liberties and were hardly ever useful in solving crimes. It was, to say the least, not an opinion the Police Force shared, officially anyway. There had been hell to pay, or so Riddle had heard. A proper bollocking they said, but Miller had refused to apologise. Now this, Riddle thought. Some kind of cosmic revenge. No wonder his boss was in such a foul mood. 
 
    “We’ll have to go with a televised appeal,” Miller said. “Any word on time of death?”  
 
    “Not officially, but the pathologist thinks no more than ninety minutes earlier so roughly 4.40 to 5.10. So what shall we do next?” 
 
    Miller was staring out of the pub’s windows. The rain that had eased off earlier was now pouring down the panes. No wonder the pub was so quiet; the rain was dissuading even the weather-hardened locals from venturing out. 
 
    “There’s not much else we can do tonight,” Miller said. “First thing in the morning, we’ll start to look further into Georgina Callan’s life.”  
 
    “For now,” he added, as he watched the rain dance on the pavements outside, “you might as well get yourself home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    When Detective Inspector Miller arrived at work the following morning, he found the pathologist’s initial report on his desk. 
 
    There were few surprises. Georgina Callan had been strangled around the time Powell had suggested. There had been no sexual interference and there was no evidence of robbery. 
 
    “It all looks pretty straightforward,” Riddle said as he came into Miller’s office. 
 
    “It does,” Miller agreed, “except for the fact that we have no idea who killed her or why.” 
 
    “Apart from that,” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller flung the report back across his desk, knocking over a pile of unread memos and internal communications. 
 
    Riddle knelt down to collect the debris. “So what’s the plan?” 
 
    Miller’s eyes flashed. “I don’t know about you, but my plan is to go home and open a bottle of Scotch.” 
 
    “At nine in the morning?” 
 
    “It’ll be half past before I get home,” Miller said, a smile slowly replacing the anger on his face.  
 
    Riddle smiled gratefully. He was worried about his boss – had been since the whole Death’s Disciple case. But that was ten months ago. Miller had been on sabbatical since, but the Chief Constable had insisted he return to work at the beginning of December. It was now a week before Christmas and the town had a murder on its hands. 
 
    “I suppose we can leave the Scotch until tonight,” Miller said.  
 
    “Probably a good idea,” Riddle said. 
 
    “An idea, certainly,” Miller replied. 
 
    Riddle looked worried again and Miller found himself remembering all his sergeant had done for him. “You win, Riddle. Let’s get off our backsides and earn our salaries.” 
 
    Miller intended it to sound funny, but his words were flat and hollow and they both knew it. 
 
    * 
 
    Ten minutes later the two policemen were driving down Spring Hill before turning left and heading away from the town centre. A few hundred yards later, Riddle turned the unmarked car right up a steep hill past the town museum before pulling into the town council car park. 
 
    Miller opened a brown file and took out a single sheet of paper. “It’s not much of a life story,” he said glancing down the brief outline of Georgina Callan’s life. “Let’s see if we can find out more.” 
 
    They got out of the car as an icy blast of wind blew the remnants of the autumn leaves around the drab car park. Riddle’s eyes stung as he walked up the worn stone steps into the council building.  
 
    “Good morning. I’m Councillor Edwards, Mrs Callan’s line manager.” 
 
    The councillor was one of the thinnest men Riddle had ever met, yet his handshake was firm and confident. “Terrible business, terrible,” he intoned mournfully.  
 
    “Indeed,” Miller said. He always found it easy to dislike councillors, but he had to admit that this was normally based on a preconceived idea rather than any hard evidence. 
 
    “I’m Detective Inspector Miller and this is my sergeant. Is there somewhere we can talk?” 
 
    “Of course,” Edwards said. 
 
    He lead the two policemen through a labyrinth of corridors decorated with faded wood panelling to a small room fitted with frayed carpet and heavy wooden furniture. 
 
    “We’re all in shock,” Edwards said as Miller and Riddle sat down. 
 
    “I appreciate that,” Miller said, “but we need to find out everything we can about Mrs Callan. Obviously we’ve spoken to her husband, but he is understandably in shock. We hoped you would be able to fill in some background.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” Edwards said, running a finger around the ample space between his collar and his neck. 
 
    “Thank you.” Miller glanced down at the A4 sheet that contained all the police could discover about Georgina Callan. “How long had she worked for you?” 
 
    “For the council? Fifteen years or so. She came straight from school in the days when we recruited at graduate fairs. She worked her way up and was appointed Heritage Officer last year.” 
 
    “Heritage Officer,” Riddle asked, looking up from his notes. “What does that involve?” 
 
    “It’s a new position. Essentially it entails promoting the town across a wide platform of media.” 
 
    Edwards looked at Riddle then at Miller. “Sorry,” he said, “I sound like a talking press release. What I mean is Georgina’s role was to sell Whitby to the rest of the country.” 
 
    “So she was a PR consultant?” Miller asked. 
 
    “More specialised than that. Of course, from a tourism point of view, every town would like more visitors, but to be honest we can’t complain. What the council feels we aren’t making the most of is the cultural side.” 
 
    “Art galleries?” Riddle asked. He had terrible memories of endless childhood Sundays where the only thing open was a dusty gallery full of Victorian oil paintings. 
 
    “Partly,” Edwards said, “but it’s more than that. As you will know, the book festival is attracting lots of positive press.” 
 
    Riddle didn’t know. He was far from being an avid newspaper reader and when he did pick one up it wasn’t the kind of paper that was interested in book festivals. 
 
    “Then there’s the re-opening of the East Pier. We have a surprise in mind for that and want to tie it to the festival.” 
 
    “So Mrs Callan’s job was to promote the arts and she was in charge of the literary festival?” Miller asked. 
 
    “In a nutshell,” Edwards said. “She was very good.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea why someone would want to murder her? Could it be anything to do with her job?” 
 
    Despite the situation, Edwards almost laughed. 
 
    “Because of the job? I can’t think of anyone who had a bad word to say about Georgina. She was a hard worker and was good at her job, but she was also a popular member of staff. The idea that some slighted artist would kill her is preposterous. I wouldn’t dream of telling you how to do your job,” he added, “but I think the motive for her killing will be far more prosaic.” 
 
    “Such as?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Well …” Edwards faltered. “A random killing, perhaps.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” Miller said, standing up. “Thank you for your time. Could we see Mrs Callan’s office before we leave?” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll take you there now.” 
 
    * 
 
    Georgina’s office was situated on the top floor with a view across Pannett Park. 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said to Edwards who was loitering by the door. “We’ll let you know if we need anything.” 
 
    Edwards nodded, seemingly happy to leave the policemen to their work. 
 
    “What are we looking for?” Riddle asked after Edwards had closed the office door. 
 
    “Anything that tells us more about Georgina’s life.” 
 
    “But wouldn’t we be better off looking around her house for that?” 
 
    “Possibly,” Miller said. “But I wanted to see where she worked and …” 
 
    “And?” said Riddle, his interest suddenly piqued. 
 
    “It’s just an idea,” Miller said,” but if you wanted to keep something private would you keep it at home or in your office.” 
 
    “You think there’s something she wanted to keep from her husband?” 
 
    Miller stopped looking through a filing cabinet and rested his arm along its top. “What I think is that Edward’s theory of a random attack is wishful thinking. This is Whitby, for God’s sake. The odds of someone being strangled by a stranger are far too long for my liking. It’s much more likely to have been someone she knew. We already have witness statements that place her husband at home at the time of the attack, so if we rule him out who does that leave?” 
 
    Riddle shrugged. Who did it leave? A friend? A relative? A work colleague?  
 
    “Perhaps she was having an affair,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Perhaps,” Miller said, as he walked over to the large desk that sat in front of the window. He didn’t sound convinced. 
 
    Georgina’s desk was almost completely covered by sealed boxes, all emblazoned with the words, Pinder Prints. 
 
    “What’s in those?” 
 
    Miller took out his door key and cut along the brown tape that had sealed the boxes.  
 
    “It’s a flyer,” he said, “holding a piece of paper out for Riddle.” 
 
    “Whitby Town Council is proud to present the first Whitby’s Words Festival,” Riddle read out loud. “The festival is headlined by the first UK appearance in 20 years of world-famous author Don Watson.” 
 
    “One hell of a coup for Georgina,” Miller said. 
 
    “He wrote that book set on the coast, didn’t he?” Riddle said. “We did it in English at school.” 
 
    “Walking in My Footsteps,” Miller said. 
 
    “That’s it – although I preferred the TV version.” 
 
    “That was good,” Miller conceded, “but the book’s wonderful.” 
 
    Riddle wasn’t going to argue. Truthfully, he couldn’t remember that much about the book. “He didn’t write anything else, did he?” 
 
    “It’s what he’s almost as famous for as the book itself,” Miller said as he hoisted himself to sit on the desk. 
 
    “You know a lot about him?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “No more than most people,” Miller said. “Watson used to work for the Whitby Telegraph in the 1970s as a reporter. Like a lot of journalists he was writing a book. The difference was he actually finished his and it was an immediate hit. It won the main book prize in ’74 I think and he never looked back.” 
 
    “He left the paper?” 
 
    “Within a few months of its success. From memory he spent the rest of the decade on what seemed like an endless tour of the world’s great cities giving lectures and talks.” 
 
    “Nice work if you can get it,” Riddle said. His last holiday had been a week in Barry Island. 
 
    “… And then there were the talk shows. Parkinson twice, I think. He was like a rock star.” 
 
    “But he never wrote a second novel?” Riddle asked. If he had been lucky enough to have such a massive hit, he would have kept churning them out.  
 
    “He never published a second novel, but rumours have been flying about for years that he’s written half a dozen books or more.” 
 
    “So why not publish them?” 
 
    “Who knows? That’s where he got the nickname of the British JD Salinger.” 
 
    Riddle looked blank. 
 
    “He was an American. He wrote The Catcher in the Rye but never followed it up. Although I always preferred his short stories.” 
 
    “So it’s a big deal that Don Watson is appearing at the festival?” 
 
    “In music terms it’s like a Beatles reunion.” 
 
    Riddle’s eyebrows lifted. “Really? That big?” 
 
    “The country’s never known anything like it,” Miller said. “Even after all the furore finally died down sometime in the ’80s, his reputation just kept getting bigger. In a way the fact that he didn’t produce any more books just added to the myth. His novel became a set text in schools and universities.” 
 
    “But the flyer makes out that he’s some kind of recluse.” 
 
    “After the ’80s he essentially withdrew from the public eye. He refused interviews and never appeared in public. He published some book reviews but that was about it. This is his first public engagement in over 20 years.” 
 
    Riddle was looking puzzled. 
 
    “What is it?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Well, I realise that Whitby is his home town, but why suddenly agree to appear at the book festival? I mean, how the hell did Georgina Callan persuade him to sign up for that?” 
 
    “I think I can answer that.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle turned around to see the rake-like figure of Councillor Edwards standing in the doorway. Miller was reminded of an old Sinatra song called Lean Baby.  
 
    “What’s that?” he said. 
 
    “I was saying I could tell you how Georgina pulled off such a coup.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “When she told me that Don Watson had signed up for the festival it was more than anyone could have hoped for. It’s no exaggeration to say that this is really going to put the town on the literary map. We’ll be up there with Hay and Oxford.” 
 
    “There was more to it than beginner’s luck,” Miller prompted. 
 
    “Indeed. It seems that Georgina’s late father was also a journalist on the Whitby Telegraph in the 1970s. He was younger than Don Watson, but they worked alongside one another for a few years. My understanding is that he agreed to the appearance as a favour to Georgina.” 
 
    “Some favour,” Miller said. 
 
    “And of course Whitby is his home town. That must have played a part in his decision.” 
 
    “I’m sure it must have played a part,” Miller said. He didn’t sound convinced, but Edwards took his words at face value. 
 
    “I was actually just seeing if you needed me any more as I’m due in a budget meeting …” 
 
    “We’ll be fine, thanks. We’ll let ourselves out.” 
 
    After Edwards had returned to the bowels of the Town Hall, Miller and Riddle continued their search of the room.  
 
    “Have a look in her desk drawers,” Miller said as he flicked through a pile of dark green files marked, Festival. 
 
    Georgina’s desk seemed to lack anything that could be classed as a filing system. Receipts were mixed with take-away menus. Memos were thrown in with hand-written notes covering everything from booklists to a jeweller’s quote for repairing a necklace. 
 
    “Nothing much here,” Riddle said as he was about to lock the drawers. “Hold on; what’s this?” 
 
    At the back of the top right hand drawer was a small book.  
 
    “I think it’s a diary,” Riddle said. “Yes – appointments, to-do lists, birthdays.”  
 
    He handed the book to Miller. “Anything for last night?” 
 
    Miller flicked to the last few pages, looking for December 20th.  
 
    “Here we go,” he said. “There are three entries for yesterday. The first looks like to be a work meeting with a Lucy Greenwood at 2pm. Then there’s a note to collect something from Simpson’s on Grape Lane.” 
 
    “The jewellers,” Riddle said. His wife had her eye on a jet broach in the window. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said. 
 
    “And the third entry?” Riddle asked aware his boss’s eyes were taking on that shine that he had once feared had disappeared forever. 
 
    “D.P.” 
 
    “That’s it?” Riddle said. “I thought we were onto something.” 
 
    “I think we might be, Sergeant.” 
 
    “But it could mean anything. It could be Dental Practice, or Deli Paulo, or Daft Punk.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “It could, but look at all the other entries. Georgina normally writes out names in full: Lucy Greenwood, Councillor Edwards the day before.” Miller was flicking through the whole diary. “It’s the same everywhere, with one exception. On at least a dozen times over the past couple of months she’s written the initials D.P.” 
 
    “You think it’s important?” 
 
    “Well, look at it this way, if you are the kind of person who usually writes things in full, why would you write just one thing in initials?” 
 
    “Because it was so familiar you didn’t need to write it in full.” 
 
    “Possibly, but look at the 11th November: Sean’s Birthday. She didn’t abbreviate her husband’s birthday, so it’s unlikely she would do so with anything else, unless …” 
 
    “Unless?” Riddle asked, sitting forward in the desk chair. 
 
    “Unless,” Miller said, “she didn’t want anyone to know who she was meeting.” 
 
    “Look through the address book,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Already have,” Miller said. “Nothing.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The two policemen had left the council building and had driven back into the centre of Whitby. They were now ensconced in Sherlock’s, a cafe that was designed to look like the great detective’s Baker Street apartment. After checking with a secretary at the Town Hall that no one had the initials D.P., Miller decided real coffee was required. Riddle took no persuading and was now happily demolishing a slice of blackberry pie. 
 
    “Do you like Christmas?” Riddle asked, immediately regretting the question. After the events of the previous January, when Miller’s heart had been well and truly broken, he had barely socialised let alone started seeing anyone else. He was alone and as everyone knew, Christmas was the worst time of year to be alone. 
 
    “I’ve always loved it,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle could not help but show his surprise. 
 
    “You think I should hate it because I’m on my own?” 
 
    Sometimes it was uncanny how much Miller resembled a mind reader. 
 
    “Well,” Riddle said, “they do say being lonely at this time of the year is worse than any other.” 
 
    “But I’m not lonely,” Miller said with a smile that didn’t fully convince Riddle. 
 
    “You’ve met someone?” Riddle said sounding a little more pleased than he intended. 
 
    “No,” Miller said. “If you’ve got odds on me hitching up with someone with whoever is running the book at the station, then you’re out of luck.” 
 
    It was an unfair statement and Miller knew it, but he seemed incapable of apologising. 
 
    “Look”, he said inwardly smiling at Riddle’s hurt expression, “I’ve never been someone who needs to have someone else there.”  
 
    “I know,” he added forestalling Riddle’s imminent protest, “I’m not saying it isn’t nice. Of course it can be.” 
 
    But not when you have your world ripped apart, Riddle thought.  
 
    “It’s just some people don’t understand the difference,” Miller said. 
 
    “The difference?” 
 
    “The difference between being alone and being lonely. For some they’re the same thing, but for others they’re completely different. For me, I can be quite content with my own company.” 
 
    Riddle didn’t look convinced. “But at Christmas?” 
 
    “I can’t deny it will be very different from last year, but I still love Christmas. I know it’s over-commercialised, it starts in August and there’s only so much Cliff Richard any one person can be expected to deal with, but the essence of it is still something that I love. Beyond all the bullshit it’s still a nice time of year. There’s a magic to it.” 
 
    Riddle was sitting back in his chair. He was not used to hearing any policeman, let alone Miller, talk in such a way. 
 
    “A magic to it?” Riddle repeated. 
 
    “Absolutely. There’s an air of expectation, of people being just a little nicer to each other. A sense of community …” 
 
    “… And more domestic violence, fighting in the town centre, vomit everywhere …” Riddle interrupted. “Screaming kids, toys without batteries …” 
 
    It was Miller’s turn to interrupt. “Good God, Riddle, it’s me who’s supposed to be depressed.” 
 
    Riddle laughed. “Sorry, sir. It’s just that Christmas seem to be one long expensive stress festival. It’s just for kids, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Children play a big part, of course they do. But it’s more than that. We shouldn’t fall into the trap of thinking of it as a children’s festival. It’s a holiday for everyone, and I for once intend to enjoy it.” 
 
    Riddle wasn’t fully convinced, nor was he sure he believed his boss’s declaration of being happy on his own, but it was at least good to hear him talking so positively about something. 
 
    “Unfortunately,” Miller said, “having a killer on the loose is not exactly conducive to the season.” 
 
    Riddle stopped himself saying that he thought it was more than appropriate to his experience of recent Christmases.  
 
    Miller drained his coffee. He wanted another. He wanted to stay inside the coffee shop’s warm embrace. He wanted to curl up in a cocoon of a Victorian Christmas and re-read The Blue Carbuncle. He wanted to sort his head out. 
 
    “Right, Sergeant,” Miller said standing suddenly in an attempt to help force some urgency back into himself. “We need to find out who this D.P. is, so let’s speak to the woman who was working with Georgina Callan. What’s her name?’ 
 
    “Greenwood,” Riddle said leaving sticky marks on his notebook, “Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    * 
 
    The sound of the Christmas Carol CD followed the policemen out into the street. In the Bleak Midwinter crept its icy fingers around Miller as he momentarily closed his eyes. Different memories came crashing in: childhood Christmases with his mother, walking down the stairs in the morning to see if Father Christmas had been; underage drinking on Christmas Eve as Band Aid played on a jukebox; Mary giving him his present, excited at his reaction. Kissing, making love … 
 
    “Sir?” Riddle said.  
 
    “Sorry,” Miller said. “That song always takes me back.” 
 
    Riddle thought it best not to ask to what. “Lucy Greenwood,” he prompted. 
 
    “Absolutely,” Miller said with one last look back at the frosted windows of Sherlock’s. 
 
    * 
 
    Georgina Callan and Lucy Greenwood, although based at the town hall, had spent much of the past month at the Whitby Pavilion. 
 
    The Pavilion was to be the home of Whitby’s first literary festival. Although it normally hosted concerts and film showings, the venue lent itself well to a base for the literary festival as it had a number of rooms of varying sizes and was situated on the edge of the town’s West Cliff. 
 
    First opened in 1880, Whitby Pavilion still managed to exude a feeling of Gothic grandeur that fitted in so perfectly with the West Cliff’s Victorian heart. 
 
    Even the normally prosaic Riddle was impressed as the two policemen parked their car next to Whalebone Arch and walked along Spa Drive before following a footpath that led down to the main entrance.  
 
    “I feel like we’re in some Victorian crime novel,” Riddle said, pointing to the Gothic building. “First Sherlock’s and now here.” 
 
    Suddenly there was a tension between the two policemen. Both were thinking of another aspect of Whitby’s Victorian past. Bram Stoker, author of Dracula had stayed in a house just across from the Pavilion. The previous January had seen the town held in thrall by a series of murders seemingly using the author’s famous vampire as inspiration. 
 
    “Not everything is Victorian,” Riddle said gratefully as a woman approached them. She was wearing a smart business suit, well cut and figure hugging. Her hair was spiked with a hint of red dye and as she approached them the spotlights made her nose stud glint. She gave off the air of efficiency, something that the iPad she was carrying only helped to reinforce. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “The theatre’s closed at the moment. The booking office is situated on the cliff top.” 
 
    She turned on a pair of expensive looking heels and was already walking away as Miller spoke. 
 
    “We aren’t here to buy tickets,” Miller said. “We’re here to investigate a murder.” 
 
    The woman stooped abruptly. When she turned around the assurance in her manner had evaporated.  
 
    “Oh God,” she said. “Georgina, poor Georgina.” 
 
    “You knew her?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’m her … I was her assistant. I’m Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    * 
 
    Five minutes later the two policemen and Lucy were sitting in the theatre bar. Miller had moved boxes from some chairs to make room for them to sit down.  
 
    “It helps.” Lucy waved her arm at the stacks of boxes that littered the bar area. “Work,” she said in answer to Riddle’s puzzled expression. “If I stop I think about Georgina …” 
 
    “I understand,” Miller said. “But I’m afraid we do need to ask you some questions.” 
 
    Lucy straightened her jacket and took a deep breath. “Absolutely,” she said. “What do you want to know?” 
 
    “I don’t suppose you have any idea who would want to hurt Mrs Callan?” Miller asked. There was little conviction in his voice. 
 
    “No,” Lucy said. “Georgina was a lovely person. She was bright, funny and had time for everyone. No one would want to hurt her.” 
 
    “But someone did,” Miller said. 
 
    “I know,” Lucy said. “It just doesn’t make sense. It makes you scared to go out at night.” 
 
    Miller changed tack. “I understand you and Mrs Callan were working together on the upcoming festival. Is that what you’re doing here?” 
 
    “Partly,” Lucy said. “This is the main venue for the festival, so there’s lots to organise, but in between that we’re basing ourselves here as there are a number of small rooms we can use to get on with other things. It saves us travelling back and forth between here and the town hall.” 
 
    “Other things?” Miller asked. “What else was Georgina working on?” 
 
    “Well, she had all the usual day-to-day things like email and the like, but the main thing is the cuttings library.” 
 
    “Cuttings library?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Yes, from the Whitby Telegraph.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Miller said. “I don’t understand. Georgina worked for the newspaper?” 
 
    “No,” Lucy said. “The paper is streamlining its archive.” 
 
    “Streamlining its archive,” Miller repeated. “Does that mean they’re getting rid of it?”  
 
    As far as Miller could tell, that was bloody typical. All that history, all those stories of the town’s past being thrown in a skip just so some accountant could save a few pounds. 
 
    “I suppose it does,” Lucy said. “They’re digitalising everything from 2000 onwards. Everything before that is being discarded, so we stepped in.” 
 
    “The council is taking it on?” Miller said. He thought the council’s budget was almost as pitiful as the newspaper’s. 
 
    “Not exactly,” Lucy said, “but Georgina managed to persuade Councillor Edwards that we have a duty to at least look through the clippings. He agreed that we could spend a month going through everything and saving anything that we thought was particularly valuable from a historical point of view.” 
 
    “A month?” Miller asked. He thought a year would have been more appropriate.  
 
    “It’s nowhere near long enough, of course. But the council only has a very limited budget. We were lucky. Georgina argued a strong case.” 
 
    “She felt strongly about it?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Her father was a journalist,” Lucy said, clearly thinking no other explanation was needed. 
 
    Miller seemed to agree. “So there’s nothing else you can tell us that might prove useful?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Lucy said. “We didn’t really talk about much outside of work. A book festival and a hundred or more years of yellowing newspaper clippings, not much of a motive there.” 
 
    “Well, thank you,” Miller said standing up. “I’m sure you have a lot of work to do. Will you be taking over Georgina’s work?” 
 
    “Only over Christmas,” Lucy said with what Riddle thought was a hint of regret. “The festival ends on Christmas Eve and the funding for the clippings project finishes on December 31. So I’ve only got ten days, if that.” 
 
    “We may need to talk to you again,” Miller said. “But just one more question for now. Do you know anyone with the initials D.P.?” 
 
    “D.P.?” Lucy said. “I can’t think of anyone.” 
 
    Miller sighed. “Thanks for your time.” 
 
    “Unless,” Lucy said as she collected her paperwork and straightened her skirt, “you mean Danny Pagdin.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Tim Brown was perched on the edge of a wooden desk, his legs slowly swinging as he cradled the telephone receiver between his shoulder and head. His hands were taking shorthand notes as he occasionally looked across at the editor's office. 
 
    The newsroom of the Whitby Telegraph had made a few half-hearted concessions to Christmas. Tinsel that had long lost its shine was draped across some computer terminals; elsewhere Christmas cards – mostly from businesses – perched precariously on top of teetering mounds of old editions. In the far corner, someone has photocopied a cartoon of the three wise men and stuck it to a notice board. Someone had written on it in marker pen, “Just what we need, 2000 years of Christmas records.” 
 
    Tim finished the call and looked over to Peter Hay, the longest serving journalist on the paper.  
 
    “Pagdin Properties are appealing again.” 
 
    “Pagdin Properties have never been appealing,” Peter said. It was a well-worn joke and the two journalists smiled at one another. 
 
    “It's the third time,” Tim said. 
 
    “All that effort for Whitby's first topless bar,” Peter said, shaking his head. He was all for female nudity, but even in his most lustful moments the thought of a lap-dancing bar in Whitby just seemed wrong. “Have they changed the name?” 
 
    “No,” Tim said. “They still want to call it Twin Peaks.” 
 
    “I suppose you’ve got to admire his determination,” Peter said in a tone that suggested he didn’t admire it at all.  
 
    Five minutes later, Tim had filed his copy for the next edition and was putting on his coat. 
 
    “Time for a pint?” Peter asked hopefully. “The Endeavour have got Daily Bread on draught.” 
 
    “Really?” Tim said. “Sounds like a great idea. I’ve got someone to see, but that’s not for an hour or so.” 
 
    “Time for a couple, then.” Peter said. His crag-like features broke into a wide smile. “Or maybe even three.” 
 
    * 
 
    It was after midday and the Endeavour public house was comfortably busy. Paul McCartney’s Wonderful Christmastime was playing on the jukebox and the windows were already steamed up. The air outside was cold and the weak winter sun did little to lift the temperature above freezing which made the pub even more welcoming. 
 
    Tim found the one empty booth and took off his coat and scarf. He took a rolled up copy of the previous day’s Whitby Telegraph from his coat’s inside pocket and smoothed its pages out as Peter returned from the bar carrying two pints of Daily Bread. 
 
    “Cheers,” Tim said as he took a deep swig of the beer. “Lovely.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” Peter said as he wiped his mouth. 
 
    “How’s the festival shaping up,” Tim asked, pointing to Peter’s lead story on the front page. 
 
    “Seems the council’s got a hit on its hands,” Peter said. “There was a lot of interest even before the Don Watson announcement.” Nodding at the jukebox, he added, “Now it’s like the literary equivalent of Beatlemania.” 
 
    “Did you know Watson?” Tim asked as Bing Crosby replaced Paul McCartney on the jukebox.  
 
    “I was his replacement!” 
 
    “What?” Tim said, almost choking on his pint. 
 
    “I know,” Peter laughed. “Can you imagine that? I had to follow in the footsteps of the paper’s most famous journalist and I was just out of college.” 
 
    “So what happened?” 
 
    “It was 1974. I think his book had been published around six months earlier. It had been so successful and so acclaimed that he was never going to stay with the paper. When he resigned, a job opened up and I was just out of college. It was perfect timing, although I took a lot of stick for replacing the darling of the literary world.” 
 
    Tim could imagine what it would have been like back in those nicotine and alcohol soaked days. “So did you meet him?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. We had a month together. He passed on a lot of his contacts to me. Nothing too exciting, but he showed me the ropes, introduced me to a few people.” 
 
    “So what was he like?” 
 
    Peter took another drink, his eyes narrowing as his mind went back almost forty years. “He was quite a nervous man; perhaps what we’d call hyperactive now. Never seemed to settle. Not at all the kind of person who’d you would expect to write something as beautiful as Walking in my Footsteps. But he was a good journalist and he was nice to me.” 
 
    “You still rate the book?” Tim asked. He knew it was an established modern classic, but it was unusual for any book to escape some kind of backlash. 
 
    “Yes,” Peter said. “For what it’s worth, I think it’s one of the most beautiful books I’ve ever read. I’ve only just finished re-reading it in preparation for the interview.” 
 
    There was no need for Peter to specify what interview. As part of Don Watson’s appearance in the town he had granted his old paper his one and only interview. It would be his first interview in almost twenty years. 
 
    “It was as good as I remember it,” Peter said. “Let’s just hope the interview goes well.” 
 
    “Of course it will,” Tim said. “After all you’re the only person left on the paper who worked with the great man. You kept that quiet.” 
 
    Although the fact that Peter and Don Watson had worked together was news to Tim, he wasn’t surprised Peter had never spoken of it. He was strangely diffident for a journalist. Soft spoken and polite, he tended to get his stories through quiet determination rather than bluster and bravado.  
 
    Tim leaned back into his chair. More lunchtime customers were filing into the bar as a group of office workers started to sing along to Band Aid.  
 
    “What was it like back then?” he asked. His journalistic career had started back in the late 1980s when Fleet Street was in its death throes and computerisation was sweeping away the old days of his trade that had still held sway just a few years earlier. 
 
    “Different,” Peter said. “Very different.” 
 
    “Better?” Tim said. He had a long held regret that he had just missed some sort of golden age of journalism. 
 
    “In some ways,” Peter admitted. “But it’s all too easy to fall into romanticising something that never really existed. There were a lot more staff back then and it’s probably true to say that there were more characters, but it wasn’t a great place to be female or teetotal.” 
 
    Tim nodded. He knew that sexism was rife back in the seventies and anyone who didn’t drink heavily could find it difficult to fit in. “Did you know Paul Callan?” 
 
    “The father of the murdered woman?” Peter said. “No, he died about a year before I arrived. Fell of the cliff path, somewhere near Saltwick Bay, I think.” 
 
    The murder of Georgina Callan was the biggest story the paper had run since the previous January when the Death’s Disciple killings had occurred. Normally Peter would have taken the lead on its coverage, but the upcoming festival and the return of Don Watson had meant he was writing background with Tim taking the lead. 
 
    “He had a good reputation,” Peter said. “Well liked, good writer. His columns were particularly strong. I seem to remember he had quite a following. It was so sad that he died so young.” 
 
    Peter’s pint was now empty and he was looking expectantly at Tim.  
 
    “Another?” Tim said accepting his prompt. 
 
    “Rude not to,” Peter said. 
 
    After a short diversion from Christmas songs courtesy of Tim, No Regrets, Day Tripper and A Design for Life, normal service had been resumed with Wham’s Last Christmas getting the group of office workers to their collective feet. 
 
    The two journalists were now happily sipping their second pints.  
 
    “How’s the murder looking?” Peter asked. He had missed out on the Death’s Disciple’s killings due to a press junket in Belgium and was slightly irritated that the literary festival had deprived him of such a big story. 
 
    “Body found on up on the West Cliff. Strangled. No suspects as yet,” Tim said, telling Peter nothing he didn’t know already. 
 
    “The husband?” 
 
    “Out of it, it seems. Witnesses confirm he was nowhere near the murder scene. DNA expected to confirm it.” 
 
    “So any leads?” 
 
    “Nothing concrete …” 
 
    Peter put his pint down. “What is it, Tim? What do you know?” 
 
    “I don’t know anything yet,” Tim said, “but I may have a lead.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    Peter was a colleague, but Tim found it difficult to be completely open with anyone. “The man who found the body is a source of mine.” 
 
    “Bloody hell!” Peter said. “You always were a lucky sod.” 
 
    Tim ran a hand through his thick, curly dark hair. It was a nervous tick that normally indicated he was being evasive. 
 
    “That’s one hell of an exclusive. Why isn’t there anything in tomorrow’s paper about him?” Peter said and then stopped before continuing, “Jesus ... you think he’s a suspect?” 
 
    Tim smiled. “Not at all.” 
 
    “Then he knows something that the police don’t?” Peter said, his voice lowering. 
 
    Tim drained his pint. “I’m about to find out,” he said. “I’m meeting him in ten minutes’ time.” 
 
    * 
 
    Tim left the warmth of the Endeavour and crossed the road to walk along Grape Lane. Resisting the temptation to call into his favourite bookshop, he turned left outside the newspaper office and crossed the swing bridge. From here he bore right along the harbour front for a short walk to the Moon and Sixpence.  
 
    Dave Goodwin was sitting at the bar, looking rather incongruous with a pint of bitter. The Moon and Sixpence was a very different establishment to the Endeavour. It was part of Whitby’s belated attempt to move away – if only very slightly – from its chip shop reputation. Here oysters were served with champagne and most customers were sipping cocktails. 
 
    Tim caught the bartender’s eye and ordered a Hendricks and Tonic for himself and another pint for Dave. 
 
    “Thanks for meeting me,” Tim said as his drink was placed in front of him. “It must have been a shock.” 
 
    “Too bloody right,” Dave said. Tim usually used Dave for stories about the council: possible industrial action, initiatives the council wasn’t too keen on telling the press about, any titbits that might lead to a story. But this was something altogether different. 
 
    “What did the police say to you?” 
 
    “They just asked me basic details: what time I found the body, was there anyone else about. That kind of thing. Detective Inspector Miller said he’d talk to me again soon.” 
 
    “I know Miller,” Tim said. “He’s a good bloke.” 
 
    Dave shrugged as if to suggest it mattered little to him whether Miller was saintly or bent. 
 
    “And you told him everything?” 
 
    “I answered all his questions.”  
 
    Tim stopped swirling the cucumber around his glass. “That’s not quite the same thing, is it?” 
 
    “He asked me if I’d seen her earlier that day and I hadn’t. So I told him so.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “What I didn’t tell him was that I used to see her most days – perhaps two or three times a week on the West Cliff.” 
 
    “So?” Tim said. 
 
    “Well, she lives on Skinner Street, doesn’t she?” 
 
    Tim took a quick glance at his notes. “That’s right.” 
 
    “And she works at the town hall.” 
 
    Tim looked puzzled for a moment, but then his expression cleared. 
 
    “Exactly,” Dave said. “Why would she be on the West Cliff two or three times a week after she finished work? It’s well past where she lives.” 
 
    Tim suddenly looked disappointed. “But she’s been working at the Pavilion, hasn’t she?” 
 
    “True,” Dave said. “But only for the past few weeks.” 
 
    “Christ!” Tim said. “You’ve seen her up there on a regular basis for the last year?” 
 
    “If not longer,” Dave said with a smile. 
 
    Twenty minutes later Dave was downing his third pint and Tim was wishing he’d eaten breakfast that morning. “I’ll just take some details and then I’m going to head back to the paper.” 
 
    “Fine,” Dave said. He had just finished a bag of Yorkshire Crisps and was wiping his hands on his already grease stained trousers. 
 
    “I know this isn’t pleasant,” Tim said, “but can you describe what the victim was wearing?” 
 
    “It adds to the colour of the piece,” he added weakly. He’d never got used to this, but his editor would demand the details and Tim had to concede that it made for a more interesting story. Readers loved details.  
 
    “She had a long dark coat on,” Dave said. “Wool, I’d say. A long skirt, same colour I think. It’s difficult to say as it was dark.” 
 
    “Anything else?” Tim asked, thinking this wasn’t exactly the level of detail he had in mind. 
 
    “She had a shoulder bag and that’s about it.” 
 
    “Nothing else?” 
 
    “She was a good looking woman,” Dave said feeling suddenly awkward. “You noticed her.” 
 
    “Of course,” Tim said. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Sorry,” Dave said. “I know it’s not much; but I did tell you about her being on the West Cliff a lot, didn’t I?” 
 
    Tim closed his notebook. “And why do we think that she spent so much time there instead of going home straight away?” 
 
    “Only one reason I can think of,” Dave said. “She was seeing someone.” 
 
    “But who?” Tim said to himself. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    At ten past three that afternoon Danny Pagdin was walking absentmindedly across the office floor, when he bumped into Tina Allison who was carrying a tray of freshly brewed coffee.  
 
    “Danny!” Tina said, her round face taking on a look of mock anger. “If you want to bump into me, you know where I drink.” 
 
    “What?” Danny said curtly. 
 
    “Oh,” Tina said. “Nothing, boss.” What the hell was up with him today? Normally flirting with Danny Pagdin was a prerequisite of office life, not that she minded. But now he was carrying on like some uptight tosser.  
 
    Tina went in search of a cloth as she silently cursed her boss. 
 
    Danny looked down at his perfectly pressed dark grey trousers. That coffee was going to stain. Brilliant. What else could go wrong? He looked up at the full-length mirror he had installed in the corner of his office. Absentmindedly he brushed his crisp white shirt. Luckily the coffee had missed his upper body. Bloody Tina Allison. She should spend less time messing about with coffee and more at the gym. She was getting decidedly chubby. Mind you, if it had been six months ago … 
 
    “Mr Pagdin,” a soft female voice called, “There’s a call for you.” 
 
    Danny looked up to see his secretary standing in his office doorway. “I thought I said no calls. How difficult is that to grasp?” 
 
    “I know, but it’s the police.” 
 
    Danny froze. “The police?” he said. Jesus, that was all he needed. How the hell had they found out about him so soon? “Put the call through, Sandra.” 
 
    A few seconds later Danny’s desk phone rang a long insistent trill, indicating a call put through from the office.  
 
    “Danny Pagdin here,” he said with studied calm. “How can I help?” 
 
    A few minutes later Danny replaced the receiver. He had agreed to meet the policeman at the end of the office day. That gave him a couple of hours to get his story straight. 
 
    * 
 
    Detective Inspector Miller looked tired. Very tired, indeed. Riddle was worried his boss had come back to work too soon, but he knew better than to say anything. 
 
    “How did the call go?” he asked. 
 
    “I’ve arranged to meet Mr Pagdin at his office at five,” Miller said. 
 
    ‘You think he’s the D.P. mentioned in Georgina’s diary?” 
 
    “Lucy Greenwood seemed to think so. If what she says is true, this Pagdin and Georgina Callan would have come into contact with one another,” Miller said. 
 
    “Because he’s some sort of a developer?” Riddle asked, sounding unconvinced. Although developers seemed to be everywhere in Whitby, the odds of Georgina coming into contact with one seemed relatively low.  
 
    “Ah,” Miller said, “but he’s not just any developer, he’s the developer.” 
 
    Riddle looked confused. 
 
    “Don’t you read the papers, Sergeant?” Miller said. 
 
    “I tend to browse the net sometimes …” 
 
    “Bloody hell, Riddle. No wonder the industry’s in turmoil.” 
 
    “What have I missed?” Riddle said, still unsure whether Miller was really angry or just teasing him. 
 
    “Our Danny Pagdin is the man behind the topless bar,” Miller said. 
 
    “Twin peaks!” Riddle said. The name had caused much amusement at the station and he was sure some of his colleagues were secretly hoping planning permission would be granted. 
 
    “The very same,” Miller said. “He’s had two applications turned down, but he’s trying everything to get the decisions overturned.” 
 
    “Backhanders?” Riddle asked, interested. 
 
    “Not that I know of,” Miller said. “I was thinking more of legal, but shall we say, morally dubious techniques.” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “Well, his firm is one of the major sponsors of the literary festival. I hear that he has offered even more money next year. But of course if he doesn’t get his application through …” 
 
    “The sponsorship will disappear?” 
 
    “That’s what I hear. Nothing illegal about it, but I would say he needs the council as much as they need him.” 
 
    “So there’s a good chance Georgina would have known him as part of her festival role.” 
 
    “A very good chance,” Miller said. 
 
    * 
 
    Just less than two hours later, Miller and Riddle were driving over to Black Eye Developments, Danny Pagdin's company that was housed in what used to be the headquarters of one of the town's shipping companies. When Danny had taken over the premises he had ripped out all the remaining original features and replaced them with metal and glass. The building now had more in common with a contemporary nightclub than it did with the original office design. 
 
    Turning into the car park, Riddle pulled the car into a space marked ‘Visitors’ and turned off the engine.  
 
    “Whitby's really changing,” Riddle said, looking up at the sign that stood above the main entrance. 
 
    “Black Eye Developments,” Miller read out loud, “fulfilling all your development dreams”. 
 
    “Jesus,” Riddle said.  
 
    “Quite,” said Miller. 
 
    At that moment there was a knock on Riddle's window. He looked up to see a rotund face smiling warmly at him. 
 
    “Hello,” he said. “Can I help?” 
 
    “Inspector Miller?” Tina Allison said. 
 
    “Sergeant Riddle, actually.” 
 
    “Oh,” Tina giggled. “Sorry. Anyway, Danny ... I mean Mr Pagdin asked me to tell you to go straight in.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said leaning over from the passenger seat. “Are you Mr Pagdin's assistant.” 
 
    “Assistant and general dog's body,” Tina said. 
 
    “Mr Pagdin's a tough boss?” Miller prompted.  
 
    “I wouldn't say that,” Tina said. “But he's a man and all men can be funny sometimes, can't they?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Miller said. “And has Mr Pagdin been funny recently?” 
 
    Miller thought he might be pushing things too far, but Tina seemed happy to consider the question.  
 
    “Well,” she said after a few moments, “his moods do tend to change by the day, but he's been in a particularly funny one today.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged a glance. 
 
    “Any idea why?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Probably his time of the month,” Tina laughed. 
 
    Miller laughed too and then thanked Tina for her help. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said, “let's see if we can find out what's been affecting Danny Pagdin's mood.” 
 
    Tina had left the main door ajar so Miller and Riddle climbed the stainless steel staircase to the first floor where they found Danny Pagdin sitting on the edge of a chrome desk, his legs swinging uncomfortably. The pose looked awkward and Miller thought it far too studied to be natural. 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller?” Danny Pagdin said as he stood up and held a hand out, “I'm Danny Pagdin.” 
 
    Miller shook his hand as he took in the man's appearance. Danny Pagdin was well-built with ill-defined features. His eyes were set slightly too wide apart and his chin was weak. Despite this, Miller could see how women could find him attractive. His smile was warm and there seemed to be an honesty somewhere deep in his eyes. 
 
    “Thank you for agreeing to see us,” Miller said. “We were hoping you could help us with an inquiry.” 
 
    “Always happy to help the police,” Danny said, sounding to Miller as if he had rehearsed the response. “What inquiry would that be?” 
 
    “We're investigating the death of Georgina Callan,” Miller said. 
 
    “Is that the woman who died last night?” Danny asked. 
 
    “You know of another murder?” Riddle said. He had taken an instant dislike to Danny Pagdin and he was in no mood to play games with the man. 
 
    “Well,” Danny said, “not really. I just meant...” 
 
    “I think what my sergeant means,” Miller said shooting Riddle a glance that left his sergeant in little doubt that future interruptions would not be welcome, “is how did you hear about the murder?” 
 
    “It's been the talk of the office, today,” Danny said. 
 
    Miller sighed. Of course it had, after all murder in the town was hardly an every day event.  
 
    “But how do you feel I can help?” Danny asked.  
 
    Miller couldn't shake the feeling that Danny was just as much sounding him out as the policeman were doing with Danny. Whether this was true or not, there was no mistaking that he was nervous.  
 
    “We found the victim's diary,” Miller said, “and there are a significant number of entries that are marked “D.P.”  
 
    “And?” Danny said, his voice rising slightly. 
 
    “And ...” Miller said, suddenly aware how flimsy his reasoning actually was, “and we wanted to know if that was you.” 
 
    “That's it?” Danny said with what Miller thought was considerable relief. 
 
    “It's early days,” Miller said. He didn't add that beyond some initials in a diary, there was almost nothing to go on. 
 
    “Did you know the victim?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Who was it again?” 
 
    “A Mrs Georgina Callan.” 
 
    “The council's Heritage Officer? Good God. That's terrible. I had no idea.” 
 
    Riddle bit his tongue. He hoped Danny Pagdin never had to earn his living as an actor. His performance was less Academy Award and more straight to video. 
 
    “So you knew the victim?” Miller asked. 
 
    “We had met a few times in the course of my dealings with the council, but we weren't on social terms,” Danny said. 
 
    “So you can think of no reason why your initials would be in her diary?” Miller asked. 
 
    “They could be anyone's initials, Inspector.” Danny said. “If they're initials at all.” 
 
    He might be a God-awful actor, Riddle thought, but he has a point. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said standing up, “if there’s nothing else you can tell us we’ll let you get home.” 
 
    Danny Pagdin smiled. “Of course, but I doubt there will be anything I can add.” 
 
    Riddle’s eyes narrowed. Who did this man think he was?  
 
    “I think I should remind you,” Riddle said, unable or unwilling to stop himself, “that withholding information from a police inquiry is a very serious offence.” He knew he sounded pompous, but Danny Pagdin was getting under his skin. 
 
    “I’m sure it is, Sergeant,” Danny said, “but I fail to see how that is relevant to me.” 
 
    “Relevant …” Riddle began. 
 
    “Thank you again, Mr Pagdin,” Miller said shooting his sergeant a stern look. “We’ll see ourselves out.” 
 
    “What a total dick,” Riddle said as the two police men got back into their car. “Have you ever met such a slimy, self-opinionated, waste of space as him?” 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said, “but I can see that our Mr Pagdin did make quite an impression on you.” 
 
    “Oh come on, sir,” Riddle said still finding it difficult to explain exactly why he had taken such a dislike to Danny Pagdin. “He knows something but all he cared about was being a smug-faced …” 
 
    “Riddle,” Miller said, “that’s enough. I need you focused, not flying off the handle every time we come across someone you don’t like.” 
 
    Riddle took a deep breath and then exhaled slowly. “Sorry,” he said. “It’s just I can’t stand his type; he reminds me of Lee bloody Bolt.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “He’s my wife’s Zumba teacher. All square jaw and condescending smile. He has this habit of looking at you as if he’s privy to some secret that you’re too stupid to find out. It gives him this weird expression.”  
 
    “Of course,” Riddle added, “with all the supplements he takes it may just be constipation.” 
 
    Miller laughed. For the first time in almost a year he laughed out loud. Riddle laughed, too. He had been worried about his wife’s gushing praise for her Zumba teacher, but now he had actually said it out loud he knew it was ridiculous. And now Miller was laughing Riddle felt strangely happy. 
 
    Riddle wiped his eyes and turned the car’s ignition on so that the heater could start to function. 
 
    “I suppose he didn’t know anything at all,” Riddle said as he blew into his hands. Looking out of the car window his eyes scanned the Victorian villas and narrow backstreets that led down to the harbour front and thought how much he had come to love the town. Of course, he would have loved it more if it weren’t always so damn cold. 
 
    “You think so?” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle turned to face his boss. “You don’t just think he was being smug?” 
 
    “I think smugness comes very easily to Danny Pagdin. It’s probably his default setting …” 
 
    “But?” Riddle prompted. 
 
    “But I think there was much more going on behind that supercilious smile than just his usual smug demeanour.” 
 
    “You think he’s worried?” 
 
    “More than that,” Miller said. “I think Danny Pagdin’s a very scared man.” 
 
    Miller seemed unwilling to elaborate on this point and instead asked Riddle a question. “I take it from our earlier conversation that you don’t know much about the planning permission cases that Danny Pagdin has been putting before the council?” 
 
    Riddle looked as if planning permission applications were the least interesting thing anyone had ever asked him about. 
 
    Miller smiled. “In which case, drop me off at the Whitby Telegraph. They’ve been covering the saga in some detail. But then you’d know that if you ever bothered to read a newspaper.” 
 
    Riddle ignored the reprimand. “And what do you want me to do?” It was his wife’s Zumba class and he wanted to be there to pick her up.  
 
    “Go and see a couple of Danny Pagdin’s staff at home. See what they really think about their boss and then you can call it a night. Let’s meet at the station in the morning.” 
 
    Riddle took an A4 sheet from Miller that contained half a dozen staff and addresses. He had decided to visit the two who lived nearest to the Zumba Gym Club. 
 
    * 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller,” the policeman said to the Whitby Telegraph’s receptionist. He had just been dropped off by Riddle and was standing in a small reception area surrounded by photographs of a myriad of local events. 100th birthday parties and prize-winning vegetables bade for attention alongside photographs of the town’s V.E. Day celebrations and a royal visit. 
 
    “Inspector,” Tim Brown said as he emerged from a rickety staircase behind the receptionist’s desk. “Do you want to come up?” 
 
    “Thanks,” Miller said as he began to climb the ancient wooden stairs. “How’s the family?” 
 
    “Fine, thanks.” Tim said over his shoulder as he climbed to the newspaper’s first floor. “They send me regular updates from Sheffield,” he added. “But I don’t get back as much as I’d like.” 
 
    Both Miller and Tim Brown were originally from the steel city. Miller had cut his teeth on the city’s streets whereas Tim had worked as a junior reporter on the Sheffield Gazette. He had worked his way up to Chief Feature Writer before decamping to the coastal town for a change of pace. Things hadn’t been as peaceful as he had hoped. 
 
    “Another murder,” Tim said as they emerged into the first floor newsroom. “How are things going?” 
 
    “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about,” Miller said. 
 
    “I didn’t think it was a personal call,” Tim said with a lopsided smile. His curly brown hair and dishevelled appearance gave him the air of someone whose thinking was as unorganised as their personal appearance. Miller knew this was far from the truth. In his previous case, Tim Brown had been a great help and Miller hoped he might be able to at least shed some light on Danny Pagdin. 
 
    “I want to talk to you about Danny Pagdin,” Miller said. 
 
    It was only a few hours since Tim had been speaking to Dave Goodwin about the murder, but he had no idea what Danny Pagdin could have to do with the investigation. “The Danny Pagdin of Black Eye Productions?” 
 
    “The very one,” Miller said as Tim led him into the newspaper’s empty conference room. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” Tim asked. The paper had extensively covered Danny Pagdin’s various planning applications over the past three years. They had ranged from a drive-through chip shop to a cocktail bar in a disused lighthouse. All had so far been refused. 
 
    “His latest planning application for the topless dancing club,” Miller said. 
 
    “Twin Peaks?” 
 
    “That’s the one,” Miller said, thinking it was unlikely that the town council could have more than one topless bar application on its books at any time. 
 
    “What about it?” Tim said, his brown eyes alive with interest. 
 
    “From what you’ve heard,” Miller said, choosing his words carefully, “what are its chances of success?’ 
 
    “Initially, I would have said a few percentage below zero,” Tim said. 
 
    “Initially?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the odd thing,” Tim said. “I know from a number of good sources that when the application initially landed it was laughed out of the planning committee within minutes. But then Danny Pagdin resubmitted it with some significant amendments.” 
 
    “That’s normal isn’t it?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Pretty much,” Tim said. “It’s almost a dance that is carried out between the council and developers. Say a developer wants to build a block of executive apartments. They may initially apply to build a ten-storey block, which they will be pretty confident the council will decline. They then re-submit the application with the block reduced to say six storeys and include a couple of cheaper apartments for first time buyers. The council agrees the application, feeling they have served the town and the developer gets what they wanted all along.” 
 
    Miller nodded. It was all very cynical, but he was hardly surprised. “So what makes Danny Pagdin’s application so odd?” 
 
    “Well, he did make some amendments, but at the end of the day it was still an application for a topless bar on the harbour front. It was never going to happen.” 
 
    “So there was little point in him resubmitting the application?” Miller said. 
 
    “Little point in the second application,” Tim agreed, “but no point in the third. Or so you’d think.” 
 
    “He’s submitted a third application,” Miller said. “That is odd.” 
 
    “That’s not what’s really odd,” Tim said. “What’s really odd is that on the third application he’s removed all his concessions.” 
 
    “What?” Miller said, sitting forward. 
 
    “His most recent application is identical to his first,” Tim said. 
 
    “So what makes him think the council will approve an application which is less attractive than the one they’ve just refused and is identical to the original one which was turned down flat.” 
 
    “If you could find that out,” Tim said, “I would be very interested to know.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    “You want him to do what?” Miller said. 
 
    It was five past nine the morning following his chat with Tim Brown and the revelation about Danny Pagdin’s third planning application. He was sitting in the office of his boss, Chief Constable Davis.  
 
    “You heard me, Detective Inspector,” Davis said. 
 
    I heard you, Miller thought, but I can’t believe you. 
 
    “Let me get this straight,” Miller said. “In the middle of a murder investigation you want me to second Riddle to babysit a writer for the next three days?” 
 
    “Almost correct,” Davis said. “Although I do not want you to second Riddle, I am doing it now.” 
 
    “But the inquiry,” Miller said. 
 
    “It’s just three days,” Davis said, “I am sure you can cope. You can cope can’t you?” 
 
    Miller knew it wasn’t a question, or at least it wasn’t a question he could answer in the negative, especially as he had spent so much time arguing that he was fit to return to work after the Death’s Disciple case. 
 
    “Is that all, sir?” Miller said. 
 
    * 
 
    “You want me to do what?” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller sighed. “I know, Sergeant. It’s a done deal, nothing I can do. It’s only three days.” 
 
    “But why does this Don Watson need a police babysitter?” Riddle asked. Not only was he enraged about doing a job that a beat constable could carry out with his or her eyes shut, but also he was going to have to spend three days with a writer. 
 
    “Look on the bright side,” Miller said. “Many people would give their left arm to spend a day, let alone three with the country’s most famous and enigmatic writer.” 
 
    Riddle looked as if he was considering whether he could live without one of his arms. 
 
    “But why?” Riddle asked. “I mean, why does he need a babysitter in the first place?” 
 
    “That’s a good question,” Miller said. “The Chief Constable was oddly evasive. I would guess that some deal has been done with the council. A high profile writer gets a police escort which makes him look even more important and the force gets some good publicity.” 
 
    “Brilliant,” Riddle said. “I feel a whole lot better.” 
 
    “Just try to make the most of it,” Miller said looking at the clock. “He’s due to arrive in a hour. You’d better make a move.” 
 
    * 
 
    Don Watson cut an imposing figure as he emerged from a black Range Rover parked illegally on Pier Road. He looked up at the white building with the word Marine in smart black letters on its side.  
 
    “Good God,” he said. “Last time I was here this was a pub full of fishermen. Now’s it’s a boutique hotel.” 
 
    “Is that a good thing?” Riddle asked, somewhat impressed with the famous author, despite his best intentions. 
 
    “You tell me, Sergeant Riddle.” 
 
    “Well, it has a nice bar with a piano,” Riddle said, not wanting to admit he’d never set foot inside. 
 
    “You play the piano?” Don Watson asked as he straightened a Paisley cravat and brushed imaginary dust from his bespoke tweet suit. 
 
    “Well, no,” Riddle conceded, “but I’ve always liked Billy Joel.” 
 
    This seemed to puzzle the author, but he quickly recovered his demeanour.  
 
    “Shall we go in? I’ve forgotten how big the seagulls are,” he said with a worried glance to the sky. 
 
    Marine stood on a corner on Whitby’s harbour-side. Originally a pub frequented by members of the town’s once extensive fishing fleet, time, the economy and failure of various Fisheries Ministers had finally sealed its fate. The pub had closed its doors and the premises were renovated and reopened as a boutique hotel in 2008. It was a significant piece in the jigsaw of the reinvention of the town. Smart, metropolitan and stylish, its very existence would have been unthinkable a mere decade earlier; although for some of the town’s residents, it was an unwelcome step away from the town’s heritage. 
 
    Don Watson had been booked into a first floor room that had a balcony that stood above the corner entrance and overlooked the harbour. Up above, to the left he could see the famous 199 steps wind their way towards the town’s abbey. 
 
    “I climbed those steps a few times back in the day,” Don Watson said. “Not sure I’d like to do it now.” 
 
    “They haven’t put a lift in yet,” Riddle said, sounding sharper than he intended. 
 
    Don laughed, a deep cigarette scorched sound. Riddle looked at the writer’s fingers. They were tobacco yellow, as was much of his skin with the exception of his face. It was a deep red with ruptured veins spread out like ink splats on blotting paper. Don Watson had lived well on his success. 
 
    “What do you think of the room?” the writer asked. 
 
    “It’s very nice,” Riddle said trying to sound unimpressed. In truth it was the nicest hotel room he had ever seen, his travels normally limited to travel lodges and the occasional cramped apartment in a Spanish resort. 
 
    “Isn’t it?”  
 
    “I’m not sure about the shower, though.” 
 
    The shower cubical was situated on the edge of the living room, its glass doors affording no privacy to anyone who chose to share the room. 
 
    Don Watson laughed again.  
 
    “It’s a good job we weren’t here a year ago,” he said. “I’m told they originally didn’t put a door on the toilet.” 
 
    Riddle flinched.  
 
    “Good God,” he said. “We’re not French.” 
 
    This time the writer laughed long and hard. Rather surprisingly, Riddle was finding himself warming to the famous author. 
 
    “Luckily, the Yorkshire Police have allocated you a separate room, I believe.” 
 
    “That’s right, Mr Watson.” 
 
    “Don, please. Mr Watson sounds as if you’re going to caution me.” 
 
    “Don it is,” Riddle said. 
 
    * 
 
    After the author had unpacked, he and Riddle went downstairs to the bar.  
 
    “A whisky sour for me,” Don said. 
 
    “Err … orange juice for me,” Riddle said as he cast regret-filled eyes over the well stocked bar. 
 
    They chose a table in the window and sat down with their drinks and a folio case Don had brought with him. 
 
    “I thought we’d go over my plans for the next three days,” Don said, taking out a pair of tortoise shell reading glasses. “I’m sure you’ve been fully briefed, but I feel it’s always best to do these things in person.” 
 
    Riddle agreed, appreciating the thought. Perhaps the next few days weren’t going to be so bad after all. 
 
    “Day One: Saturday 21 December,” Don read from a piece of A4 paper. “That’s today,” he added with a twinkle. 
 
    “You have a meeting planned,” Riddle said referring to his own notes. 
 
    “Yes,” Don said, suddenly looking very sad. “It was to be with the council’s Heritage Officer, but I’m afraid …” 
 
    “I know,” Riddle said. “I’m involved with the case.” 
 
    “Really?” Don said. “Of course you are. How could you not be? It’s so tragic. I mean we’d only met the once, but we had corresponded many times. It was Georgina who persuaded me to attend the festival.” 
 
    “So you didn’t know anything about Mrs Callan?” Riddle asked. He knew he was on babysitting duty, but he was damned if he was going to forget the murder case. 
 
    “Beyond organising the festival? I’m afraid not.” 
 
    “She never mentioned any personal details?” Riddle said, aware he was pushing his luck. “I mean it would only be natural if you were exchanging so many communications that some personal details emerged.”  
 
    “Such as what?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Plans for the weekend, office politics that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I seem to recall she mentioned a husband at some point,” Don said. “Something about booking a holiday, but that’s about it.” 
 
    “Nothing more?” Riddle said. “I don’t suppose she mentioned anyone with the initials D.P.” 
 
    Don looked blank. 
 
    “Or a Danny Pagdin?” 
 
    “As far as I can recall,” the writer said, “she didn’t mention anyone apart from her husband.” 
 
    “I see,” Riddle said. He didn’t really think Georgina Callan would have mention a D.P. let alone Danny Pagdin, but it was worth asking.  
 
    “So you have an appointment with Lucy Greenwood,” Riddle said, returning to his scribbled sheet.  
 
    “That’s right. I believe she was Georgina’s assistant.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve met her myself. She seems very …” Riddle paused, searching for the right word. “… Capable,” he said finally. 
 
    “Let’s hope so,” Don said. 
 
    “I will do my very best, Mr Watson,” Lucy Greenwood said.  
 
    She was standing next to the table, with a black leather folder held under her left arm. She was wearing a smart black dress, back shoes and a black choker. This was offset with a multi-coloured scarf tied with a delicate knot. 
 
    Don Watson stood up, every inch the polite gentleman.  
 
    “Pleased to meet you, Miss Greenwood.” 
 
    “It’s an honour to finally meet you in person,” Lucy said. “I’m sure you get this all the time, but you’ve always been something of a hero to me.” 
 
    If this was the kind of comment Don Watson received on a regular basis, which Riddle guessed was more than likely, the author was polite enough to deny it. 
 
    “And I also wrote my thesis on Walking in my Footsteps,” Lucy said, aware that she was gushing. 
 
    “Your thesis?” Don said, unable to keep the surprise from his voice. 
 
    “For my Masters degree in contemporary fiction,” Lucy said. “Not that it’s got me far. Until today.” 
 
    “You don’t enjoy your work?” Don asked, after they had sat down. 
 
    “It has its moments,” Lucy admitted, “but working with decades-old newspaper clippings is hardly what I studied to do.” 
 
    “So you’re carrying on Georgina’s work?” Don said, taking a long sip of his drink. 
 
    “The council’s got to fulfil the task, so I seemed to be the most likely person.” 
 
    “And how is that going?” Riddle asked, aware that Lucy had so far ignored him. 
 
    “Surprisingly well,” she said. 
 
    After ordering another round of drinks, they returned to Don’s itinerary.  
 
    “As you will both know,” Lucy said, “tomorrow is book signing day.” 
 
    “Book signing day?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I’m afraid so, Sergeant,” Don said. “I’ll be signing my book for fifty or so fans. I fear it may be a little tedious for you.” 
 
    Riddle feared Don Watson could be right. 
 
    “Then the day after tomorrow is the big one,” Lucy said. “The festival’s keynote address.” 
 
    “That’s at 8pm?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Correct. It should last an hour,” she said, looking at Don for confirmation. 
 
    “I’ll try not to bore for any longer,” he laughed. 
 
    “And finally there’s the surprise joint announcement with the council on Christmas Eve at midday,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Surprise announcement?” Riddle said. “I understood I was only going to be with you until the 23rd.” 
 
    “It’s all been rather hush hush,” Don said. “I’m sure your boss won’t mind.” 
 
    “But what’s the surprise?” Riddle asked. 
 
    * 
 
    For the second time in two days, Miller found himself at the town hall. This time he was searching for the Senior Planning Officer. 
 
    Andrew Salway looked as if he had slept in a hedge, been run over by a bus and worked in a wind tunnel. He wore glasses that kept slipping down his nose and a suit that had creases in places Miller had never seen creases. 
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller,” Andrew Salway said offering a surprisingly firm handshake. “How may I help?” 
 
    “I’m wanting to talk to you about a planning application.” 
 
    “Really? Well, if you want to extend your garage, you’ve come to the right place!” 
 
    Miller suspected this was a well-worn joke, but was in no mood to play along. 
 
    “It’s just some background information we require,” Miller said. “I expect you are familiar with Black Eye Developments.” 
 
    “Black Eye Developments?” the Senior Planning Officer said with what sounded to Miller like unconvincing puzzlement. 
 
    “Perhaps the topless bar on the harbour front might ring a bell?” Miller said. 
 
    “Oh, that! A very odd application. Although,” Salway said, “there is potential.” 
 
    “Really?” Miller said.  
 
    “Of course, I cannot anticipate the committee’s decision, but there is a significant possibility that the venture could increase evening income for the town.” 
 
    “You’re considering approving it?” Miller said. 
 
    “We consider every application,” Salway said. 
 
    “But it’s been rejected twice,” Miller said. 
 
    “That’s not that unusual, Inspector. In fact, many applications do not succeed on their initial submission.”  
 
    “But it’s identical to the first submission.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” Salway said quickly. 
 
    Miller ignored the question. “And you would be happy for a topless bar to open on the harbour front?” 
 
    “We’re not moral guardians, Inspector. We have to look at many factors.” 
 
    “But why would you approve an application that is identical to one that has already been declined?” Miller asked. He was becoming frustrated and he knew it was showing. 
 
    “As I said, I can’t anticipate the committee’s decision, but it may be that they have a re-think. It does happen. Why the interest, Inspector?” 
 
    “Detective Inspector,” Miller said as he stood up. “I’ll be in touch.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller looked at his watch. It was almost lunchtime. He decided he would head back to his apartment to make some calls. He also needed to think and the West Cliff breeze always cleared his head. 
 
    As Miller arrived on the West Cliff he walked over to the scene of Georgina Callan’s murder. The SOCO team had left and the taped off area had been removed. An elderly man with a beagle was standing on the very spot where Georgina had died.  
 
    “Looks like snow,” he said as Miller walked past him. 
 
    Miller looked beyond him to where his third floor apartment faced the North Sea.  
 
    “I think you may be right,” he said. 
 
    * 
 
    Taking the steps two at a time, Miller bounded up the communal steps before entering a Yale key into his front door and passing into his apartment. 
 
    It was untidy. He really must get around to clearing up. The coffee table was covered with the remnants of the previous weekend’s newspapers. He picked up a copy of the Whitby Telegraph and searched for the Twin Peaks story. It was on page five, but told him nothing that he didn’t know already. 
 
    He opened a sliding door and stepped out onto a balcony. The West Cliff looked deserted. His neighbour’s window was illuminated with Christmas lights and he could make out someone’s radio playing John Lennon. 
 
    Miller rubbed his eyes and leaned on the edge of the balcony. Things weren’t going well. Georgina Callan’s death seemed to be motiveless, her husband was out of the picture and all that he was left with was the initials D.P. It was possible they could refer to Danny Pagdin, but just as possible they didn’t. Yet he would bet his diminishing pension that the developer knew something. Without any other options, Miller decided to call Danny Pagdin and get to the bottom of whatever it was he wasn’t telling him. 
 
    Miller took out his mobile and dialled Black Eye Developments. 
 
    “Good Afternoon, Tina Allison speaking,” a strained voice said. 
 
    “Miss Allison, it’s Detective Inspector Miller here. Please put me through to Mr Pagdin.” 
 
    “I can’t do that,” Tina said. 
 
    “Why not?” Miller said. He didn’t care if Pagdin was in the most important meeting of his career; he wanted to talk to him now. 
 
    “Because,” Tina said, the stress now clear in her voice, “he hasn’t come into work today. We can’t find him. No one knows where he is.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    “What the hell do you mean, no one knows where he is?” Miller exclaimed. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Tina Allison said. She was having the day from hell and now some policeman who had seemed perfectly nice the previous day was giving her a hard time. 
 
    Miller took a deep breath. “No, it’s me who should be sorry. You just took me by surprise. Just let me know what’s happened. In your own time,” he said, feeling ashamed of his outburst. What was wrong with him? 
 
    “Well, when we arrived this morning the private office door was locked. Danny … Mr Pagdin is almost always here first thing, but even when he isn’t he arranges for someone to have the key,” Tina said. 
 
    “But he hadn’t arranged for anyone to have the key today?” 
 
    “No,” Tina said. “But we wouldn’t have expected him to; he had a meeting first thing. The client wasn’t very happy, not happy at all. He seemed to think I was covering up for Mr Pagdin, but I wasn’t.” 
 
    “So what did you do?” Miller asked. 
 
    “We tried calling him and emailing him and by lunchtime we even tried his home number, but there was no answer. So I was sent around to his flat. There was no sign of anyone. The curtains were all drawn, there were no lights on and there was some post sticking out of his letterbox. I pushed it through.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said, even though he did no such thing. 
 
    Tina couldn’t provide any further information, so Miller thanked her and rang off. 
 
    He put his phone back into his pocket and sat down in the wooden chair he kept on his balcony. Another Christmas pop song wafted up through the chill air.  
 
    What the hell is going on? Miller thought. Has Danny done a runner? Did he kill Georgina Callan? If so, what was the motive? As hard as he tried, he couldn’t come up with an answer to any of these questions. 
 
    Scooping up his case file, Miller left his apartment and walked onto the West Cliff. The sky was very dark and threatening snow. Miller’s eyes followed a dark cloud as it crawled across the winter sky. As he did so he walked on and crashed into a figure. There was a yelp and a growling noise. 
 
    “Look where you’re going,” the old man said.  
 
    Miller was instantly apologetic.  
 
    “My fault, completely my fault. I wasn’t looking … oh, it’s you,” he said, suddenly noticing it was the man he had seen walking the beagle earlier.  
 
    “Let me help,” the old man said as he bent down to help Miller pick up the contents of the file he had dropped. “Me and Benji are heading back before the snow comes. We like to be inside with the fire roaring when it’s cold outside. Not that we can really afford to put the heating on.”  
 
    “Well, I won’t keep you,” Miller said. “Sorry again for being so clumsy.” 
 
    But the old man wasn’t listening. “I know him,” he said. 
 
    “You know who?” Miller asked, suddenly worried the old man may have been hurt in the collision. 
 
    “Him in the picture.” 
 
    The man was holding a cutting from the Whitby Gazette that had fallen out of Miller’s case file. The cutting contained a headline: Topless Bar Latest under which there was a photograph of Danny Pagdin standing next to the proposed site. 
 
    “You know Danny Pagdin?” Miller said. “From the paper, you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I read the Telegraph every day. I’ve been subscribing for years,” the old man said. “Love the letters page and the cartoon the most. But I’d have recognised him even if he’d never been in the paper.” 
 
    “Really? How?” Miller asked. 
 
    “From here,” the old man said, waving his left arm about to indicate the West Cliff. “He’s up here two, three times a week.” 
 
    “On his own?” Miller asked, the hairs on the back of his neck standing up. 
 
    “Never on his own,” the old man said. “He’s always with a woman, a good looking one.” 
 
    Miller searched through his file until he found a picture of Georgina Callan. It had been taken a few years ago, but it was unmistakably her in the photograph. “Is this the woman?” 
 
    The old man studied the photograph. “That’s her. No doubt about it.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” Miller asked. 
 
    The old man gestured along the length of the path that ran along the top of the West Cliff. “I walk Benji along here every night, come rain or shine. Always the same time: from five to six; always the same route: the Royal Hotel to the white house and back. I’ve been seeing them every week for the past year or so.” 
 
    “Bloody hell,” Miller said. 
 
    “Was it her?” the old man said. “Was it her who was killed?” 
 
    Miller nodded. 
 
    “Damn shame,” the old man said shaking his head. 
 
    Miller took the old man’s details and headed straight for the police station. 
 
    * 
 
    “There you are,” said Chief Constable Davis. “I wanted to check if you’d made any progress.” 
 
    Miller resisted the urge to say he’d have more chance of making progress if he hadn’t had his sergeant taken off him. “As a matter of fact there has been a development.” 
 
    Miller explained about the chance meeting with the old man on the West Cliff and the disappearance of Danny Pagdin. 
 
    “He’s done a runner?” Davis said with glee. “Seems you’ve got your man.” 
 
    “Well, it’s certainly odd,” Miller conceded. “But we didn’t have anything on him. We can’t arrest a man for having the same initials as were found in a murder victim’s diary.” 
 
    “And you’ve definitely ruled out the husband?” Davis asked sounding disappointed. 
 
    “Yes. Neighbours have independently confirmed he was in the house at the time of the murder.” 
 
    “Then this Danny Pagdin is your man.” 
 
    “It’s a bit of leap, isn’t it?” Miller said. “Yes, it looks like he lied about knowing Georgina Callan, but that doesn’t mean he killed her.” 
 
    Davis took a step closer to Miller. “Are you sure you’re up to this? I understand what you went through before,” he said, making it obvious that he didn’t understand any such thing. “But if you’re not sure you can follow this through, I need to know now.” 
 
    “I can follow it through,” Miller said, resentment making his words sound sharp and brittle. 
 
    “Good, let me know when you’ve found this Pagdin. With the festival about to start, an early result is just what we need.” 
 
    With that, Chief Constable Davis left Miller standing in the busy corridor.  
 
    Was Davis right? Was it really as simple as that? Miller could see that Danny Pagdin could be the murderer, but he couldn’t work out why he would kill Georgina Callan. Was it something to do with his planning application? Did people really kill over a planning application? Miller couldn’t believe that was all there was to it, but he couldn’t argue with the facts. Georgina Callan had been murdered and Danny Pagdin was missing. He needed to talk to Riddle. 
 
    * 
 
    A few minutes later Miller was sitting behind his desk. He had spent so little time in his office over the past ten months that he was seeing it with fresh eyes. The walls needed a lick of paint, the cork notice boards were full of flyers for events that had long passed and the CD player that sat on top of the filing cabinet was covered in dust. 
 
    Promising himself an imminent cleaning session, Miller dialled his sergeant’s number. 
 
    “Riddle,” Miller said. “How’s life in the literary circle?” 
 
    “Oh you know, sir. I’m making the most of it.” 
 
    “Is that piano music I can hear in the background?” Miller said. 
 
    “Err … I think it is, sir.” 
 
    “Ask the piano player for some Art Tatum,” Miller said. 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Miller said. “Can I tear you away from your current assignment for a moment?”  
 
    Miller explained all that had happened in the past few hours. When he finished there was a pause in which Miller could make out what sounded like a piano version of Vincent. 
 
    “Well, Sergeant, what do you think of the Chief Constable’s conclusion that Danny Pagdin is our killer?” 
 
    “I think the Chief has very strong opinions,” Riddle said. 
 
    “It’s not a test, Riddle. What do you think?” 
 
    “It’s certainly suggestive that Danny Pagdin has vanished and that he knew the victim,” Riddle said. “But I think it’s a bit of a jump from that to arresting him for murder. I suppose our main priority is to find Pagdin.” 
 
    “You mean it’s my priority,” Miller said. 
 
    “For the next three days, I’m afraid,” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller thought he could make out the chink of glasses.  
 
    “All right, Sergeant. The Chief’s authorised a search of Danny Pagdin’s flat. I’m not sure what he’s expecting to find, but I suppose it’s a start. I’ll keep you informed,” Miller said before he ended the call. 
 
    At that moment there was a knock at his office door. 
 
    “Come in,” Miller called. 
 
    “Hello, sir,” PC Lisa Newbold said as her diminutive figure entered the office. 
 
    Not for the first time Miller wondered how she had managed to pass the minimum height guidelines, but he was glad she did. He considered her a very capable constable with a bright future ahead.  
 
    “I’m glad to see you back,” Newbold said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said abruptly. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “We’re about to leave to search Danny Pagdin’s house. Do you want to come?” 
 
    Miller didn’t, but was sure the Chief Constable would want to know why he hadn’t been present.  
 
    “Of course I do,” Miller said as he stood up and put on his overcoat. “Let’s go.” 
 
    * 
 
    Danny Pagdin’s flat was situated on Royal Crescent on Whitby’s West Cliff, just a few hundred yards from Miller’s own apartment, although it was its close proximity to the murder scene that had grabbed the Chief Constable’s attention. The Crescent was in fact only half a crescent as the architect or builders – Miller couldn’t remember which – had run out of money. What had been built was a semi-crescent of five storey buildings that had housed some of the town’s finest Victorian families. 
 
    The cost of maintaining the properties over the years had led to most of them being turned into holiday flats. Indeed during Miller’s annual childhood visits to the town, he had stayed in almost every one of the houses. He found it ironic that developers such as Danny Pagdin were now realising the potential the Victorians first saw and were converting them back into private residences. 
 
    Danny Pagdin’s flat was in the middle of the semi-crescent occupying the top floor. There was an old metal cage lift that Miller, Newbold and the senior SOCO officer squeezed in to.  
 
    After a PC had smashed the door, Miller led the others into the flat. Miller’s first impression was of the same minimalism of Pagdin’s office, but on closer inspection there were a few homely touches. 
 
    The standard lamp in the living room had a chiffon scarf draped across it and there were neatly arranged vases of flowers in most of the rooms. 
 
    “A woman’s touch?” PC Newbold asked. 
 
    “He lives alone,” Miller said, “but you may have a point.” 
 
    The walls were mostly covered in arty black and white photos of the kind Miller intently disliked. Close ups of sand, some pebbles and a tip of a leaf in the living room; sand dunes, the rings of a tree trunk, and a collection of knives and forks in the kitchen. 
 
    “We should be able to arrest him for his taste in art,” Miller said. “Jesus,” he said as he stopped in from of a set of shelving. 
 
    “What is it?” Newbold asked, coming to stand next to him. 
 
    “He arranges his books by the colour of their spine,” Miller said. 
 
    “Sir!” a voice called from the bedroom. 
 
    Miller and Newbold exchanged a glance. “On my way,” Miller called. 
 
    Danny Pagdin’s bedroom was a vision of contrasts. The bedding was black silk; the walls festooned with works of abstract art, and in the corner a music speaker system in the shape of an airship. Colour was almost completely absent, with greys dominant. Yet there was a floral blanket folded neatly at the foot of the bed, a framed print of Van Gough’s Starry Night propped up on a bedside table, and a CD of Cannonball Adderley’s Somethin’ Else on the only chair. 
 
    One of the SOCO team was holding something in his outstretched hand. “We found this,” he said. 
 
    Miller took the item and examined it closely. It was a silver locket on a long chain. The locket had a finely engraved pattern and a delicate fastener.  
 
    “Looks expensive,” Newbold said. “Anything inside?” 
 
    Miller carefully opened the locket to reveal a small, engraved message. Remember me when I am gone away. 
 
    “Remember me when I am gone away?” Newbold read over Miller’s shoulder. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It rings a bell.” Miller’s brow creased with the effort of trying to recall where he had heard the phrase before. “Can I take this?” he said to the SOCO officer. 
 
    “It’s not a crime scene,” he said. “My orders are just to record anything of interest.” 
 
    “OK, thanks,” Miller said. “Right, Newbold. I don’t think we need to be Poirot and Hastings to figure out that this belonged to a woman, so our job is to find out which woman. Get in touch with Tina Allison at Black Eye Productions and see if she recognises it. You never know it might belong to one of the staff. It’s obviously not new – there are quite a few scratches on it – so see if she can remember anyone wearing it.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Newbold said as she left the room. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Newbold re-entered the bedroom. Miller was sitting on the edge of the bed reading the liner notes of the Cannonball Adderley CD.  
 
    “She always loved the song Autumn Leaves,” Miller said. 
 
    “Sir?” Newbold said. 
 
    Miller looked up as if he hadn’t realised Newbold was in the room.  
 
    “That was quick,” he said. “Surely you haven’t managed to get a response yet.” 
 
    “No, sir,” Newbold said, an undercurrent of tension in her voice. 
 
    “What is it, then?” 
 
    “I’ve just had Dr Powell on the phone,” she said. 
 
    “What did our favourite pathologist want?” Miller said. His voice sounded tired. 
 
    “He’s just had the victim’s husband in to collect her personal affects.” 
 
    “And?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “And he says there’s something missing.” 
 
    Miller put the CD down on the bed and his eyes seemed to refocus. “What does he say is missing?” 
 
    “He says his wife almost always wore it,” Newbold said, unable to keep the excitement from her voice. 
 
    “Slow down, constable,” Miller said. “Tell me exactly what he said.” 
 
    “Sorry, sir. Mr Callan said that the locket and chain his wife always wore is missing from her personal effects. And he also confirmed that she was wearing it on the day of her murder.” 
 
    “And did Mr Callan say whether there was any inscription inside the locket,” Miller asked, although he was sure he already knew the answer. 
 
    “Yes he did,” Newbold said. “Remember me when I am gone away.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    “Get straight back onto the station and find out if Mr Callan has gone back home,” Miller said to PC Newbold. “And if he has, get in touch with him and tell him we’re on our way.” 
 
    After Newbold had left to carry out her instructions, Miller re-opened the locket and stared at the inscription. Remember me when I am gone away. How could he have forgotten? Of course he knew where it came from. What the hell was wrong with him? 
 
    Although it was only mid-afternoon, Whitby’s streetlights were on and darkness was quickly settling over the town as the long-threatened snow was at last falling. Christmas shoppers walked arm-in-arm along the town’s streets as PC Newbold drove Detective Inspector Miller to the home of Sean Callan. 
 
    “Have you got all your shopping done?” Newbold asked. She knew it wasn’t the kind of question she was supposed to ask a senior officer, but she was finding the silence in the car uncomfortable.  
 
    “Not many people to buy for,” Miller said. 
 
    “Oh,” Newbold said. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry?” Miller said. “Why are you sorry?” he asked, then immediately realised what PC Newbold meant. She had been involved in the Death’s Disciple case and had seen first hand the effect it had on him. But he was over that so why couldn’t everyone else move on? 
 
    “There’s nothing to be sorry about,” he said forcing a smile. “There’s my mother and a brace of nephews and nieces.” 
 
    “I see,” Newbold said. 
 
    Miller was rather afraid that she did.  
 
    It only took a couple of minutes to drive from Danny Pagdin’s flat to the Callan home, but there could hardly have been more of a difference in their respective styles. While Danny’s flat was all modern design, filled with the latest appliances and gadgets, Sean and Georgina’s home was situated in a row of Victorian terraced houses which seemed to revel in their original features. Front doors were painted in a palette of pastel colours and porches still retained the signature black and white tiles of their era. 
 
    Number 82 was painted in what Georgina had called a Norfolk Green. The front windows had plant pots filled with wild flowers and the wooden windows were recently varnished. As Sean Callan opened the door, Miller guessed that most of this work would have been Georgina’s. He was wearing yesterday’s pair of old jeans, a Rugby shirt with the collar turned up and a pair of walking socks that had bobbled from too many washes. 
 
    “Good afternoon, sir,” Miller said. “I’m really sorry to bother you,” he said, aware he was sounding like he was just going through the motions. “Sean,” he started again, “thanks for seeing us at such short notice.” 
 
    Sean Callan shrugged. He was a large man, but he seemed shrunken and broken. “Come in,” he said in a voice that was both gruff and frail. 
 
    For the second time that week, Miller followed Sean through to the living room. It looked exactly like it had before, with the same piles of books and newspapers lining every surface. The only difference was that the television wasn’t switched on. 
 
    “Sit down,” Sean said, as he slumped into an armchair. His eyes were bloodshot and he smelled of cheap whisky. Miller felt a pang of sympathy that was not just born out of his situation. 
 
    “This is PC Newbold,” Miller said, gesturing for her to sit down. 
 
    Sean Callan managed a thin smile. 
 
    “I just wanted to ask you a few more questions,” Miller said. “I know this won’t be easy, but you have my word that they are necessary.” 
 
    “What do you want to know?” Sean said. 
 
    “Can we start by talking about the personal possessions you collected this afternoon? I understand from PC Newbold that you told the officer in charge that there was an item missing.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Sean said. “It was a locket; you know, a chain and locket. Silver. Georgina wore it all the time.” 
 
    “She wore it almost every day?” Miller asked. “It must have had a very personal meaning. Did you buy it?” 
 
    “Me?” Sean said, “God, no. I’ve never been good at that sort of thing. I wouldn’t know where to start. And besides, I never seem to have any spare money to buy presents or things like that.” 
 
    “So where did it come from?” Miller asked. “A present from someone else?” 
 
    “Georgina bought it herself, a year or so ago. Not sure where she got it from …” Sean said, his voice trailing off. 
 
    “And you’re sure she was wearing it the morning she last left for work,” Miller said. 
 
    “I’m sure,” Sean said, his voice breaking. “It’s all I can see now. The way she was as she went to work that morning. It was just another day. We talked about her picking up fish and chips for tea. She said she might be late. She rubbed my cheek …” Sean’s hand went to his right cheek. “She said, ‘see you tonight.’ That was the last thing she ever said. See you tonight. But she didn’t. She didn’t come home. My lovely, beautiful wife didn’t come home. She’s never going to come home again …” 
 
    Newbold put her hand to her mouth. She had been in the force for a number of years, but this type of thing never got any easier. 
 
    “Sean,” Miller said, “I can’t even pretend to understand what you’re feeling, but I do need to ask you these questions in order that I catch who did this.” 
 
    Sean looked up. There were tears in his eyes, but they had taken on a more focused appearance. “All I want is for this bastard to be caught,” he said spitting the words out. “Ask whatever you want.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said. “Do you know why the locket was inscribed with the words, Remember me when I am gone away?” 
 
    “It’s from a poem, I think,” Sean said.  
 
    “Christina Rossetti,” Miller said. “The poem’s called Remember. I know it well. It’s beautiful. We had it read at my father’s funeral.” 
 
    “That’s why Georgina loved it,” Sean said, sounding fully engaged for the first time. “It had been her father’s favourite poem. I never knew him of course; he died when we were very young. That’s why she loved it so much. You would have liked her,” he added, as he turned his gaze to the newspapers on the table. 
 
    Miller decided to change tact. “Did your wife talk about her work much?” 
 
    “Not really,” Sean said. “She did mention the newspaper work she was doing. She said it was fascinating.” 
 
    “You mean the cuttings from the Whitby Telegraph’s library?” 
 
    “That’s it,” Sean said. “She’d always loved books and things, but she seemed to be really excited about some of the stories in the cuttings. She kept talking about following on from the past, or something like that. She was interested in history.” 
 
    “How did you meet?” Miller asked. He knew the question wasn’t really relevant, but it was becoming increasingly apparent that Sean and Georgina had very little in common. 
 
    “We were at school together,” Sean said. “I sat behind her and used to pull her hair. We lived on the same street and our parents were friends. She always said it was inevitable, but I couldn’t believe my luck. She was always out of my league.” 
 
    “I’m sure you were both very happy,” Miller said. He wasn’t sure at all, but he couldn’t think of anything else to say. 
 
    “Are you?” Sean said. “I loved her, Inspector, but I don’t think she loved me. No, that’s wrong. I don’t think she was in love with me.” 
 
    Miller was surprised. He hadn’t thought Sean Callan to be capable of such thoughts. 
 
    “It’s been on my mind a lot,” he said as if in answer to Miller’s thought. “We married very young and we used to like the same things. The problem is I still like the things I liked then; rugby, going down the pub, watching the telly, but Georgina found new things; books, newspapers and music. I tried to make her happy, though. Perhaps I could have tried harder.” 
 
    Miller didn’t know what to say to that. 
 
    “Thank you, Sean,” he said after a few moments. “That’ll be all for now. I’ll be in touch.” 
 
    * 
 
    “God that was depressing,” Newbold said. “The poor man.” 
 
    “Is there anything sadder than loving someone with all your heart who doesn’t love you back?” Miller asked. “But, does it get us any nearer to finding his wife’s killer?” 
 
    “What now?” Newbold asked, unable to answer Miller’s question. 
 
    “I want to talk to Lucy Greenwood,” Miller said. “Sergeant Riddle informs me she’s returned to the Pavilion.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller and Newbold found Lucy Greenwood putting chairs out in the Pavilion’s main hall.  
 
    “The person who’s supposed to be doing this has apparently come down with the flu or some such rubbish,” Lucy said as she took another chair from a pile and placed it at the beginning of another sweeping semi-circle. “So guess who’s job it is now?” 
 
    “I can see how busy you are,” Miller said after introducing PC Newbold, “but I just wanted to ask you a couple of questions.” 
 
    “Of course,” Lucy said. “Anything I can do to help, but can we talk while I work?” 
 
    “Why don’t we help?” Miller said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Lucy said, stopping to look at Miller as if seeing him for the first time. “Nice to see there are still some gentlemen left.” 
 
    Miller brushed aside the compliment. “I understand that Georgina used to wear a certain piece of jewellery all the time.” 
 
    “You mean that silver locket?” Lucy said. 
 
    “That’s the one,” Miller said, as he completed the third row. “Do you have any idea where she bought it from?” 
 
    “I don’t think she bought it. It was a gift, wasn’t it?” Lucy said. 
 
    “Her husband didn’t buy it.” 
 
    “Well, I think the poor man’s wrong. The impression I got was that it was a gift.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” Newbold asked. 
 
    Lucy thought for a moment. “I remember when she wore it for the first time,” she said. “It was a year or so ago and Georgina seemed to be in two minds whether she should wear it. I recall she must have taken it off and put it back on half a dozen times that day. I asked her about it, but she didn’t seem to want to talk about it. She could be funny that way sometimes.” 
 
    “And did you see the inscription on the inside?” 
 
    “Now that was funny,” Lucy said. “I remember me saying she should get photographs taken and have one of her and one of Sean on the inside.” 
 
    “You mean there wasn’t any inscription?” 
 
    “No. But a couple of days later she suddenly seemed to love the thing and when I asked her if she’d put pictures on the inside she showed me the inscription. Can’t recall what it said.” 
 
    “Remember me when I am gone away,” Miller said. 
 
    “That’s it,” Lucy said. “Not sure what it meant, but Georgina was certainly happy about it. She wore it almost every day after that.” 
 
    “And she had it on the day she died?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Lucy said. “I saw her about five minutes before she left that night and she certainly had it on then.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Well, constable, any thoughts?” Miller asked as Newbold was driving them back to the police station.  
 
    Newbold took a deep breath. She was only too aware what a great opportunity had fallen in her lap when Sergeant Riddle had been seconded to babysit Don Watson. Not that she wouldn’t have minded spending time with such a celebrity, but she was in no doubt that this was where she wanted to be, working with Miller. She just needed to make sure she didn’t mess it up. 
 
    “Constable?” Miller prompted. 
 
    “I was just getting my thoughts in order,” Newbold said.  
 
    “And are they?” Miller said. 
 
    “Yes, sir, “ Newbold said. Great start, she thought.  
 
    “Would you like to share?” Miller said, a slight smile on his face. 
 
    “Sorry, sir. I was just thinking that the locket is obviously important, but not necessarily in the way it may seem at first.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Think about what we know. Georgina Callan wore that locket every day, so it was obviously important to her. It’s unlikely that it would have gone with everything she wore, so there must be a reason she wore it so often and that must be a sentimental attachment.” Newbold was enjoying this. It certainly made a change from the endless cups of tea she often had to make for the Chief Constable. 
 
    “We know she was wearing the locket when she left work, no more than thirty minutes before she was murdered. But when her body was discovered the locket was gone. There are three explanations for this: either she took the locket off between the office and the cliff top, which seems highly improbable; someone took the necklace from her body after she had been killed, which seems unlikely; or the murderer took it. But if this is the case why?” 
 
    “Good,” Miller said. “Go on.” 
 
    “If the murderer took it, which seems the most likely explanation, why? The killing wasn’t theft; it’s a nice necklace, but it’s only worth a couple of hundred pounds and besides, her purse and credit cards hadn’t been touched.” 
 
    “So we can rule out robbery?” Miller said. 
 
    “I would say so, sir. As I said the locket is important, but I just can’t help feeling there’s still something we don’t know. I mean if we say that Danny Pagdin is the killer, why keep the locket? It’s about as incriminating as it gets. Also, if he’s done a runner, why leave the only piece of incriminating evidence behind?” 
 
    “It’s a good question,” Miller said as the car pulled into the station car park. 
 
    Newbold locked the car door and fell into step beside Miller as they walked through the freshly fallen snow to the station entrance. 
 
    * 
 
    “Do you think Danny Pagdin is our killer?” Newbold asked as Miller inserted a pound coin into the coffee machine and made his selection. 
 
    “I think things would be very simple if he was the killer,” Miller said, as his black coffee was dispensed. 
 
    “With respect sir,” Newbold said, “that’s not an answer.” 
 
    Miller smiled sadly. “It isn’t, is it? So let me try to give you an answer. I think Danny Pagdin is a scared man, I think he may also be a coward with terrible taste in art and a very dubious development ethos. I would even go as far as to say that his business dealings, if not actually illegal, are highly suspect. On top of this, I have no idea why he has the locket that the victim was almost certainly wearing when she was killed. But do I think that he murdered Georgina Callan?” 
 
    Miller paused and took a sip of his coffee. 
 
    “No,” he said. “I don’t.” 
 
    “You have no idea how pleased I am to hear you say that,” said Danny Pagdin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Miller spun around. Danny Pagdin was standing next to the Enquiry Desk. He looked scared and had lost all the self-confidence on display when Miller and Riddle had interviewed him. 
 
    “Mr Pagdin,” Miller said. “I would be lying if I was to say you weren’t the last person I expected to see here. I’m glad to see you are safe.” 
 
    “You’re Danny Pagdin,” Newbold blurted out. “I thought you had disappeared.” 
 
    Danny Pagdin shook his head. “I’ve only been gone for eight hours. I needed to think.” 
 
    “You realise you are potentially in a lot of trouble, Mr Pagdin. It may well be worthwhile securing the services of a solicitor.” 
 
    “It may,” Danny Pagdin said, “but I don’t want one.” 
 
    “What do you want?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I want to talk.” 
 
    “That makes two of us. Shall we go?” Miller said, gesturing in the direction of the interview rooms. 
 
    Danny Pagdin nodded his assent. 
 
    * 
 
    Despite the radiators, the interview room was cold and smelled damp. Miller offered Danny Pagdin a blanket, which he draped around his shoulders, making him look like a survivor from some natural disaster. 
 
    Miller pressed the buttons on a recording machine. 
 
    “This is Detective Inspector Miller. With me is PC Lisa Newbold. We are interviewing Daniel Pagdin, who is currently assisting us with our inquiries on a voluntary basis. Mr Pagdin has refused my recommendation of legal council. Are you happy to proceed?” Miller said, sitting down opposite Danny Pagdin. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Let’s get this out of the way then,” Miller said. “Did you murder Georgina Callan?” 
 
    “No, I did not,” Pagdin said. 
 
    Miller seemed to relax slightly.  
 
    “In which case,” he said, “do you want to tell me what the hell has been going on?’ 
 
    Danny Pagdin took a deep breath. 
 
    “It all started about eighteen months ago,” he said. “My company was looking to take advantage of the changing retail climate in Whitby – you know the new bars and restaurants – so we had the idea to bring a fun adult concept to the town.” 
 
    “Fun adult concept?” Miller said. He felt like arresting the man for his abuse of the English language. 
 
    Danny smiled sheepishly. “Sorry. It becomes a habit talking like that.” 
 
    “I assume you mean the topless bar,” Miller said. 
 
    “Twin Peaks,” Danny said. “It’s all clean fun. I mean it’s not like we were suggesting opening a brothel or a swingers’ club. It’s just topless waitresses and a few exotic dancers. There’s no harm in it.” 
 
    “Many people think the opposite,” Miller said. “And the council seemed to agree.” 
 
    Danny shrugged. “You’ve got to accept some opposition to these type of schemes. But I’ve pledged a lot of money to next year’s festival. I’m hoping that may oil the wheels.” 
 
    So that was why the third application had dropped all the concessions, Miller thought. 
 
    “So is this how you met Georgina Callan?” 
 
    “Yes. As you know, Georgina was the council’s Heritage Officer. This meant her job was trying to secure business interest in the town through projects such as the literary festival and last summer’s Art on the Beach exhibition.” 
 
    “I thought her role was to publicise the arts in Whitby, not secure business interest,” Miller said. 
 
    Danny smiled as if acknowledging an often-fought argument. “True,” he said, “but to me it’s one and the same. If you get businesses to invest in the town, there’s more money for arts projects.” 
 
    “That’s why you approached Mrs Callan?” 
 
    “Exactly. I tried to persuade her that opening Twin Peaks would bring more business to the town. You know, conferences, executive nights out, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “And did she agree?” Miller asked. 
 
    A grim smile crossed Danny’s face. “No. She said it would attract stag nights which would undermine the town’s reputation as a family destination.” 
 
    “I think she may have had a point,” Miller said. He remembered his last trip to Dublin and shuddered at the memory of a Saturday night on O’Connell Street. “So you didn’t make any progress in getting her to support your cause.” 
 
    “None at all. But that’s when the strangest thing happened. She had agreed to a business lunch for me to make one final pitch. I think I had suggested we part-sponsor some lecture on Whitby’s links with Victorian writers, so we met up in the White Horse and Griffin.” 
 
    “What happened?” Miller asked. 
 
    “We got on. Very well.” 
 
    Miller leaned in closer to Danny. “That surprised you?” 
 
    “I’m not a fool, Inspector. I knew she was only meeting me because of the potential sponsorship deal and she knew it was my job to persuade her to support our application. Of course she wasn’t directly linked to the planning department, but support from the Heritage Officer can make a big difference to a plan. Anyway, it soon became apparent, even before we had ordered, that she had no intention of supporting the bar. But she seemed in no rush to leave.” 
 
    “Are you telling me that she made a sexual advance towards you?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No,” Danny said. “But we did both order their mini fish and chips.” 
 
    “You think this is funny?” Miller said standing up. 
 
    “Please sit down, Inspector. I promise you that funny is the last thing I think this is. I’m just trying to explain what happened.” 
 
    Miller grunted, but sat back down. 
 
    “I spend a lot of time with attractive women,” Danny said. “My business is a success, I’m single and I like to have a good time. But Georgina was different. She’s a … she was a very beautiful woman; but it was so much more than that. She was different from the people I normally encounter in my job. She genuinely believed in what she did. She was interesting, passionate, well read, and …” 
 
    “Married,” Miller said. 
 
    Danny’s shoulders sagged. “And married,” he conceded. “That’s what was so strange. She talked fondly of her husband, but there was something …” Danny searched for the right word. “ … Missing, I suppose. I’ve never met the man, but from what I learnt from Georgina he sounds like a good, honest, dependable man. But she seemed to want more.” 
 
    “And you’re trying to tell me that you were what she was missing in her life?” Miller said, unable to keep the disbelief from his voice. 
 
    “That’s just it, Inspector. I think I was. At that particular moment in time, I think I was what she wanted.” 
 
    “Which was?” 
 
    “Which was someone who would pay her attention, notice when she was wearing a new dress, and make her laugh.” 
 
    “So you’re telling me that Georgina Callan fell in love with you?’ 
 
    Danny’s eyes were full of sadness. “Oh, Inspector. You’re not getting it are you? Georgina didn’t fall in love with me. I was just the right person at the right time. She needed distraction; she needed some fun in her life. She needed someone to talk to. And God did we talk, often late into the night. We talked about everything from her job, to her childhood, her late father, her favourite books, even her strange love of jazz music. And then we would sleep together. Sometimes just sleep.” 
 
    “But you had a sexual relationship with Mrs Callan,” Miller said. 
 
    “Yes, we had an affair. But it was so much more than that.” 
 
    “More?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Yes, Inspector. Georgina Callan may not have fallen in love with me, but I sure as hell fell in love with her.” 
 
    Miller was finding it difficult to adjust his opinion of Danny Pagdin. Could this slimy developer, with his abstract art and cold, minimalist home, be capable of love? 
 
    Danny seemed to guess what Miller was thinking. “I can’t deny it was out of character for me, but she was such a wonderful woman. Jesus,” he said, “I even bought her that locket.” 
 
    Miller sat up, his piercing blue eyes staring into the depths of Danny’s muddy green eyes. “You bought her the locket?” 
 
    “Yes. I mean buying presents has never been my thing, but after that meal we walked along Church Street and she spotted it in the window of the Black Jet shop. She said it reminded her of one her mother used to have. So the next day I bought it. I met her on the West Cliff and as we sat on one of the benches overlooking the crazy golf course, I kissed her for the first time. Then I gave her the locket. We just sat there in silence.” 
 
    “So why the engraving?” Miller asked. 
 
    Danny was shaking his head. “Looking back I’m ashamed at what I did. Well, not what I did but why I did it.” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “We met again the day after. I was desperate to see her, but she was having second thoughts. Feeling guilty, I suppose. She said she had taken the locket off and put it back on a dozen times that day at work and she just couldn’t decide what to do. Of course I realised it wasn’t the locket that she couldn’t make her mind up about, it was me. So I asked her for the locket and said I’d meet her the next day after work on our bench on the West Cliff.” 
 
    “So what did you do?” Miller asked. 
 
    “The first night we spent together Georgina spoke a lot about her father. He had died when she was very young. I think he was a journalist on the local paper. Anyway, she was obviously very attached to him and she told me that he had bought her a book of poetry. He knew she was far too young for it, but he had said that one day she would understand it. In the book was a poem called Remember. When her father died, her mother read out the poem at the service. It contains the lines …” 
 
    “Remember me when I am gone away,” Miller said. 
 
    “Right. So I had those lines engraved in the locket. I’m ashamed now, but back then I figured that if she had something that reminded her of her father then she would keep it. She would keep my locket.” 
 
    Miller glanced up at the interview room clock. It was ten past seven. Outside snow was falling and the wind was picking up. “It’s not my job to judge your motives,” he said. “I just need the facts. What happened next?” 
 
    “We continued to see each other two or three times a week. Mostly we would meet on the West Cliff and now again go back to my flat. Georgina said it looked like the Tate Modern, so she tried to add a female touch. Truth is, I just loved having anything about the place that was hers.” 
 
    “You were still seeing each other when she died?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Not as much,” Danny said. “Whatever I gave her in the early days seemed to be diminishing. It was awful, Inspector. I loved her more and more, but I could see her feelings for me fading away. By the time she died, it was all but over. She was going to leave me.” 
 
    Miller’s eyebrows rose. 
 
    “I know, I know,” Danny said. “You think I’m giving myself a motive for killing her, don’t you? But don’t you see? She may have never loved me and she may have needed me less and less as time passed, but I loved her. I could never have hurt her. It would have broken my heart, but I would have let her go.” 
 
    Miller shook his head. He didn’t know if Danny Pagdin was telling the truth, but he was damn sure what Chief Constable Davis would say. In his mind what Danny had just said was tantamount to a confession. 
 
    “All right, Mr Pagdin,” Miller said. “Let’s just say everything you have told me is true. It doesn’t explain why the locket you bought Mrs Callan, the locket she wore almost every day, and the locket she was wearing half an hour before she was murdered was found in your flat.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes stared at the table. He seemed unwilling, or unable to look Miller in the face.  
 
    “I know,” he said flatly. 
 
    “So could you offer an explanation?’ 
 
    “I can tell you and I will tell you. But before I do, I beg you to remember what I’ve told you about Georgina. This is why I came in. This is why I wanted to talk to you. I wanted you to know how I feel; how I felt about her.” 
 
    “I’ve heard everything you’ve said,” Miller said. “So can you tell me how we came to find the locket in your flat?” 
 
    “It’s quite simple,” Danny Pagdin said, his face a mixture of sadness and pleading. “I took the locket from Georgina’s dead body.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “You murdered her?” Miller said standing up. “After all that you’re telling me that you murdered her?” 
 
    Danny Pagdin flinched and looked as if he expected Miller to hit him.  
 
    “No, no, no!” he screamed. “Haven’t you been listening? I loved her. I could never have hurt her.” Tears were now rolling down his puffy cheeks. 
 
    “So what the hell are you saying?” Miller said. 
 
    “What I’m saying,” Danny said wiping his face with his sleeve, “is that I found Georgina’s body. She was already dead. And I took the locket.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Bloody hell,” Riddle said an hour later when Miller had told him what had happened. “Do you believe him?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Miller said. “What’s more important is the Chief doesn’t. We’ve arrested him. He’s in a holding cell. The Chief’s all but handing out cigars.” 
 
    “You’re not convinced, are you?” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller thought for a moment. “The Chief thinks that Danny Pagdin is playing a very clever game. He thinks it could all be a double bluff and the whole declining a solicitor thing could be part of some plan to appear innocent, but …” 
 
    “But?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I’m not convinced. If that’s what he’s doing, it’s one hell of a gamble. It’s true that he couldn’t convincingly explain the locket being found in his flat, so his hand was forced in saying he took it from the victim’s body. But I can’t get away from the fact that he left it there in the first place. All he needed to do was hide it, throw it away, or not take it in the first place and we’d have nothing more than circumstantial evidence. I can’t think of any other reason to take the locket and leave it in the flat apart from the one Pagdin gave: he loved her and wanted to keep the locket.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” Riddle asked.  
 
    “As far as the Chief is concerned, that’s it. There are some loose ends to tie up, but he feels we’ve got our man. Danny Pagdin is probably going to spend Christmas in the cells before being committed for trial in the New Year. How are things going with our famous author?” 
 
    “Fine,” Riddle said. “Truth be told, he seems a nice bloke, but it’s all very dull. I kind of wish something would happen. It’s his first appearance in the morning. There’s a book signing at Whitby Bookshop. So we’ll be there for half the day and then he’s preparing for the festival key note.” 
 
    “At least you can catch up on your reading,” Miller said. “I’ll speak to you tomorrow, then. Good night, Sergeant.” 
 
    * 
 
    The morning of the 22nd of December dawned cold and bright. The previous day’s snow had covered the town, but roads had been ploughed and pavements cleared. Don Watson was looking through the French windows that led to the small balcony of his hotel room when there was a knock at the door. 
 
    “Good morning,” Riddle said as he let himself in. 
 
    “Morning, Sergeant,” Don said without turning around. “It’s a funny place, Whitby.” 
 
    “Is it, sir?” Riddle said with one eye on the tray of croissants and toast that had been set on a table next to a chessboard. 
 
    “Don’t you think so? Look at this view. In some ways it hasn’t changed in years – not since I worked here in the 1970s – and probably not for many years before that. The abbey, the church, the 199 steps, all those houses that look like they’ve been randomly placed across the hillside. And yet we’re standing in a modern hotel room above a fancy piano bar that serves cocktails and oysters. In my day it was bitter and chips.” 
 
    “There’s still plenty of that,” Riddle said. 
 
    “But that’s my point,” Don said turning to face Riddle. “Both worlds are co-existing. You can have a dry martini and a bag of fish and chips within a couple of yards. There are few places that can carry that off.” 
 
    “The town’s got to change,” Riddle said. “Younger people demand more choice. The days of fish and chips being the only option are gone.” 
 
    “I know,” Don said. “I just hope the town doesn’t lose its identity. That would be tragic.” 
 
    Any further discussion of the changing face of Whitby was cut off by the arrival of Lucy Greenwood.  
 
    “Morning,” she said brightly as she floated into the room on a cloud of Chanel and caffeine. “Are you ready for the signing?” 
 
    “I’m ready,” Don said. “Not sure if our favourite policeman is, though.” 
 
    Lucy sat down next to the croissants, pulled one to bits and offered Riddle a piece.  
 
    “The situation is this,” she said. “When it was announced that Don would be appearing at the festival there was a huge demand for tickets, much more than we could have ever fulfilled. Georgina had the idea to offer a second event, a book signing, to which tickets would be allocated on a lottery basis. We had over two thousand applicants for just fifty tickets. We got some great publicity when the mayor pulled out the winning entries from a crab basket.” 
 
    “Nice,” Riddle said. 
 
    Lucy seemed not to pick up any hint of sarcasm. “It was,” she said. “So today we have fifty of Don’s biggest fans who will be bringing old copies, and hopefully buying new copies, of his book. Don will sign the book and have a little chat. We wanted to keep the numbers small so Don would have the chance to talk to everyone for a bit and even have a picture taken.”  
 
    “I see,” Riddle said, although he wasn’t sure if he did. Why would you want an author to sign a book that had been published 40 years ago? “The Chief Constable wants me to stand near you to make sure there are no issues. Although, I can’t imagine there will be anything worse than queue jumping to deal with.” 
 
    “Let’s hope so,” Don said. 
 
    * 
 
    The Whitby Bookshop is an independent store situated next to the White Horse and Griffin on the town’s cobbled and largely traffic free Church Street. As one of the main shopping streets in the town, it runs from near the swing bridge to the foot of the 199 steps. A long time favourite of Miller’s as well as hundreds of other locals, the shop consists of two floors, linked by a creaking wooden spiral staircase. At the back of the ground floor is a raised section that had been partly cleared to allow for a desk behind which Don Watson positioned himself. Lucy Greenwood stood in front of the desk ready to organise the queue, while Riddle sat in a chair in the corner feeling anything but inconspicuous. 
 
    At exactly 11am the shop’s owner unlocked the front door and let the first section of the queue in. First in line was Agatha Oxley, a middle-aged, robust-looking woman who was clutching an early edition of Walking in my Footsteps. 
 
    “Oh my word,” she said sounding both flustered and excited. “My mother used to live just down the road and she bought me your book for my twelfth birthday. It’s been my favourite ever since.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Don said. “How very kind.” 
 
    Agatha Oxley handed over her book and Don signed his name across the title page. 
 
    “I’ve also brought you these,” she said handing over a foolscap folder. “They’re poems I wrote about the book for my O Level exams. I thought you’d like to read them.” 
 
    Lucy stepped forward quickly and took the folder.  
 
    “Thank you so much,” she said placing them to the side of the desk, before signalling for the next person to step forward. 
 
    * 
 
    The following three hours passed in a similar fashion. People of all types arrived, gushed about the novel, told stories about how it had changed their life, how it had inspired them to write, even one brittle looking man explaining how it had stopped him committing suicide. They got their book signed, they had their pictures taken and they all had their couple of minutes chatting with their favourite author. 
 
    As the door to the bookshop was finally closed, Don slumped back in his chair. 
 
    “That was exhausting,” he said, “but I really surprised myself by enjoying it.” 
 
    “We did really well,” Lucy said. “The shop’s sold out of all of its copies of your book.” 
 
    “Really?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Don’t sound so surprised,” Don said, a wide smile on his face. 
 
    “Sorry. What I meant was nearly all of them brought a copy of the book to sign, so why buy another copy?” 
 
    “Many reasons,” Lucy said. “It’s a new edition, so collectors and fans are keen to add it to their shelves. Some buy it for a gift and some because it’s just sitting there. Mostly though, it’s a guilt thing.” 
 
    “Guilt?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I fear Miss Greenwood is referring to a commonly held theory that when people come to signings, even if the already own the book, they feel guilty if they don’t buy something. In my case only ever having published one book works in my favour.” 
 
    “How’s that?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “More prolific authors tend to sign books that are brought in and then the customers buy a card or a cheap pen. With me, they only have the one book.” 
 
    “I think Mr Watson is teasing you, Sergeant,” Lucy said. “He knows fully well that all editions of his book sell very well.” 
 
    “You’re too kind,” Don said standing up and giving an elaborate bow. 
 
    “Shall I throw these away,” Lucy said picking up a not insubstantial pile of papers at the end of the desk. After three hours and fifty customers, Don had acquired a wide selection of items. Mostly paper, whether it be examples of stories, poems or good old-fashioned fan letters; Don had also received various cakes, teddy bears and items of affection. 
 
    “God, no!” he said grabbing the bin. “I know they’ll be almost certainly worthless, but people have invested a lot of love, time and effort in writing and making these things. Let’s take them back to the hotel.” 
 
    “But you surely can’t keep everything that people send. There must be thousands of things every year,” Riddle said. 
 
    “That’s true,” Don said, “but this is different. I’ve met all these people, seen them face-to-face. It just seems wrong to throw anything away. I need to show them the respect of taking just a little of my time to look at what they went to the trouble of bringing.” 
 
    “Of course,” Lucy said. “I couldn’t agree more.” 
 
    Riddle thought it was much more likely that Lucy probably couldn’t agree less, but was too sensible to say so. 
 
    “I’ll make sure everything gets to the hotel,” Lucy said. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “You take the car,” Don said. “I feel like some air. Fancy a walk, Sergeant?” 
 
    Riddle agreed. He was frankly amazed that they had driven in the first place as it couldn’t have been more than five minutes’ walk and due to the town’s one-way system the car had taken them all the way onto the West Cliff before they could turn in the direction of the shop. 
 
    Turning left out of the bookshop, Riddle and Don Watson walked over the cobbles before turning right to cross the swing bridge.  
 
    “How’s your boss coping without you?” Don asked. 
 
    “I’m sure he’s surviving,” Riddle said. 
 
    “There must be other things you’d rather be doing that playing bodyguard to a writer.” 
 
    “Bodyguard?” Riddle said. “I think that may be exaggerating my job somewhat.” 
 
    Don stopped at the far side of the bridge as if to check the chalk-written tide times.  
 
    “What have you been told about me?” he asked. 
 
    “Well,” Riddle said. “I know you used to work for the Whitby Telegraph, where you wrote your book …” 
 
    “Not my biography, Sergeant. What have you been told about the reason you’ve been assigned to follow me around.” 
 
    Sod all, Riddle thought. “I’m sure I’ve been given all the information I need,” he lied.  
 
    “Did it not occur to you as odd that a visiting writer needs a CID sergeant to accompany him around the town?” 
 
    Riddle thought about Miller’s suspicion that it was something to do with buttering the council up so any future police funding decision would be looked on favourably. 
 
    “You’re not just any visiting writer,” Riddle said. 
 
    “My ego thanks you,” Don said. “But I repeat the question.” 
 
    Riddle sighed. “To be honest, I don’t think it’s the best use of my time, but I do as I’m told.” 
 
    “I see,” Don said. “Then no one’s told you.” 
 
    “Told me what?’ Riddle said. He was feeling cold and he wanted to head back to the hotel.  
 
    “Let’s get back,” Don said. 
 
    * 
 
    Although it was only a couple of minutes’ walk back to Marine, Riddle’s feet felt like ice and he was beginning to lose feeling in his face. It may have been forty years since Don Watson had lived in Whitby, but Riddle would have hoped that he had remembered that it was not a place to linger on the streets without greater protection against the elements than his suit jacket provided. 
 
    Pushing open the door, Riddle spotted Lucy sitting in the far left hand corner surrounded by the debris collected from Don’s signing. The sight of Lucy Greenwood surrounded by teddy bears, flapjack and dog-eared poetry would have been funny if it wasn’t for the look on her face. 
 
    Despite the foundation and blusher, she looked deadly pale. 
 
    “What is it?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Lucy?” Don said, sitting down next to her. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Lucy didn’t answer. She just pointed to a sheet of paper lying on top of all the stories and poems. 
 
    Instinct told Riddle it would be a good idea to only handle the sheet by its outer edge. Picking it up he saw that it was a typed note consisting of just three lines. 
 
    “Where did this come from?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “It was among all of this,” Lucy said waving her arm at everything she had brought back from the signing. 
 
    “What does it say?” Don asked. He voice was calm and steady. 
 
    Riddle read the note. 
 
    “Shit,” he said. 
 
    “Sergeant,” Don said, “read it to me.” 
 
    Riddle looked around the bar. They were the only customers, nevertheless he lowered his voice. “Vengeance will rain down upon you. You will die soon. I will kill you.” 
 
    “Oh God,” Lucy said.  
 
    “Don’t be upset,” Riddle said. “It’s probably just some lunatic. Mr Watson’s appearance will have drawn them out of the woodwork.” 
 
    He turned to look at Don Watson. He looked a very worried man. 
 
    Riddle’s mind went back to the conversation by the swing bridge. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Riddle said. “This isn’t the first death threat you’ve had, is it?” 
 
    “No,” Don said. 
 
    “How many have you had?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Over the past six months” Don said, “I’ve had a dozen or so notes, all type written on the same paper. They all say someone’s going to kill me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Detective Inspector Miller was furious. “Why the hell wasn’t I told?” he demanded. 
 
    “It was an operational decision,” Chief Constable Davis said. 
 
    “More like a political one.” 
 
    “Do I need to remind you who you are talking to?” Davis said, his potholed cheeks glowing brightly. 
 
    Miller took a deep breath. “No, you don’t. But how can an operational decision not include Riddle’s senior officer?”  
 
    “I am Riddle’s senior officer!” 
 
    Miller closed his eyes and took another deep breath. It was obvious that he wasn’t going to get anywhere. 
 
    “It would be really helpful,” Miller said as calmly as he could manage, “if you could let me know what has been going on.” 
 
    The two policemen had been standing almost nose-to-nose in the Chief Constable’s office. Davis now gestured to a chair as he sat down behind his desk. “You had your hands full with the Callan murder and I didn’t want you being distracted. But now that’s all cleared up, I suppose I can fill you in.” 
 
    “Danny Pagdin denies the murder and a lot of the evidence is circumstantial,” Miller said. 
 
    Davis waved this aside. “The point is you can focus on Don Watson now.” 
 
    Miller knew there was no point arguing with Davis when he was in this mood. “So Don Watson,” he prompted. 
 
    “It all began around six months ago,” Davis said, “when he announced he was going to appear at the festival. The day after the announcement he received a typewritten letter containing a death threat. He then received one or two a month for the next five months.” 
 
    “Can I see them?” Miller asked.  
 
    “Unfortunately Mr Watson destroyed them. Understandable, I suppose. I’m not sure he took them that seriously at first, but the week before he arrived he contacted us as he felt he should let us know.” 
 
    “Which is why you posted Riddle to stay by his side,” Miller said almost to himself. “But why keep the both of us out of the picture?” 
 
    Davis looked uncomfortable. “It was thought that any publicity might damage the festival.” 
 
    “But that doesn’t explain why you didn’t tell Riddle or myself.” 
 
    Davis seemed to be studying the portrait of the Queen that adorned one of his office walls. “No one’s claiming you were going to run to the press, it was just felt that the less people that knew the better.” 
 
    Miller couldn’t believe his ears. It seemed to him much more likely that the death threats were not being treated too seriously in case Don Watson decided to pull out of the festival. 
 
    “I’m assuming that now I’m going to take over there isn’t anything else I’m not being told,” Miller said. 
 
    “You know everything,” Davis said. 
 
    “Good,” Miller said, far from sure he believed Davis. 
 
    * 
 
    “Of course the keynote will go ahead,” Don Watson said. “I will not be dictated to by some mad person. And besides,” he added, “what are the chances this is anything other than some poor inadequate who still lives with his parents?” 
 
    “You really don’t think the threats are genuine?” Miller asked. He had joined Don Watson and Sergeant Riddle at Marine. They were sitting at a corner table at the furthest point from the front entrance. 
 
    “I don’t see why they would be genuine,” Don said. “It’s not as if they accuse me of anything. They’ve all been the same.” 
 
    “But they do mention vengeance,” Riddle said. 
 
    “But there’s nothing specific,” Don said. “I think it’s just a phrase they would have picked up somewhere. Surely if they were serious, they would have written what they were intending to get revenge for.” 
 
    “Possibly,” Miller said. “But that might have given a clue as to who was sending them.” 
 
    The door opened and a couple in their early forties came into the bar. Miller and Riddle tensed for a moment, but Don seemed to barely notice. 
 
    “It would have been helpful if you’d kept the earlier notes,” Miller said with one eye on the newly arrived couple. They were enquiring whether there were any tables free for dinner. 
 
    “I just didn’t take it seriously at first and then I didn’t want to give them the satisfaction of keeping the notes. I took a little pleasure in shredding them,” he said. 
 
    The couple had just booked a table when the man caught Don’s eye. He walked towards the corner. Miller began to stand, but Don put his arm out. 
 
    “Hello, you’re Don Watson. Of course,” he said laughing, “you probably already know that.” 
 
    Don stood up and accepted the man’s hand. 
 
    “I don’t want to trouble you,” the man said, “but I just wanted to say you’ve always meant a great deal to us.” 
 
    “That’s very kind of you,” Don said. 
 
    The man smiled widely and returned to his wife. 
 
    “I suppose that happens a lot,” Miller said relaxing slightly. 
 
    “It happens enough,” Don said. 
 
    After the couple had left, Miller turned to Riddle. “Let me have another look at the letter.” 
 
    Riddle handed him a photocopy of the original letter.  
 
    “Have they all been typewritten?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Every one,” Don said. “I’m not claiming to be in the same league as your SOCO team, but as a writer I’m familiar with papers and to my eye they’ve all been written on the same paper and if I had to guess I would say all on the same machine.” 
 
    “Odd that they’re typewritten,” Miller said. “A computer print out is pretty anonymous, but a typewriter can be as individual as a fingerprint.” 
 
    “Perhaps they don’t know that.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” Miller said, thinking that highly unlikely. “And you definitely want to proceed with the keynote address tonight?” 
 
    “Absolutely. It’s the main reason I’m here. And,” he said, “it would feel like a betrayal of Georgina Callan if I pulled out.” 
 
    “Right,” Miller said. “Both Sergeant Riddle and myself will be with you tonight and we’ll have a couple of plain clothed men on the door.” 
 
    “I appreciate it,” Don said, “and I understand the need to take precautions, but I honestly can’t believe someone’s trying to kill me.” 
 
    “Let’s hope you’re right,” Miller said. 
 
    * 
 
    As Riddle and Don went upstairs to their rooms, Miller answered his phone.  
 
    “Of course,” he said. “I’m in the Marine bar. See you in five minutes.” 
 
    When Tim Brown arrived he was looking even more bedraggled than usual.  
 
    “Thanks for seeing me,” he said as he ordered a pint of beer from the bar. “It’s been one hell of a day.” 
 
    “What’s happened?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It’s the final day of clearing out the paper’s library. The council has everything now. I just hope they look after it better than they do the roads.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “So why’s it been so tough?” he asked. He was sure Tim hadn’t asked to meet him to discuss moving a pile of box files.  
 
    “I owe you an apology,” Tim said. 
 
    Miller raised his eyebrows. “For what?” 
 
    “I’ve a source who was involved in the discovery of the body …” 
 
    “Dave Goodwin,” Miller said. 
 
    Tim smiled ruefully. “Well, my source came to me to tell me that he had seen the victim on the West Cliff two or three times a week with a man.” 
 
    “Danny Pagdin,” Miller said. “I know all this.” 
 
    “Well, you could have known sooner if I had told you, but I assumed it wouldn’t be long before you found out. The thing is, I didn’t have Danny Pagdin pegged as a killer.” 
 
    “Why not?” Miller said, sipping an orange juice. 
 
    “From what I hear he’s a dodgy bugger, but soft as a brush. He really helped Georgina Callan.” 
 
    “Helped her?” 
 
    “Look, I’ve got a personal interest in the sense her father used to work on the paper. I know it’s forty years ago, but I’ve been reading a lot of his stuff that has resurfaced during the emptying of the library and he was a bloody good writer. I passed it on to Georgina Callan as I wanted her to know how good her father actually was. Anyway, I’m afraid I’m a bit of a sucker for the days of typewriters and liquid lunches. Here,” Tim said, “I kept this, it’s one of Paul Callan’s features. Have a read, I think you’ll like it.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Miller said putting the piece of paper in his jacket pocket, “but I’m not sure what you’re getting at.” 
 
    “I’m not sure either,” Tim said. “I guess I’m just saying that Danny Pagdin was the first person Georgina Callan ever felt she could talk about her father with. Probably because they were such different people, I don’t know. But I figure if he was happy to put that kind of effort in, the last thing he was going to do was kill her. After all, where’s the motive?” 
 
    Where indeed? Miller thought.  
 
    * 
 
    Whitby Pavilion’s lights blazed out across the West Cliff. The previous day’s snow had softened the edges of new buildings helping them merge into the sturdy and elegant Victorian splendour of the theatre’s surroundings. 
 
    Lucy Greenwood was standing at the front door greeting ticket holders.  
 
    “It’s a sell out,” she said to Detective Inspector Miller. “A real tribute to all the work Georgina has done.” 
 
    “And you, too,” Miller said. 
 
    Lucy shrugged, but Miller could tell she was pleased with the acknowledgement. “You don’t think there’s anything in the letters, do you?” 
 
    Miller gently took hold of her elbow and led her away from the door. “You have no idea who put the letter in with all the other things Mr Watson received?”  
 
    “It could have been anybody,” she said. “And what makes it even worse is that I left the letters unattended for a couple of minutes when I popped to the ladies in the bookshop …” 
 
    “So someone could have left it then,” Miller said, finishing the sentence. “I feared as much.”  
 
    Lucy returned to the door and nodded at the two plain clothed policemen. “At least I feel safe tonight,” she said. 
 
    * 
 
    Thirty minutes later Don Watson was sitting in his dressing room.  
 
    “Makes you wonder who’s sat right here,” he said to Riddle. “All the people who have played the Pavilion over the years. Makes me feel quite humble.” 
 
    “Not many of them are set texts on today’s GCSE exams,” Miller said as he entered the room. 
 
    Don smiled. “Who’d have thought it?” 
 
    “I suppose you hear this all the time,” Miller said, “but I was really moved by your book when I first read it. The way you evoked long coastal walks was really beautiful …” Miller stopped suddenly. “What are those?” he asked pointing to a pile of unopened cards. 
 
    “Good luck cards,” Don said, “I haven’t got round to opening all of them yet.” 
 
    Riddle was up on his feet. He had immediately detected the change in his boss’s voice. “What is it?” he asked. 
 
    “This one,” Miller said using a pen to slide an envelope out of the pile. “Look familiar?” 
 
    “Christ!” Don said.  
 
    Miller carefully used his pen to slice open the envelope and then used his fingertips to slide out the letter. 
 
    “It’s typewritten,” he said as he unfolded the piece of paper. It contained just three words. 
 
    Time to die. 
 
    “How the hell did this get in here?” Miller said, his voice rising. “Didn’t I order all letters to be checked?” 
 
    Riddle didn’t know what to say. He had personally checked every single one and he could have sworn that the long thin envelope hadn’t been there. “They were,” he said.  
 
    At that moment there was knock on the door. “Ten minutes, Mr Watson.” 
 
    “I’m recommending that you cancel the event,” Miller said. “This may just be a hoax, but I can’t guarantee your safety.” 
 
    Don stood up. “Absolutely not,” he said. “This has been six months in the planning and there’s a theatre full of people out there who have made the effort to come out on a freezing night three days before Christmas. There’s no way I’m going to let them down.” 
 
    “This letter changes things,” Miller said. “If this person has managed to get the letter inside your dressing room, then they are more than capable of doing something worse.” 
 
    “I disagree,” Don said. 
 
    “You disagree?” Miller said, his voice a mixture of exasperation and anger. 
 
    “Think about it,” Don said. “I’ll be standing up on stage with you and your sergeant at close hand and a couple more policemen in the crowd. It’s one thing to slip a letter into someone’s dressing room, but it’s quite another to walk past a thousand people, climb onto the stage and attack me without anyone noticing.” 
 
    “He could have a gun,” Riddle said. 
 
    “In Whitby?” Don said. “It’s the West Cliff not the Westside.” 
 
    “He has a point,” Miller said to Riddle. 
 
    “Of course I do,” Don said. 
 
    “Fine,” Miller said. “But we’ll be either side of the stage.” 
 
    * 
 
    At eight-thirty the house lights went down and the Pavilion’s manager took to the stage.  
 
    “Good evening,” he said, “and welcome to Whitby’s Pavilion.” 
 
    There was a polite round of applause. “I know that many of you have been enjoying the first of what we hope will become an annual festival celebrating all areas of literature. But, of course, I am sure none of the other writers involved would mind me saying that tonight is very much the Main Event.” 
 
    There was more applause and a couple of cheers. “Tonight’s key speaker has not appeared in public for a decade. He is the author of one of the greatest novels of the twentieth century, a book that continues to resonate today. He has inspired millions of readers and sold as many books. He began his career on our local paper, the Whitby Telegraph. It was here in 1972 that he began work on what was to become Walking in my Footsteps. A year later the novel was published to universal acclaim, as it became an instant classic. It is my great pleasure to welcome to the stage, Mr Don Watson.” 
 
    As one, the crowd stood and began to clap. Camera flashes dazzled Miller’s eyes as he looked on from the wings. A spotlight shone on stage left as it picked out the figure of Don Watson who waved happily as he walked to the centre of the stage and took up his position behind a lectern. Both hands now in the air to acknowledge the standing ovation, Miller thought he looked more like an American presidential candidate than a former local journalist. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you!” Don said. “I only hope I can live up to that welcome.” His smile was wide and broad. Miller was reminded of his 1970s and ’80s TV appearances on shows like Parkinson. He has rubbed shoulders with Hollywood actors, rock stars and royalty and had looked completely at home. It occurred to Miller that while the world had clamoured for Watson to produce a second novel, there was almost no motivation for him to do so. He seemed so at home on the stage. 
 
    At that moment there was a large bang and a blinding flash of light. The whole auditorium seemed to be frozen in time for a moment and then chaos broke out. Miller and Riddle ran from either side of the stage and the audience scrambled for the exits. An alarm bell was ringing, the sound mingling with the ringing in Miller’s ears. Although the centre of the stage was only a dozen steps away, it seemed to take an age to reach it. Miller had the feeling of wading through treacle as everything happened in slow motion. 
 
    Then he was in the middle of the stage. The smell of burning was all around as Miller looked down at the body of Don Watson. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “He’s alive!” Miller said. “Get an ambulance. Now!” 
 
    Don Watson was lying on his back; his breath was shallow but regular. Miller eyes were drawn to the author’s right hand. It was blackened and was giving off an awful smell of burning flesh. Behind him the lectern was on its side as smoke rose from the microphone. 
 
    “Don’t touch it!” Miller said as Riddle approached.  
 
    Riddle knelt down carefully and placed both his palms flat on the stage. He tilted his head as his eyes focused on the cable.  
 
    “It’s been re-wired,” he said. “Looks clumsy, but effective. The microphone was live. He’s lucky to be alive.” 
 
    * 
 
    Don Watson was taken to Whitby Hospital. Miller sent the two plain clothed officers with him in the ambulance. 
 
    “We’ve got some serious ground to make up,” Miller said to Riddle. “How the hell did someone get into the auditorium to rewire the microphone?” 
 
    “I honestly don’t know,” Riddle said. He hadn’t noticed anything when he did his run through an hour ago. “The only people near that stage have been the two of us, the manager who did the introduction and Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    “Where the hell is Lucy Greenwood?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I haven’t seen her since the run through,” Riddle said. “I assumed she was in the audience.” 
 
    “She’s been working up to this night for the past six months,” Miller said. “Why wouldn’t she be here?’ 
 
    Riddle had no idea. 
 
    “Get some of the PCs looking for her,” Miller said. “You and I need to speak with Don Watson.” 
 
    * 
 
    Whitby Hospital was a rather uninspiring set of buildings that reminded Miller of 1970s flats. It seemed strangely at odds with the general image of the town, which was probably why it had had been hidden away from all but the most adventurous tourist. 
 
    Don Watson was in a private room, although the view was as uninspiring as that from NHS windows.  
 
    “Detective Inspector, Sergeant,” he said sitting up. “Excuse me not shaking hands.” 
 
    Riddle winced. Don’s right hand was wrapped in large white bandages.  
 
    “They tell me I was very lucky,” he said.  
 
    “You were,” Miller said. “As far as we can tell, a hell of a lot of volts passed through you on that stage.” 
 
    “It wasn’t a fault, was it?” Don asked. 
 
    “Too early to say,” Miller said. “But the chances are pretty much zero that it wasn’t done on purpose.” 
 
    “But how?” Don said. 
 
    “That’s the million dollar question,” Riddle said. “The only other people who went near that microphone were the Pavilion manager and Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    “The Pavilion manager has just been seconded in,” Miller said. “And as far as I can tell he spent the hour between the run through and the keynote in his office with two other members of staff.” 
 
    “So that leaves Lucy Greenwood,” Riddle said. 
 
    “And what does she say?” Don asked. 
 
    “We don’t know where she is.” 
 
    “What?” Don said sitting further up.  
 
    “She isn’t in the Pavilion and no one has seen her since she was on the front door.” 
 
    Don stared out of the window. The sky was grey and heavy with threatening clouds. He seemed to be making a decision. 
 
    “I hope this isn’t anything to do with the argument we had,” Don said.  
 
    “Argument?” Miller said taking a step forward. “What argument.” 
 
    “Well, it was nothing,” Don said. “It’s just that I happened to mention something to her and it lead to a rather uncomfortable situation.” 
 
    Miller pulled up a chair to the side of the bed.  
 
    “I’m going to need you to tell me everything,” he said. 
 
    Don sighed. “All right, but I want you to know that Lucy had nothing to do with what happened.” 
 
    “Let us be the judge of that,” Riddle said. 
 
    “What I am going to tell you is very secret. Normally my publishers would insist you sign a confidentiality agreement, but in the circumstances …” 
 
    “Go on,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, to cut a long story short, I’m going to write a second novel.” 
 
    “Really?” Miller said. He could understand Don’s reluctance to share that news. It would be the publishing event of the decade. The press interest would be massive. “So what provoked an argument?” 
 
    “I just blurted it out,” Don said. “It was a mistake. As soon as I had told Lucy she became obsessed with the idea. She said I’d need an assistant and she was perfect for the role.” 
 
    “When did this happen?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Around six months ago when Georgina and Lucy came to see me about appearing at the festival.” 
 
    “And around the time the death threats started?” Miler asked. 
 
    “Well, I suppose so,” Don said, “but there’s no way the two can be connected.” 
 
    “So you didn’t think Miss Greenwood would make a suitable assistant?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “It wasn’t so much that,” Don said wincing with the pain from his hand. “It’s just that I didn’t want an assistant at all. I’ve never worked that way. But Lucy took it all very personally.” 
 
    “In what way?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Well, she seemed to have this bee in her bonnet about having a good degree but not being able to do a job that her degree justified. I tried to tell her that she already had a good job, but she wouldn’t have it. At one point she became quite nasty, but she apologised later and we got on just fine after that. Although …” 
 
    “Although what?” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, it’s nothing really. It’s just that whenever I spoke to her on the phone and even when I arrived in Whitby, there seemed to be some undercurrent. She was very polite and helpful, but there was something in her manner that didn’t seem to match her words.” 
 
    “You think she hadn’t forgiven you?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I don’t know. Perhaps. Like I say, it was just an impression, but with hindsight it may be that she was using the fact that I did not want to hire her as an assistant as a catch all excuse as to why she didn’t have what she thought of as a better job. It was as if she blamed me for where she was in life.” 
 
    Miller walked to the window, turning round to face Don Watson. “We need to find Lucy Greenwood as a matter of urgency. Do you have any idea … any idea at all where she could be?” 
 
    Don thought for a moment. “I can only suggest the obvious places: the Pavilion where she and Georgina were working, the town hall, or perhaps Marine. And, her home, but I have no idea where that is.” 
 
    “It doesn’t get us very far,” Miller said. He was then quiet for a few moments, before turning to Riddle. “Let me know as soon as we hear from SOCO. There’s little else we can do tonight. First thing in the morning we’ll head back to the Pavilion.” 
 
    Leaving a constable outside Don Watson’s room, Miller headed back to his apartment. He needed to think. 
 
    * 
 
    The following morning Riddle rang Miller’s doorbell just before nine. Miller must have been waiting for him as he appeared almost instantly. The Pavilion was only a few hundred yards away so the two policemen decided to walk. 
 
    “Did you have a good night?” Riddle asked as they trudged through sludge towards the opposite pavement. 
 
    “I kept thinking about Danny Pagdin,” Miller said. “You know when you have the feeling that there’s something right under your nose and yet just can’t see it?” 
 
    Riddle nodded. 
 
    “Well, I’ve had that feeling ever since I interviewed Danny Pagdin. Then I heard about Don Watson and of course, that took up my attention, but the feeling wouldn’t go away. I keep thinking I’m missing something that’s really obvious. I don’t know if it’s anything important, but I just know there’s something. Damn, it’s so bloody frustrating.” 
 
    “It’ll come,” Riddle said. “My dad used to say if you’re trying to remember something and it won’t come back, just forget all about it, do something else and then all of a sudden it’ll come to you.” 
 
    “Was your dad a detective?” Miller asked, suddenly realising he knew very little about Riddle’s background. He made a mental note to do something about that. 
 
    “No,” Riddle said, “he was a bus driver.” 
 
    The two policemen laughed.  
 
    “But,” Riddle said, “he loved his crosswords. If he couldn’t figure out a clue he would think of something else. It’s amazing how often that worked.” 
 
    “Then that is what we shall try,” Miller said as they approached the steps that led down to the Pavilion. 
 
    Miller and Riddle found Stephen Gatiss, the senior SOCO officer waiting for them. He was still dressed in a plastic all in one that covered everything from his head to his shoes.  
 
    “It’s a wonder Holmes and Poirot ever solved a crime when they didn’t have the help of plastic onesies,” he said. 
 
    Miller managed a weak smile. “What have you found?’ 
 
    “The wires had been purposely re-wired,” Gatiss said. “Looks to me like a quick job, it’s none too neat, but it was enough to make sure there was a live current passing through the microphone.” 
 
    “Could anyone have done it?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Well, it would only have taken a small amount of knowledge. Basically they’ve unscrewed a panel at the base of the microphone, taken out the wires, stripped them and then turned the whole thing into a big live electricity circuit.” 
 
    Riddle grimaced. “How long would it have taken?” 
 
    Gatiss shrugged. “Depends on your level of experience, but taking into account how rushed it looks I’d say no more than five minutes.” 
 
    “Any prints?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Thousands. That lectern must be fifty years old and I doubt it ever gets a proper clean.” 
 
    Miller thanked Gatiss and the two policemen climbed down from the stage and sat on the front row. 
 
    Now the SOCO team had finished their work, the auditorium was eerily quiet.  
 
    “You spent time with Lucy Greenwood when you were at Marine with Don Watson,” Miller said. “How did she come across to you?” 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “She was efficient, quite friendly, and she seemed very interested in Mr Watson.” 
 
    “Did you get any impression that she resented him?” 
 
    “It’s difficult to say,” Riddle answered. “Now the thought has been put in my head, there are certain things that could have been resentment. But if I’m honest, I don’t think I noticed at the time.” 
 
    Miller was silent for a moment. “Is there any connection between Lucy Greenwood and Danny Pagdin?” 
 
    Riddle looked surprised. “You don’t think he was having an affair with her as well? 
 
    “Not at all,” Miller said. “I was just wondering.” 
 
    “Apart from Lucy working with Georgina, there’s no connection I can think of. Of course they would have come into contact with one another, but it was Georgina who was the senior member of staff. It would have been her who Danny Pagdin contacted. Beyond taking messages now and then, I wouldn’t have thought they had that much to do with each other. And besides, I thought you were convinced by Danny Pagdin’s story of being in love with Mrs Callan. If what you think is true, it rather rules out the idea of an affair.” 
 
    “I know,” Miller said. “I don’t for a minute suspect that anything like that was going on, it’s just that I can’t shake the feeling that we’re missing something.” 
 
    “You really think Lucy Greenwood was involved in the attempted murder of Don Watson?” Riddle asked.  
 
    “Well, she’s gone missing,” Miller said. He knew it would be what the Chief Constable would think. According to him the fact that Lucy had disappeared was tantamount to a confession. But then again, Danny Pagdin was missing for a day and all he had apparently been doing was taking a few hours to think. He hoped the same was true of Lucy. “No reports of any sightings?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Riddle said. “It’s like she vanished into thin air. There’s no sign of her going home last night, she hasn’t been into the town hall and no one saw her leave the Pavilion. Although in the chaos, she could have been missed.” 
 
    “You’ve spoken to the town hall?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Just before I arrived at your apartment,” Riddle said. “I spoke to Councillor Edwards. Of course he thought I was calling about Georgina Callan, but once I explained it was on another matter entirely he was very helpful.” 
 
    “And what did he have to say?” 
 
    “He said that he hadn’t heard from Lucy Greenwood since yesterday afternoon, but it wasn’t unusual. With her working extra hours at the Pavilion and also all the work she had been putting in on the Whitby Telegraph cuttings project, he thought it more than likely that she was taking some flexitime.” 
 
    “And did he say anything about Lucy as a person?” 
 
    “I did ask,” Riddle said, “but he didn’t have much to say. He thought she was very good at her job and that she and Georgina made a good team, but beyond that there was little else he could add.”  
 
    “Do you think he was keeping something back?” 
 
    “Actually, I got the impression he was being very honest. I just don’t think he’s the type of boss who is interested in the private lives of his employees.” 
 
    “So he didn’t get the impression Lucy was unhappy with her job in terms of the qualifications she holds?” 
 
    “I asked him that,” Riddle said, “and I got the impression that it wasn’t something that Lucy had ever mentioned. In fact when I asked him about whether her job was suitable for a university graduate he said that his son has a degree and he’s working in a cake shop.” 
 
    “I see,” Miller said. “Fair point.” 
 
    “What now?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Let’s go and have a look at Lucy’s office.” 
 
    * 
 
    “The door’s unlocked,” Riddle said when they had arrived at the room that had been used by Georgina and Lucy.  
 
    Miller slowly pushed the door open. The lights were still on.  
 
    “Looks like no one’s been here since last night,” Miller said picking up a seating plan for the keynote presentation.  
 
    “Look at this,” Riddle said. He was standing on the other side of the room where a wooden desk had been placed against the wall. 
 
    Miller walked over. “Jesus,” he said. 
 
    In the centre of the desk was a Hermes 3000 typewriter. 
 
    Riddle was already reaching inside his jacket for his standard issue plastic gloves.  
 
    “What shall I type?” he asked. 
 
    “How about, Time to die?” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle pulled the gloves on, took a sheet of paper from the desk and fed it into the typewriter. He typed the three words. 
 
    Miller pulled the paper out and compared it to photocopies of Don Watson’s death threats. 
 
    “I’m no expert,” Miller said, “but I’m pretty sure these death threats were typed on this machine.” 
 
    “By Lucy Greenwood,” Riddle said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    “But why?” Riddle said. “Why the hell would Lucy Greenwood send death threats to Don Watson?” 
 
    “See if Gatiss is still here,” Miller said ignoring the question, “and let’s confirm this is the same machine.” 
 
    As Riddle left to find the senior SOCO officer, Miller sat down heavily in front of the typewriter. Had Lucy Greenwood planned to kill Don Watson all along? Was Don’s refusal to make her his assistant a big enough reason to kill him? Miller rubbed his temples. He knew there was something that he just wasn’t seeing, but he was damned if he could tell what it was. 
 
    Stephen Gatiss knocked on the office door. He had changed into his own clothes and looked irritated to be called back.  
 
    “What is it, Frank?” he asked. “I was hoping to get some last minute Christmas shopping done.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that will have to wait,” Miller said. “I need this machine checked for prints and I want a comparison on these two documents to see whether they were typed on it.” 
 
    Gatiss sighed. “OK,” he said taking the pieces of paper. “But if the wife gets gift vouchers for Christmas, I’m telling her it’s your fault.” 
 
    * 
 
    After Gatiss had left, Miller and Riddle walked back up the steps to the West Cliff, before turning right and heading towards Miller’s apartment. It was getting colder and despite the weather forecast for a dry and sunny Christmas, dark clouds were rolling in from the sea threatening to make a mockery of another festive forecast. 
 
    “The Chief wants to see us,” Miller said. “And for once, I want to see him.” 
 
    Riddle looked surprised. In all the time he had known Miller, his boss had never shown the slightest desire to spend time with the Chief Constable. 
 
    “Any particular reason?” he asked. 
 
    “I want to find out what’s happening with Danny Pagdin and I want to talk about Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    “You’re not suggesting a link between the two crimes, are you?” Riddle asked.  
 
    That would be the last thing Davis would want to hear. As far as he was concerned Danny Pagdin was Georgina Callan’s killer and Lucy Goodwin was responsible for the attempted murder of Don Watson. And that was all there was to it. 
 
    “I don’t know what I’m suggesting,” Miller said to himself. 
 
    * 
 
    Riddle pulled the car out of the complex’s car park and turned right onto Argyle Road before turning left and heading back into the town centre. 
 
    It was cold inside the car and Miller’s breath condensed into clouds as he spoke, “What do you think? What do you think about both cases?” 
 
    Riddle thought he could detect something new in Miller’s voice. Was it worry? Could it even be panic? 
 
    “Honestly, sir, I just can’t see any other solution. I appreciate what you say about Danny Pagdin, but he freely admits to taking the locket from Mrs Callan’s body. Why would he not report the death?” 
 
    “I asked him that,” Miller said, “and he said that he didn’t want to be involved in case his affair came out. He said he wanted to spare Sean Callan’s feelings as that is what Georgina would have wanted.” 
 
    “Really?” Riddle said. “And you believed that?’ 
 
    Miller smiled weakly. “No, Sergeant. I didn’t. But as I said to you once before, I think Danny Pagdin is a coward and a scared man. I don’t for a minute think he didn’t report the crime to spare anyone’s feelings; I think he didn’t report it for two very different reasons. He was having an affair with Georgina and this could well have made him a suspect and secondly, he thought the publicity would damage his chances of getting his bar built.” 
 
    “Nice man,” Riddle said. 
 
    “I’ve never claimed that Danny Pagdin is a nice man,” Miller said. “But being a self-centred coward doesn’t make you a murderer. He’s a weak and unpleasant man, but I believe him when he says he loved Georgina Callan.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because she was the only decent and honest thing in his life. I think he saw in her a chance to be everything that he could be, he saw in her the person he wanted to be. And he loved her for showing him those things.” 
 
    “It’s a bit fanciful, isn’t it sir?” Riddle said as he navigated a mini roundabout.  
 
    “Is it?” Miller asked. “People like Davis see people in terms of black and white or good and bad. But it’s not like that. Good people do bad things and bad people do good things.” 
 
    “You’re beginning to sound like the lyrics to Ebony and Ivory,” Riddle said. 
 
    Despite the situation, Miller laughed. “I am aren’t I? But that doesn’t make me wrong.” 
 
    “And what about Lucy Greenwood. She typed the death threats and then an attempt was made to kill Don Watson,” Riddle said. “There just doesn’t seem to be much room there for any other solution.” 
 
    “I know,” Miller said. “But there’s something about it that just doesn’t fit with me.” 
 
    Riddle pulled the car into the police station car park and turned off the ignition. 
 
    “While I’m in with Davis, get me an update on the search for Lucy Greenwood. Also, get the lab to rush through the typewriter comparison. And one more thing,” Miller said as they got out of the car. “Find out what’s happening at the pier tomorrow.” 
 
    * 
 
    Chief Constable Davis was wedged into his office chair dunking chocolate biscuits into a large mug of sweet tea.  
 
    “Ah, Miller!” he said. “You’re having quite a week. One murder cleared up and another foiled with the suspect on the run. How goes the man … or should I say woman hunt?” 
 
    Miller had never seen Davis is such a good mood. It was a rather unsettling experience. 
 
    “Everything all right, sir?” Miller asked. 
 
    “First rate,” Davis said through a mouth full of biscuit and tea. 
 
    “Really?” Miller asked. He would have thought having a potential killer on the run would not be what Davis would want at any time, let alone with the town’s literary festival in full swing. 
 
    “You’ll be pleased to hear that Don Watson has been released from hospital and that he has confirmed that he will be appearing on the East Pier tomorrow.” 
 
    Miller didn’t know what to ask about first. 
 
    “He’s been released?” he said finally. 
 
    “Well, he checked himself out to be precise,” Davis said. “He’ll have to go back to have his bandages changed, but with the painkillers he’s been given he’ll be right as rain for tomorrow.” 
 
    “What is happening, tomorrow?” Miller asked. “On the way here I’ve seen a dozen posters for a Pier Dedication Ceremony. What is it?” 
 
    Davis was looking even more pleased with himself, as if he had been waiting for Miller to ask this question. “This is the crowning moment of the literary festival,” he said. “To recognise Don Watson’s contribution to his home town the council has decided to rename the East Pier, the Don Watson Pier!” 
 
    “What?” Miller said. He was thinking Davis had consumed too much sugar. “They’re naming a pier after him?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” Davis said. 
 
    Miller didn’t know what to say. Don Watson had written a superb book, a modern classic, but naming a pier after him. Naming one of Whitby’s piers after anyone. He could barely believe it. 
 
    “There’s a ceremony tomorrow at midday,” Davis said. “It’ll be a Christmas Eve none of us will ever forget.” 
 
    * 
 
    Five minutes later, after PC Newbold had delivered another tray of tea and biscuits – along with a wry smile in Miller’s direction – Miller managed to move the conversation from the East Pier to the cases he had been working on. 
 
    “What’s going to happen to Danny Pagdin?” he asked. 
 
    “My guess is he will be sent for trial over the next month or so. I think there’s enough evidence for us to get a conviction.” 
 
    “You’re sure he’s guilty?” Miller asked. 
 
    For the first time, Davis’s smile weakened. “Of course he’s guilty.” 
 
    “He denies the charge,” Miler said.  
 
    “That’s hardly unique, is it? Look,” he said leaning forward, “I know you think he was in love with the woman, but as far as I can see that’s not a reason why he can’t have done it. Just the opposite, in fact.” 
 
    Miller knew Davis had a point. Being in love was no guarantee of innocence; a lot of the time it was the very reason a murder had been committed. Even so, he could not shake the feeling that Danny Pagdin was no killer. 
 
    “I don’t think he’s guilty,” Miller said. 
 
    “Why for Christ’s sake not?” Davis said. 
 
    “He’s a weak man, he’s a coward, and his business practices are far from morally perfect,” Miller said, “but in a way I think this works in his favour.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Davis said. 
 
    “I think he’s too weak and too cowardly to kill anyone, let alone the woman he loved.” 
 
    “You’re telling me cowards never kill? Surely murder of someone weaker or more vulnerable is a cowardly act?” 
 
    Miller knew his boss had another good point. He also knew he wasn’t going to get any further. If he were going to prove Danny Pagdin innocent he would have to find more evidence. 
 
    “Fine,” Miller said. “But I also wanted to talk to you about Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me you think she’s innocent!” Davis laughed, biscuit crumbs flying through the air. 
 
    “I’m not saying she’s innocent, I just think there’s more to that case than we’re seeing at the moment.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with you, Miller? You have one suspect banged up and another on the run. For most coppers that would be a good week’s work.” 
 
    Miller didn’t answer. 
 
    “But you don’t think you’re most coppers, do you?” Davis said, his good mood cooling as fast as his drink. 
 
    “It’s not that,” Miller said, “I just have a feeling there’s more to the case.” As soon as he’d spoken, Miller knew he’d made a mistake. 
 
    “A feeling,” Davis spat. “I don’t give a flying rat’s arse for your feelings. I want motive and I want proof. After that I want an arrest and then a conviction. That’s not too much to ask for from one of my senior officers, is it?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Miller said.  
 
    “Good,” Davis said. “Is there anything else, Detective?” 
 
    “It would seem not,” Miller said. 
 
    * 
 
    “Well, that went well,” Miller said as he returned to his office. 
 
    “Not showered in praise?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “More like biscuit crumbs,” Miller said. 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “Nothing. How are you getting on?” 
 
    Riddle flipped open his notebook more out of habit than need, as there was almost nothing new in it. “No news on Lucy Greenwood. Not a single sighting.” 
 
    “That’s odd,” Miller said. “For there to be no sightings at all.” 
 
    “It was a very cold night,” Riddle said. “The West Cliff was pretty much deserted. Her car still hasn’t moved, but that’s hardly surprising. She would have known that it would have been easy to trace.”  
 
    The feeling that something was wrong was growing stronger in Miller. “And the lab?” 
 
    “Full results won’t be available until after the holiday,” Riddle said and then put his hand up to forestall Miller’s protest. “But, they did what they call a non-scientific test.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “Which is they placed both pieces of paper together on top of a light box.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “And?” 
 
    “An exact match. Off the record they say the chances of the threats not being typed on that machine are a few million to one.” 
 
    “We’ll take that,” Miller said. 
 
    “And this pier dedication thing,” Riddle began. 
 
    “Oh, don’t!” Miller said. 
 
    At that moment the office phone rang. “Detective Inspector Miller’s office,” Riddle said. His face darkened. “When? You sure? Right, we’re on our way.” 
 
    * 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the two policemen found themselves on the beach that ran beneath the town’s West Cliff. High above them stood a walkway that ran beneath the Pavilion. The tide was on its way out. 
 
    “Suicide, sir?” Riddle asked.  
 
    Miller was bending over a body and gently removing tangled hair from its face.  
 
    “Shit,” he said. “It’s Lucy Greenwood.” 
 
    Miller looked up at Riddle and then to the pathologist. 
 
     “She was beautiful,” Powell said 
 
    “Initial thoughts?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Far too early to say, Frank. You know that.” 
 
    Miller’s eyes were filled with pleading. “Please, Alan.” 
 
    Powell sighed and knelt back down. He ran his gloved hands around the back of her head and winced. “As you’ll have seen, part of the skull’s missing.” 
 
    “Time of death?’ 
 
    “Frank! How the hell can I tell that by a quick look? She’s been in the water for no more than a day or so.” 
 
    “I talked to her last night at around half past seven, so I could have told you that! Sorry, bad day.” 
 
    Powell shrugged. “If I had to guess, I’d say she’s been in the water no fewer that 16 to 18 hours. My guess - and it is a guess - is that she went in no less than half an hour from when you spoke with her.” He bent down and pointed to bruising along her left side. “Her left arm was wedged in the rocks. If it hadn’t been for that, God knows where she would have ended up.” 
 
    “Is it suicide?” Riddle repeated his earlier question. 
 
    “That I can’t help you with,” Powell said. “Her injuries are certainly in line with her falling from the path above. No doubt about that. But did she jump or was she pushed? No way to tell at this point.” 
 
    “Anything of interest in her pockets?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No purse, or anything. Just this piece of paper.” Riddle held the paper up. It was a note card with one hand-written line on it.  
 
    “It’s a telephone number,” Miller said. “Central London. Anyone got anything to write it down on?” 
 
    Both Riddle and Powell said they hadn’t. Miller searched his pockets and then pulled out a folded sheet of A4 paper from his inside pocket. “I’d forgotten all about this,” he said. “Tim Brown gave me a copy of something by Georgina Callan’s father. I’m sure he won’t mind if I make a note on it.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller and Riddle were walking up the zigzagging path that led from the beach to the West Cliff. 
 
    “What a waste of a life,” Riddle said. “I don’t know why, but the fact that it’s almost Christmas makes this all the more terrible. I can’t help thinking that somewhere there are presents under a tree with her name on.” 
 
    “And I can tell you now what the Chief Constable will say,” Miller said, breathing hard from the ascent. “He’ll say that Lucy Greenwood tried to murder Don Watson and when she failed, she took her own life by jumping from the Pavilion into the sea.” 
 
    “And what do you think?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I think it’ll be enough for Davis to close the case down.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 15  
 
      
 
    Christmas Eve was suitably cold and white. A snow flurry the previous night had given the town a fairy-tale look and carol singers on the East Pier looked like something from a Victorian Christmas card. 
 
    It was one hour before the Pier Dedication Ceremony and Sergeant Riddle could no longer feel his feet. “Christ, it’s cold,” he said to no one in particular.  
 
    Crowds were already gathering along the town’s East Pier as gulls screeched demonically in the air above the harbour. 
 
    At that point Miller arrived with two steaming cups of coffee.  
 
    “You’re a life saver,” Riddle said. “Any luck with that number?”  
 
    “It’s a national newspaper,” Miller said bringing the A4 piece of paper from his pocket. “It could mean something, then again it might not.” He sounded sad and resigned. His eyes scanned the stage that had been erected for the council to oversee the renaming of the pier. “At least I’ve got something to read during the ceremony,” he said and then suddenly stopped. The colour drained from his face. 
 
    “Oh God,” he said passing his coffee to Riddle. “It can’t be …” 
 
    “It’s just a telephone number,” Riddle said, but Miller wasn’t listening. 
 
    “Stay here,” Miller said. “Whatever you do, don’t go anywhere.” 
 
    With that he was gone. 
 
    * 
 
    From Whitby’s East Pier a steep path leads up to the end of Henrietta Street. Most people pause at least once when ascending; few manage it at a fast walk. Miller ran it. He ran to where it levelled out then, barely pausing for breath, he began to run down the street’s full length. He passed the foot of the 199 steps, followed the path hard right and then left until he joined the long straight, cobble-lined stretch of Church Street that led him to the main road. The air was burning in his chest, but he didn’t stop. He knew there wasn’t time to stop. 
 
    Finally he turned right and a few seconds later crashed through the front door of the Whitby Telegraph. 
 
    “I … I …” Miller gasped. He bent forwards, his palms on his knees. “I need to see …” 
 
    Recognising him, the receptionist stood up and passed him a glass of water. 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said, the pain in his chest receding a little. “I need to see Tim Brown.” 
 
    “I’ll call him for you,” the receptionist said. 
 
    Miller collapsed into a chair, simultaneously trying to remember the last time he had run anywhere and hoping that he had enough time.  
 
    “You look like death warmed up,” Tim Brown said as he entered reception. The smile on his lips died when he saw Miller’s expression. “What is it? What’s happened?” 
 
    “Can we go somewhere?” Miller said between deep breaths. 
 
    Tim took him through a side door into a small office. It was filled with old electrical equipment and broken chairs. He cleared space among the debris and the two men sat down. 
 
    Miller laid two pieces of paper out on the table. “Look at these and tell me what you see,” he said. 
 
    Tim’s eyes moved from one piece of paper to the other and back again. “What am I looking for?’ 
 
    “Just have another look.” 
 
    Tim looked again and then froze. “That’s not possible.”  
 
    Miller said nothing. 
 
    “But that means…” Tim began and then stopped. “… Fuck me.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Miller said. 
 
    * 
 
    With just ten minutes to go until the pier dedication, Don Watson was feeling content. His hand was still very painful, but the doctors had assured him it would heal and besides, the painkillers were doing their job. 
 
    He had discharged himself because nothing was going to stop him accepting such a great honour. His mind went back to Whitby in the early 1970s. It was a very different place then, he thought. Journalism had been a very different profession as well. More staff, more reporters, more stories covered. But there had been drudgery. How he had hated the endless garden fêtes, council meetings and news-free summers. But then Walking in my Footsteps had been published and his life had changed forever. And now his name would be etched into the very fabric of the town where it had all begun.  
 
    Don Watson smiled. 
 
    * 
 
    Danny Pagdin was not smiling. He was sitting in his remand cell with a man whose attitude to personal hygiene could at best be described as lax. His lawyer had told him that although most of the evidence was circumstantial, the fact that the locket had been discovered in his flat was going to make the defence’s job very difficult indeed. He had recommended a guilty plea as the best way to reduce his sentence. Danny had continued to protest his innocence, but the lawyer had just looked jaded. Clients often claimed to be innocent, but innocence was not the point. It was what a jury believed that would matter and if his long years as a defence lawyer had taught him anything, it had taught him that juries did not tend to believe the likes of Danny Pagdin. 
 
    * 
 
    Sean Callan’s face broke into a sad, resigned smile. He was not going to the pier dedication ceremony. His friends had said he should go. Get out the house, they said. It’ll be good for you, they added. But Sean Callan did not want to go. His wife had been murdered and he felt guilty. Guilty for all the things he had not done, guilty for all the things he had not said. Sean Callan’s life had been one of inaction. And so it was only fit that he would not leave the house today. Only fit that he did not turn off the bath taps. And only fit that he did not stop the bleeding from his slashed wrists. 
 
    * 
 
    PC Newbold had arrived on the East Pier. “I’ve just seen Don Watson,” she said.  
 
    “He discharged himself,” Sergeant Riddle said. He had drunk both his and Miller’s coffee and he was still feeling cold. “Who in their right minds decides to spend Christmas Eve freezing their behinds off on the edge of the North Sea?” 
 
    Newbold knew it was a rhetorical question, as all around them hundreds of people had crowded onto the pier to see the world famous author and one of the town’s most famous sons bear witness to the moment the East Pier became the Don Watson Pier.  
 
    “Where’s the boss?” she asked. 
 
    “God knows,” Riddle said. “One moment he was standing here telling me that the phone number we found in Lucy Greenwood’s pocket was a national newspaper, the next he was running off the pier like the gun had just sounded in the Olympics 100 meters.” 
 
    “The boss was running?” Newbold said. 
 
    At that moment the PA system burst into life.  
 
    “Hello and welcome,” the voice of the town’s mayor crackled. “As you all will know we are here to recognise in a unique manner the work of one of this wonderful town’s most famous former inhabitants.” 
 
    Riddle stamped his feet. He hoped this wasn’t going to go on all afternoon. It was his final shift of the year and now Danny Pagdin had been arrested and Lucy Greenwood had seemingly committed suicide, he was confident that he would be able to be off duty by two in the afternoon. Plenty of time to collect Mrs Riddle’s Christmas present. 
 
    Turning round Riddle’s eye caught sight of someone standing high up on the end of Henrietta Street. They looked familiar. Now they were waving. Riddle squinted but couldn’t make out who it was in the midday sun. Besides they could be waving at any one of the hundreds of people on the pier. He turned around and faced the raised platform. 
 
    “Starting his career in that golden summer of 1967,” the mayor was saying, “Don Watson joined the Whitby Telegraph and quickly made a name for himself as a talented reporter. Over the next few years he covered the stories that mattered to the paper’s readers.” 
 
    Riddle twisted his head around but the figure had gone. 
 
    “During his spare time Don Watson was writing a book. For many people of my generation it was the book. A novel that summed up,” the Mayor looked down at his notes, “the spirit, questions and uncertainty of the times. What made and continues to make the book so beloved by so many readers is what continues to attract new generations to its beautifully written pages.” 
 
    Riddle was half aware of movement in the crowd behind him, but he continued to focus on the mayor. 
 
    “Don Watson was the inspiration behind this year’s inaugural literary festival and of course its main attraction. Although Mr Watson’s key note presentation did not go as planned, we are delighted to say that he is well on the way to making a full recovery.” 
 
    The Mayor paused as the crowd applauded. Riddle joined in, as much to warm his hands up as out of appreciation of the author’s imminent appearance. 
 
    “It therefore gives me great pleasure,” the mayor concluded, “to welcome to the stage arguably the world’s greatest living writer. Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome … Mr Don Watson!” 
 
    Loud cheers and applause greeted the writer as he made his way onto the stage, waving at the crowd. Riddle was amazed at the transformation from the man he had spent time with in the piano bar of the Marine Hotel and the man they had visited yesterday in the hospital. He had been quiet and polite, now he looked like a prizefighter entering the ring. Miller was right; Don Watson was born to do this. 
 
    Riddle felt an elbow in his back. He moved to let the person behind him get a better look, but he felt the elbow again. 
 
    “Sergeant!” a voice said.  
 
    Riddle turned round to be confronted with the prop-forward shaped police pathologist.  
 
    “Hello, sir,” Riddle said. “I thought you were on duty.”  
 
    “I am,” Powell said, folding his trunk-like arms. “I was waving like a madman up on the road but you promptly turned around and ignored me.” 
 
    Riddle was about to apologise when Don Watson began to speak. “I would like to thank the Mayor and indeed the whole council who have been very supportive towards the literary festival. As you know, over the past few years I have shunned the spotlight, but if there was one thing that would lure me out of the hermit life of the writer, it was the people of my beloved home town.” 
 
    More cheers followed.  
 
    “Is there something wrong?” Riddle said, as PC Newbold turned around to face Powell. 
 
    “I have been deeply moved by all the people who have taken the time to come up to me and say how much Walking in my Footsteps has meant to them, and all I can say that it is here,” he waved his right arm in a sweeping semi circle, “that inspired the book. Whitby is as much a part of the book as I am a part of the town.” 
 
    “It’s about Lucy Greenwood,” Powell said, straining to make his voice heard. 
 
    “You didn’t need to come all the way here to confirm the suicide,” Riddle said with a growing feeling that something was not right. 
 
    “I therefore feel,” Don Watson said, “that this incredible honour is not just for me, but for all the people of this unique town who helped make the book what it is.” 
 
    More applause. At this point, Don Watson and the Mayor moved to the end of the platform where a pair of deep red curtains had been placed over part of a short wall that ran along a section of the middle of the pier. 
 
    “This is it,” Newbold said. “Goodbye East Pier …” 
 
    “It wasn’t suicide,” Powell said. 
 
    “What?” Riddle said. “Does Miller know?” 
 
    “It was your boss who asked me to come here and let you know, but I got stuck in traffic and it looks like I needn’t have bothered,” Powell said pointing behind them. 
 
    Riddle and Newbold turned around to see Detective Inspector Miller and Tim Brown fighting their way through the crowd straight towards them. 
 
    “Have you told them,” Miller said breathlessly to Powell as he finally arrived. 
 
    “That it wasn’t suicide?” Powell said. “Yes, just now.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Riddle said. 
 
    “The fall didn’t break her skull,” Miller said. “She was hit from behind.” 
 
    “Are we sure?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Perfectly sure. They may look the same to the layman, but the injuries are very different. And besides,” he said with what Riddle thought could have been the merest hint of a smile, “there was the brick dust.” 
 
    “Brick dust?” Newbold asked. 
 
    “The wall next to the Pavilion is crumbling,” Miller said. “There are a few loose pieces and half-bricks on the path. We found minute traces of brick dust in the wound.” 
 
    “Someone killed Lucy Greenwood?” Riddle said, almost to himself. “But who?” 
 
    Miller didn’t answer immediately. He looked at Tim Brown, who had been standing behind the pathologist. 
 
    “There isn’t time,” Miller said. “Tim will tell you.” 
 
    With this Miller began to fight his way through the crowd. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” Riddle said, turning to face the journalist. “Who killed Lucy Greenwood?” 
 
    Tim looked from Riddle to Newbold and then back again. 
 
    “The same person who killed Georgina Callan,” he said. 
 
    A fierce gust of freezing wind blew across the East Pier. The sky had darkened again and tiny flakes of snow stung Riddle’s face.  
 
    “The same person who killed Georgina Callan?” he repeated. “But Danny Pagdin was in custody when Lucy Greenwood was murdered.” 
 
    “Danny Pagdin didn’t kill Georgina Callan,” Tim Brown said. 
 
    Riddle’s head was starting to spin. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Your boss has discovered the truth,” Tim said. 
 
    But Miller had disappeared again. Where the hell was he? 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Newbold said. “The cases are linked? But Lucy Greenwood threatened to kill Don Watson.” 
 
    “No she didn’t,” Tim said. “The death threats were sent by someone else.” 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen of the press,” the PA system crackled back into life. “As Mayor of Whitby I would like to welcome you to this event, along with many hundreds of our citizens. It is now time to officially dedicate the pier to Mr Don Watson.” 
 
    The author stepped forward and stood to the right of the red curtains, as the Mayor took up position to the left. Don Watson’s eyes scanned the crowd, a wide smile across his tanned face. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen,” the Mayor began, “I hereby rename this pier the Don …” 
 
    He stopped, with a look of confusion and anger on his face.  
 
    “Detective Inspector Miller?” he said as a figure climbed onto the platform and approached him. “What on earth do you think you’re doing?’ 
 
    Miller ignored the question and stood with his back to the unopened curtains. Although the crowd could not see the policeman’s face, the microphone picked up his words. 
 
    “Don Watson, I am arresting you for the murders of Georgina Callan, Lucy Greenwood and Paul Callan.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Through the windows of Whitby’s police station came the sound of Christmas Eve revellers. Office and shop workers shouted season’s greetings as they finished for the holidays. A group of women were singing White Christmas while a man staggered by repeatedly shouting I’m walking in the air. Silhouetted in the interview room’s frosted glass was the image of a young boy on his father’s shoulders heading home for an especially early night. 
 
    Inside, things were very different. 
 
    In Interview Room One, Detective Inspector Miller and Sergeant Riddle sat on one side of a table. On the other sat a solicitor who was flicking through a pile of notes; next to him sat the world famous author, Don Watson whose head was resting deeply within his hands. 
 
    Miller pressed record on a squat black machine and waited for the long beep to finish. He then gave the time and date, before noting who was present in the room. Formalities over, he interlocked his fingers and placed his hands on top of a closed brown file. 
 
    “Don Watson,” he said, “you have been arrested for the murders of Georgina Callan, her father, Paul Callan, and Lucy Greenwood. Do you want to tell me about it?’ 
 
    Don lifted his head from his hands and looked Miller directly in the face. He looked old and defeated.  
 
    “What do you want to know?’ he asked. 
 
    “Take me back to where it all started,” Miller said. “Let’s talk about 1973.” 
 
    “I’d been at the Whitby telegraph for five or six years,” Don began. “It was a nice paper – still is – but I wanted more. Nothing wrong with that, it’s how the business worked then. You started on a small paper, moved on to a large provisional and then if you were lucky you’d make it to what was Fleet Street and a national. But there were two problems with that plan. One, I wanted to go straight onto the nationals and two I’d fallen in love with Whitby. I didn’t want to leave.” 
 
    “So what did you do?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I didn’t do anything,” Don said. “I just sort of drifted. And then Paul Callan arrived.” 
 
    “Georgina Callan’s father?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Yes, although she wasn’t born when he first arrived. 1971 or 72 I think. Anyway, it was immediately apparent that he was good. Very good. In all my time up to then and my time since, I don’t think I’ve ever met such a naturally gifted writer. He was a lovely man; open, honest, with a wonderful sense of humour. Basically, everything I had always wanted to be.” 
 
    “Did you get on?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Paul got on with everyone,” Don said. “In those days the paper ran a mentor scheme where the older reporters would take under their wings one of the juniors. I was allocated Paul. It was immediately obvious that he didn’t really need much mentoring. Once I’d taught him the basics, he was away. Within six months he had his own column. It had taken me four years and his was a lot better. Funny, witty, whimsical and serious by turns it was the best thing in the paper. He could write about anything. I remember one column on something as mundane about mending the bike of another journalist’s young son. It was brilliant stuff. He was destined for great things.” 
 
    Outside car horns sounded as a party of women from the local bakery weaved their way across the road. It was fully dark now and the interview room’s sterile lights seemed to exist in a different world from that which was continuing outside. 
 
    “And you were writing a book,” Miller prompted. 
 
    Don’s shoulders shrugged. “Everyone in journalism was writing a book. They probably still are. The ones that actually get finished are relatively rare. But yes, I was writing a book.” 
 
    “What was it about?” Miller asked. 
 
    Riddle looked up, a surprised expression crossing his face. What was Miller on about? Even he knew what Don Watson’s book was about. He’d had to write 500 words about it when he was at school. 
 
    “I forget,” Don said. “Some lacklustre attempt to be the next Peter Tinniswood. I mean, it was all right, but it wasn’t really getting anywhere and that was driving me crazy.” 
 
    “Why? Miller asked. 
 
    “Because I saw it as the only way out,” Don said, becoming animated for the first time since he had entered the interview room. “I wanted to be an author more than anything in the world. The problem was I didn’t want to write.” 
 
    Riddle was looking even more confused. “Did you or didn’t you want to be a writer?” 
 
    “You misunderstand me,” Don Watson said. “I wanted to be a writer; that is, I wanted to be known as a writer. I wanted to be at parties and when asked what I did, be able to say I was an author. What I didn’t want to do was write.” 
 
    “Why not?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Because it’s bloody hard work,” Don said. “It’s a real slog, like any job can be. And the awful truth was that I simply wasn’t very good. I was competent, but nothing more.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir,” Riddle said. “But I have no idea what Mr Watson is talking about. Walking in my Footsteps is one of the bestselling books of all time.” 
 
    “Indeed it is,” Don said. “Sadly, I didn’t write it.” 
 
    Riddle’s mouth dropped open. “Then who the hell …” he left the sentence unfinished. 
 
    Don smiled bitterly. “It was in the second year I had been mentoring Paul Callan. Of course he had talked about the book he was writing, but I hadn’t paid too much attention. As I’ve said, everyone was writing a book. Then one day he bought the first chapter in to the office for me to read over a weekend. It was a revelation. I’d never read anything like it. It was brilliant, sad, life affirming and profound, all in the first bloody chapter. I hated it and I hated him.” 
 
    “You hated him?” Miller said. 
 
    “Of course I did. I’d been slaving away for what seemed like forever, then along came this twenty-one year old with a book that was going to change his life.” 
 
    “So what did you do?” Miller said. 
 
    “Do?” Don said. “I didn’t do anything. I didn’t plan anything, if that’s what you mean. Like many authors, Paul didn’t show his work to anyone; but because of our mentoring relationship he made an exception.” 
 
    Miller opened the brown folder in front of him. “I have the coroner’s report into Paul Callan’s death dated March 1973,” he said. “It gives the cause of death as an accident.” 
 
    “The feeling was that he’s been walking along the cliff path, south of Whitby and slipped. He fell to his death. A tragic accident,” Don said. 
 
    “But it wasn’t an accident, was it?” Miller said. 
 
    “No. What no one knew was I was with him that day. He was a keen climber and walker and as a thank you for my help he’d invited me to walk a section of the cliff path and was going to buy me lunch. I accepted because most things were better than another gloomy Sunday in my digs. There was no forethought. No planning. But as we were walking along, he told me that the novel was finished. I knew it was only a matter of time before he would be living the kind of life I had always wanted. Then all of a sudden he slipped. His hand flew out and grabbed mine. A part of the path had just eroded away. But I had saved him. Then I thought, what if I hadn’t been there? What if he had been on his own? Then I thought about his book sitting in the desk drawer. All of this went through my mind in a split second. Finally, I thought of the life I could lead.” 
 
    “So you pushed him over the cliff,” Miller said. 
 
    “Not even that,” Don said. “I just relaxed my grip and he fell.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Riddle said. 
 
    Don shook his head. “I was given an opportunity,” he said, in a way that suggested that explained his actions. “No one knew I was there, so I just walked home. The following day I removed the manuscript from his desk and looked puzzled when the editor asked if anyone had seen him. His body was found the day after and as you can see, accidental death was the verdict. All I had to do was submit Paul’s book to a publisher and sit back and watch my world change.” 
 
    “Which is why you never wrote another book,” Riddle said, finally understanding. 
 
    “At first I thought that would be a problem,” Don said. “But the very fact I didn’t produce a second novel just made me more of an enigma. The press lapped it up and the book continued to sell. At first I fully embraced the celebrity life. Talk shows, trans-Atlantic tours, broadsheet supplement stories; it was great, but over the past decade or so it’s lost its sheen. But I couldn’t resist the chance to come to Whitby.” 
 
    “That’s not true, is it?” Miller asked. 
 
    “No,” Don said flatly. “I had to come.” 
 
    “Why?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Because the Whitby Telegraph is getting rid of their cuttings library,” Miller said. “That’s where Paul’s daughter comes into things.” 
 
    Don nodded. “She contacted me about the festival. At first it was a shock, I’d forgotten all about his family. It’s easier to forget things like that.”  
 
    “I bet it is,” Riddle said under his breath. 
 
    “She really wanted me to attend the festival and she invited me over. I’ve not been in Whitby for over thirty-five years. Bad memories. Anyway, I was curious so I agreed. We met in the Pavilion and we talked about the festival. At the end of the meeting she mentioned the cuttings project she was working on and showed me some of the files. They hadn’t been looked at in 40 years, but there in front of me were her father’s handwritten notes for the first chapter of his book. I don’t think she realised what she had, but I could tell she was confused. I said Paul had written out the notes for me. She seemed to believe me, but I had to be sure. Then I found out that she had kept her father’s typewriter. It was in the Pavilion office. She had ideas of including it in a small exhibition of the paper’s archive.” 
 
    “When did she tell you?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Last week,” Don said. “She called to say that she had discovered more of her father’s notes and could I explain what had happened? I don’t think she still had any suspicion about her father’s death or she would have gone straight to the police. But it was only a matter of time. I drove over to Whitby and parked on Flowergate. I saw her in Sherlock’s coffee shop and then followed her onto the West Cliff. I called her name and she stopped. I looked around. There was no one in sight …” 
 
    “And you strangled her,” Miller said. 
 
    “I had to,” Don said. “Don’t you understand? My life would have been over. I would have been exposed as a fraud and it would have all been for nothing.” 
 
    “All for nothing?” Miller said, his voice rising. “That was your choice. You choose to let Paul Callan die. You choose to steal the novel. You choose to murder his daughter. You’re not the victim in this.” Miller sat back in his chair. 
 
    “And Lucy Greenwood?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “She took over from Paul’s daughter. It didn’t take her long to make the same connection. The only difference is she wanted something from it. She was obsessed with the thought that life owed her a better job. When she couldn’t get one she decided she’d get one by exposing me. She’d be all over the press and on TV. Her logic told her that it would lead to something better than her council job.” 
 
    “So you decided to kill her and make it look like suicide,” Miller said shaking his head. 
 
    “I used the typewriter to write the death threats. I knew you’d link it to Lucy; it was in her office, so I had plenty of time to write a couple of notes.” 
 
    “But the notes had been coming for six months,” Riddle said. 
 
    “What notes?” Don said. 
 
    “The ones you said you’d destroyed …” Riddle said. 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said. “The ones he said he’d destroyed. They had never existed. He told us he’d been receiving notes for six months and only kept the two most recent ones, but they were the only two there had ever been. He wrote them to himself, made sure they were discovered when Lucy was present. We thought she was the only person who had the opportunity to place the notes in the pile of papers from the book signing and at the dressing room in the Pavilion. And of course she was the only person, except for Don himself…” 
 
    “That’s why you were so adamant that Lucy saved the gifts from the book signing,” Riddle said. “But the murder attempt? You were electrocuted.” 
 
    “As SOCO said, it’s easy enough if you know what you’re doing,” Miller said. “A quick search on the internet will show you which wires to switch. Of course it looked hurried and sloppy because it was. He only had so much time before the audience were let in.” 
 
    “But you could have died,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Doubtful,” Don said. “But I had to take the chance to protect my reputation. And don’t you see? Even if I had died, Lucy Greenwood would have been suspected and my reputation would have been saved.” 
 
    “Which is why you killed her?” Riddle said. 
 
    “She was going to call the papers. I met her outside the Pavilion, hit her from behind and threw her body over the wall. It was just unlucky she got stuck in the rocks or she would have been fish food.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ!” Miller said. “Have you no compassion? No remorse for what you’ve done?” 
 
    “Only in the sense that it wasn’t worthwhile. If it had saved my reputation, my very reason for living, then it would have been worth every single death. But now everyone will know. By arresting me,” Don said, his eyes cold and lifeless, “you’ve made their deaths mean nothing.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Can you believe what he said at the end?” Riddle said an hour later as he and Miller were sitting in the detective’s office. “We made their deaths mean nothing! What kind of skewed logic is that?” 
 
    “I think it’s what he believes,” Miller said. “His whole adult life has been about becoming a famous writer and then maintaining that reputation. Now it’s been taken away, I don’t think he can find meaning in anything.” 
 
    Riddle took a bite out of a stale mince pie. “How did you get onto him in the first place?” he asked. 
 
    “Tim Brown gave me a sheet of paper with one of Paul Callan’s columns typed on it. When I finally got round to looking at it I noticed that every letter “T” was missing the far right edge.” 
 
    “Just like the death threats,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Exactly, Paul Callan’s 1973 column and then 40 years later the death threats. Of course it was possible that Lucy had used the typewriter, but when I realised they had been written on the original machine all I had to do was go back to the newspaper and get Tim to compare other things Paul had written. When I realised Don Watson had not written the novel, everything else just fell into place.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Maria Riddle was fussing around her husband and Detective Inspector Miller. 
 
    “How’s your turkey, Frank?” 
 
    “Lovely,” Miller said through a full mouth. 
 
    * 
 
    As the dishwasher was being filled, Miller and Riddle were sitting in the Sergeant’s small front room on a new housing estate in the suburbs of Whitby.  
 
    “Thanks again for inviting me,” Miller said. 
 
    “Think nothing of it,” Riddle said. “Maria always makes so much you’re saving me from days of chronic indigestion.” He didn’t add that he could enjoy Christmas Day so much more now he wasn’t worrying about Miller being alone in his apartment. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we help Maria?” Miller asked. 
 
    “She’ll be through in a moment,” Riddle said. “In the meantime I wanted to ask you a couple of things.” 
 
    Miller lifted a glass to his lips took a slow sip. “Nice Scotch,” he said approvingly. “What do you want to know?” 
 
    “Did you suspect Don Watson all along?’ 
 
    “Not at all. The thought that both cases were linked didn’t occur to me. Of course, that was what Don Watson was counting on. Two murders in a week would almost certainly be considered as being linked, but a murder and a suicide?” 
 
    “All because he had a reputation to protect,” Riddle said. 
 
    “That’s the problem when fame and fortune become the reason you do something, not the result of doing what you love.” 
 
    “His reputation is ruined now,” Riddle said. The Christmas Day news had been full of Don Watson’s dramatic arrest, filmed for the entire world to see. 
 
    “And hopefully Paul Callan will get the praise he deserves,” Miller said. “But it’s too late for him and his daughter.” 
 
    Miller stood up and looked out of Riddle’s living room window. Snow was falling and swirling in slow, balletic circles. Through the windows of the house opposite he could see a couple dancing and kissing. Suddenly he felt very sad. 
 
    “At least Danny Pagdin made it home for Christmas,” Riddle said, coming to stand beside him. 
 
    “I hope he has someone to spend it with,” Miller said. 
 
    “And the paramedics got to Sean Callan in time. I hear he’s staying with his sister.” 
 
    “All those lives,” Miller said. “Sacrificed so that one man could live a lie.”  
 
    “I hope you two aren’t getting all maudlin!” Maria Riddle said as she entered the room. 
 
    Riddle turned around and smiled. “Of course not,” he said, kissing his wife. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she said. “Now Frank,” she said putting her arm through Miller’s. “Let’s see if you and I can teach your sergeant how to play a decent game of charades.” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “It’s murder,” Keith Hill said as he inched his ageing estate car towards the shimmering haze of Whitby. 
 
    It was the first week of August and the north-eastern coastal town was enjoying its busiest summer in years. Always a popular resort during the summer months, August was its peak period with the school holidays ensuring the town’s shops, cafes, hotels and B&Bs were operating at full capacity. And if August was the busiest month, the first week was the busiest week. Traditionally it was the time of Whitby Regatta, three days of sailing, ships, and chips. 
 
    The Hill family car moved forward another few yards and stopped again. Keith looked across to the passenger seat where his wife sighed for the hundredth time. 
 
    “Sometimes you excel yourself,” she said as she turned up the cold air blowers. All that came out was warm air that smelled of petrol. The car was far too old for air conditioning. “I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” she said, languidly waving her arm at the traffic jam that stretched into the town. 
 
    Jayne Hill was thirty-six years old. Her red hair undimmed by the years, sat on her white shoulders. She hated the sun. 
 
    “If it isn’t bad enough that you persuaded us to come to the coast in the busiest week of the year…” she paused for breath. Why did it have to be so hot? “…you must be the only person in this whole queue stupid enough not to have booked anywhere to stay.” 
 
    Keith kept his eyes on the brake lights of the car in front. It had seemed a good idea at the time. Their daughter was now fifteen, so it was probably the last time they would holiday together as a family. His work situation meant it was difficult to book too far in advance, but even by his own standards he knew he had left it late. After an evening spent on the internet and on the phone, he had despaired of finding anywhere with a vacancy. “It’s Regatta week,” had been the most common response, the town’s hotel and B&B owners obviously thinking further explanation was redundant. 
 
    But Keith Hill had a stubborn streak. It had helped him succeed at school when his parents and teachers had said he would never pass his exams, it had helped him make slow but steady progress through the town planning department at Sheffield council where he had worked for the past fifteen years, and recently it had helped him prepare the surprise he had in store for his family. With any luck, it would now help ensure that his family would find somewhere to stop in his favourite seaside town. 
 
    “There’s bound to be somewhere with a vacancy, isn’t there?” he said with a glance in the car’s rear view mirror. His fifteen-year-old daughter had her iPod on and had made no sign she had heard him say anything since they left home. 
 
    “Not everything’s on the internet,” he said to his wife. 
 
    Jayne Hill huffed. 
 
    * 
 
    Thirty minutes later they were only a few hundred yards nearer the town. Keith had not expected empty roads. He knew the A64 that ran from Leeds to Scarborough had a bad reputation for holiday traffic, but they had made decent progress. Then the trip over the North Yorkshire moors had been slow, but steady. They had taken their place in a long line of traffic heading north. It was only when they had reached the end of this road and turned right onto the A169 and passed the ‘Welcome to Whitby’ sign that things had ground to a halt. 
 
    Part of the problem was that those staying in the town had been swelled by hundreds of day-trippers happy to jostle for a position on the harbour front or the cliff tops to get a glimpse of the tall ships and rowing boats. There was a park and ride service but that had long filled up. 
 
    Keith was dammed if he was going to admit it, but he was beginning to think that it might not have been the best idea he had ever had. 
 
    “I think we’re actually moving,” Jayne said, sitting up in her seat and squinting against the midday sun.  
 
    “You’re right. I knew we’d be all right,” Keith lied. 
 
    It seemed some blockage had been cleared and the traffic was now at least moving in the right direction for after just a few minutes more, they reached some traffic lights and a T-junction. 
 
    “Which way now?” Jayne asked. It was the first time she had been to Whitby and she had yet to see anything of the town centre, let alone the sea. “Most people seem to be heading left.” 
 
    “That’s because the sign points that way,” Keith said. “But if we go right, we cross the high bridge and can then turn into the east side of the town.” 
 
    Jayne huffed again. It was clear to Keith that this meant she thought ignoring the traffic signs was a rash decision that would probably result in a longer wait, but she was too hot to argue. 
 
    As the traffic lights turned green, Keith turned right and the car headed between rising grass banks before reaching the bridge that had been built in the 1970s to alleviate traffic congestion in the town centre. As they passed over the river Esk an impressive vista opened up to their left. The view took in both west and east of the town and the harbour.  
 
    “Wow,” Jayne said. “It’s quite beautiful.” 
 
    “I told you,” Keith said, pleased to hear his wife say something positive. 
 
    “But it looks very hot, and very full,” she added. 
 
    After they had crossed the bridge, Keith took the first road on the left and followed the hill down into Whitby. To their left was the river which was widening into the marina. A few hundred yards further Keith pulled up in front of a large red door, above which a sigh read, ‘Peter Downing’s Vintage Garage’. 
 
    “I know the car’s old,” Jayne said, “but you’re pushing it if you think it’s vintage.” 
 
    Keith ignored the sarcasm. “If you want insider knowledge, ask a local.” 
 
    As Keith got out of the car he stretched his arms up, feeling his sweat-soaked shirt pull away from his back. He pressed a bell next to the red door and then ducked as he heard a great roar above his head. 
 
    “It’s the Red Arrows,” a well-spoken voice said. “They’re performing today and tomorrow.” Keith turned to see a man in his early forties with sandy blond hair that fell over his left eye. “Peter Downing,” he said, holding out an oil-stained hand. “Problem with your car?” he added, looking with distaste at the family estate. 
 
    “Nothing like that,” Keith said. “I was just wondering if you knew of anywhere with any vacancies.” 
 
    “It’s Regatta week,” the garage owner said. 
 
    Keith hoped Jayne hadn’t heard that. “I know,” he said, “but I thought there may be somewhere that only the locals know about.” 
 
    “A guest house that only people in the town know about?” Peter said, a boyish smile breaking out on his face. “I’m not sure that would be the best business plan in the world.” 
 
    Keith had to acknowledge the point. Now he had said it aloud, it did seem faintly ridiculous. “Fair enough,” he said, turning to go. 
 
    “Of course you could always try Stonebridge’s Campus View. If you’re desperate.” 
 
    “Stonebridge’s?” Keith said. 
 
    “Winnipeg Stonebridge. She owns a guesthouse on the west side, near Pannett Park. She sometimes has a room free.” 
 
    “Winnipeg Stonebridge? Sounds like something out of a Dickens novel.” 
 
    “Looks like something out of a Dickens novel,” Peter said. “Not that I’ve actually ever read a Dickens novel - paper and oil don’t mix - but I’ve seen a few on TV.” 
 
    “And she may have a vacancy?” 
 
    “Possibly. She’s a little odd. Lived there for years. Nice enough, but quite old. A little grumpy, perhaps, but a heart of gold.” 
 
    “A woman of contradictions,” Keith said. “Sounds charming.” 
 
    * 
 
    “We’re in luck,” Keith said as he got back into the car. “There’s someone who may have a room across the river. “We’ll be there in five minutes.” 
 
    Five minutes soon turned into half an hour, but finally Keith pulled the car into a narrow side street and then into a parking space with, “Campus View Residents Only”, painted in faded white on a stone wall. 
 
    “I’ll just pop in,” Keith said. 
 
    “I won’t bother getting out,” Jayne said.  
 
    The front door to Campus View was resolutely closed. It’s peeling paint looked forlorn amidst its well-kept neighbours, but the windows were clean and its neatly swept steps gave Keith hope. He rang the bell and waited. Finally the door opened to reveal a woman in her late seventies, with masses of white hair piled on top of her head. Although lines crisscrossed her face, she had strong cheekbones and had obviously once been very attractive. 
 
    “Good afternoon,” Keith said, trying to sound as polite as possible. “I believe you may have a couple of rooms vacant.” 
 
    “Do you?” the old woman said, her eyes glinting. “And who told you that?” 
 
    “The man who owns the garage on the east side. The vintage car one.” 
 
    “Peter Downing?” she said, visibly relaxing. “Such a lovely boy. He’s had a terrible time, what with his family and all. Very sad, very sad…” 
 
    “I see,” Keith said, not seeing at all. “The rooms?” 
 
    The old lady seemed to have brightened up at the mention of Peter, but now she looked wary again. “You on your own?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, no. I’m here with my wife and daughter.” 
 
    “Daughter?” 
 
    “Yes, she’s a teenager. But nice for all that.” 
 
    “That’s all right, then. I don’t like single men staying here. Perverts, you know,” she added. 
 
    Keith suppressed a smile. “I understand,” he said. 
 
    “I’m Winnipeg Stonebridge,” the woman said, holding out a manicured hand. “I’m afraid it’s Regatta Week, so I only have the basement room available, but it’s very cosy. The house used to be made up of private residences, so it’s well laid out. The basement’s always been my favourite room; used to belong to a lovely young couple, but she left him. It was all very sad. But that was then and this is now. There are two bedrooms, a sitting room, kitchenette and bathroom.” 
 
    “Sounds perfect,” Keith said, wondering how he was going to sell the idea of a basement room to his wife and daughter. “We’ll take it.” 
 
    * 
 
    “A lower level room?” Jayne said. “You mean a basement, don’t you?” 
 
    “It’s actually rather nice,” Keith said. He had been given a brief tour by Winnipeg and had been pleasantly surprised. “There’s a separate room for Lena and the sitting room’s nice.” 
 
    “And the view? Can you see the university?” 
 
    “You can see the park. Sort of.” 
 
    Jayne laughed. She was too hot and tired to argue. “Fine, as long as there’s a shower I’m happy.” 
 
    * 
 
    “How’s your room?” Keith asked as his daughter slumped down on the surprisingly firm sofa. 
 
    Lena’s long legs stretched out as she looked around the basement room. “To be honest, it’s not too bad.” 
 
    “High praise indeed,” Keith said, ruffling her hair. 
 
    “Dad!” Lena complained as she reached for the television remote control. 
 
    “TV?” Keith said. “We haven’t come all this way to watch TV. Come on, let’s explore.” 
 
    Lena sighed, but stood up. She knew there would be no peace until they had been out to take in the sights. Not that she would admit it, but she was quite excited about her first visit to the town. Her GCSE English course had included work on Victorian writers and she had become fascinated by their strange, almost foreign lives. She knew Bram Stoker was the writer with the best-known connection to Whitby, but she had been more interested in Lewis Caroll, Wilkie Collins and some of the lesser-known women writers who had the visited in the nineteenth century. 
 
    “OK, Dad. Let’s get this over with,” she said. 
 
    * 
 
    Pulling the front door of Campus View closed, Keith led his wife and daughter to the right and into the centre of the town. As soon as they passed the railway station the crowds became thicker and he had to keep looking back to make sure Jayne and Lena had not been separated. The swing bridge that joined the east and west sides of the town was a bottleneck, and as soon as they had crossed it Keith led them to the left, pausing only to look in the window of a record shop. 
 
    “I bought my first Show of Hands CD there,” he said. 
 
    Jayne and Lena both exchanged puzzled glances as they followed him past the shop to where the street opened up into a square that sloped right to left. At the foot was an opening with wooden steps leading up to a bar. 
 
    “I think we all deserve a drink,” Keith said as they reached the top and entered a large open plan area with a bar in the middle. “I’m having a Theakstons, what do you two fancy?” 
 
    “Gin,” Jayne said. “Large.” 
 
    “Same for me,” Lena said. 
 
    “A pint of Theakstons, a large gin and tonic and a coke,” Keith said to the barman. 
 
    The bar was very busy. All the seats on the balcony were taken, but Keith found a settee in the corner that had been recently vacated. He sank into the leather and took a long slurp of his beer. “So, who wants to do what?” 
 
    Jayne wanted to browse Whitby jet in W Hammond’s. She had seen the shop in the film Possession and its presence had been the deciding factor in her agreeing to visit the town. Lena has expressed a desire to walk on the west cliff to see where her favourite Victorian writers had stayed. Keith wanted to climb the 199 steps of the church and abbey. They finally decided to leave all these things until the next day, as they suddenly realised they hadn’t eaten since they had left home. 
 
    * 
 
    Back at Campus View, Keith unpacked the three potions of fish and chips while Jayne brought plates from the kitchenette. Lena was on all fours trying to get the TV to work. “Nothing,” she said, with the heart felt cry only a teenager can exhibit when it looks as if there will be no TV for three days. 
 
    “You sort the chips out,” Keith said, “I’ll have a look at the TV.” He opened the back of the remote control. “There’s a red light on and the batteries look fine,” he said as he pressed various buttons. He then stuck his head behind the TV. “Ah,” he said. “I think up here they still have to insert the plug into the socket.” 
 
    Lena groaned. “Thank God.” 
 
    “It’s stuck. Somehow the cable has got wedged under the skirting board. Hold on.” Keith stretched down, got hold of the cable and pulled. There was a moment of resistance and then the cable broke free, bringing part of the skirting board with it. “Damn!” 
 
    “What have you done?” Jayne asked. “We’ll have to pay for that, won’t we?” 
 
    But Keith wasn’t listening. “What the hell…?” 
 
    Lena turned around, her mouth full of chips. “What is it?’ 
 
    Keith stepped back and grabbed the TV cabinet, pulling it slowly out of its corner. Reaching behind, he picked up a small package. “It was behind the skirting board,” he said, holding it up. Moving his plate out of the way, Keith placed the bundle on the table and carefully opened it. Inside, tied in red ribbon, was a collection of letters. Keith took the top letter, slowly opened it and read out loud. 
 
    “To Mary Linskill, Whitby, 5 August 1880.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The following morning Detective Inspector Miller was enjoying a rare day off. The weather outside his apartment was bright and warm and the weather forecast had predicted another day of unbroken sunshine. But Miller was no sun worshipper. He always welcomed the arrival of better weather as one would greet a former work colleague: happy to see them again, but with little desire to form a lasting acquaintance.  
 
    While most people with a day off would be heading for the beach or the moors, Miller was happily ensconced in his third floor apartment on Whitby’s west cliff. When he had bought the flat it had been advertised as having three bedrooms. Although the room Miller slept in and the one where an unused sofa resided certainly justified the description, the third bedroom stretched the description as far as was legally possible. It was more of a box room, but ironically this had been one of the reasons Miller had bought the apartment. Where others would have seen a single bed squeezed into its cramped surroundings, or a room destined to become a dumping ground for the jetsam and flotsam of modern life, Miller saw a long held ambition fulfilled.  
 
    The third bedroom had become exclusively dedicated to one task: it was the home of Miller’s extensive music collection.  
 
    Ever since he had been a young boy, Miller had been fascinated by pop music. Some of his school friends played musical instruments, while their parents were proficient on pianos and guitars. But Miller’s home had no interest in playing, it was listening that was the touch paper of his childhood. His father had a love of Sinatra and big band music, while his mother had amassed a record collection as varied as it was well played. Marty Robbins’ El Paso shared room with Tom Jones’ It’s Not Unusual. Dusty Springfield and the Shadows were unlikely bedfellows. Added to this mix was Miller’s older brother who introduced him to the glories of the Beatles, Stones and Dylan, the (un)holy trinity of sixties music. It was an education that he had never forgotten. When combined with music from his own childhood - Adam and the Ants, Madness, the Jam - Miller had a grounding in popular music that would not just form the soundtrack to his life, but would relieve him of a significant percentage of his salary. 
 
    Then there were his jazz albums. He had discovered the strange, alluring beauty of jazz when he had first watch a TV series based around the music of Bix Beiderbecke. Ever since then, he had been hooked. 
 
    But as much as he loved his music collection, it had begun to frustrate him since he moved to Whitby. He had never really organised it properly and it always seemed to be that the one record he wanted to play was lost in a cardboard box at the bottom of a large pile. 
 
    All that was about to change. Miller had built floor to ceiling shelves throughout the third bedroom and had taken all his music out of its boxes and was beginning to place the albums on the shelves. After much thought, he had decided to separate his jazz albums and organise the rest based on a chronological approach. He had just placed Britain’s First Hit Parade on the top left corner when his phone rang. He looked at the screen and swore. 
 
    “DS Riddle,” he said, “if this is anything less than Genghis Khan’s hordes pillaging their way through the town centre I don’t want to know. It’s my day off.” 
 
    “I know sir,” Riddle said, “but it’s a suspicious death. A nasty one.” 
 
    Miller looked sadly at the one CD on his shelves and sighed. “Where are you?” 
 
    * 
 
    Ten minutes later Miller pulled his car up outside Campus View guesthouse. A couple of uniformed officers were keeping a small crowd of onlookers at bay, while PC Lisa Newbold had her arm around an elderly woman. She smiled as Miller got out of his car. 
 
    “This is Winnipeg Stonebridge,” Newbold said. “She owns the guest house.” 
 
    Miller nodded, but did not stop. He had just seen the formidable figure of the police pathologist. 
 
    “Alan,” Miller said as he climbed the steps that led to the front door.  
 
    “Down in the basement,” the pathologist said in answer as he squeezed his broad shoulders through a door and headed downstairs. 
 
    Miller followed and was greeted by his sergeant. “No signal down here,” Riddle said. “We have to keep going outside to make calls.” 
 
    Miller wasn’t surprised. The walls of Whitby’s Victorian villas were broad and deep, like the town’s links to its past. 
 
    “What have we got?” 
 
    “Keith Hill, 45 years old. He was staying here with his family.” 
 
    “Family?” 
 
    “His wife, Jayne Hill and his teenage daughter, Lena.” 
 
    “Christ,” Miller said. “What happened?” 
 
    “This happened,” the pathologist said from the far corner of the room. He was bent over a figure that was hidden from Miller’s view by the sofa. He stepped to the side and suddenly felt the bile rise up in his throat. 
 
    “Nasty, isn’t it?” Powell said.  
 
    The figure on the floor was on its front, hands spread out as if poised in some cosmic question. The back of the skull was largely gone. 
 
    “A massive trauma,” Powell said. He was a man whose faith ran deep, and sometimes it was at odds with the needs of his job. “He’s had his head smashed in. More than one blow, I’d say.” 
 
    “A frenzied attack,” Riddle said. 
 
    Powell thought for a moment. “I’m not sure,” he said. “More thoughtful than that. I’ll have to wait for a full examination, but I’d say no more than two or three blows. Well aimed and in the same place. Effective, rather than frenzied.” 
 
    “Any sign of a weapon?” 
 
    Riddle stepped forward. “Oh, yes. In fact the weapon is a sign; or at least, part of one.” 
 
    “In English,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle held out a large object wrapped in clear plastic. “There was an old ‘For Sale’ sign in the front garden, it had been attached to the fence with a short length of scaffolding pole. It’s covered with blood and… other stuff.” 
 
    Powell groaned as he stood up and rubbed his back. “Again, you’ll need to wait for tests, but I’m 99 percent certain that’s your murder weapon.” 
 
    “Thanks, Alan. Let me know a.s.a.p.” 
 
    “As always,” Powell said, closing his bag and heading back up the narrow staircase. 
 
    Miller turned to face Riddle. His sergeant was wearing a new suit. Bespoke tailoring was his one extravagance. This one was a tan coloured linen and he was already regretting wearing it. It was creased and had a dark mark on the left arm, a result of trying to pass PC Newbold on the staircase. 
 
    “Who found the body?” Miller asked. “The landlady?” 
 
    “No, it was the wife. Jayne Hill. Her and the daughter had been out for a walk in the town. When they came back they found him like that.” 
 
    Miller looked around the room. The furniture seemed to be in place and there were no signs of a struggle. “Doesn’t look like a robbery - was anything taken?” 
 
    “That’s where things get weird,” Riddle said.  
 
    * 
 
    Miller found Jayne Hill in the back garden, sitting at a picnic table. She had obviously been crying, but she looked remarkably composed to him.  
 
    “Mrs Hill, I’m Detective Chief Inspector Miller. I know this is hard, but I really need to ask you some questions. Do you feel up to it?” 
 
    Jayne Hill’s eyes seemed to be searching for a point to focus on. “Questions? Of course you have questions,” she said spitting the words out so suddenly that Miller found himself taking a step back. Then her eyes focused, seeming to see Miller for the first time. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t know how to react. I’m devastated, of course, but what I’m feeling more than anything is anger. Anger at whoever did this to me, anger at the person who robbed my daughter of a father.” 
 
    Miller nodded at PC Dixon who had been sitting at the table. He stood up and gratefully went back indoors. “Where is your daughter?” 
 
    “One of your officers is with her, she’s being sick again. How the hell is she supposed to deal with a sight like that?” 
 
    Miller had no idea. He had seen some terrible things over the years, but he could not imagine how you would deal with finding your own father in such a way. 
 
    “Perhaps we could start with the basics. What brings you to Whitby?” 
 
    “Keith wanted to have one final family holiday. Lena’s sixteen next year and to be honest, I think this is the last place she wants to be. She’d much rather be with her friends.” 
 
    Miller thought he could place Jayne Hill’s accent. “Are you from South Yorkshire?” 
 
    “Sheffield. Do you know it?” It seemed an incongruous question considering the situation, but Miller knew people dealt with shock in different ways. It was quite normal for people to grasp at anything that could be considered normal. It was a way to anchor themselves. 
 
    “I grew up there. In fact, I only left a few years ago.” 
 
    “Did you used to come to Whitby for family holidays?” 
 
    “Every year,” Miller said. “Even when everyone else was heading off to Spain, we kept coming back to Whitby.” 
 
    “Keith was the same. He came with his family every summer, whereas I’m afraid my parents were keen on the cheap flights abroad. This is the first time I’ve ever been to Whitby. Keith wanted us to have at least one family holiday here…” 
 
    Jayne broke down. The sobs came in short, sharp bursts like machine gun fire. Then, as quickly as they had started, they stopped. 
 
    “It’s all right,” she said. 
 
    Miller felt ill at ease. He should have been comforting the recently widowed woman, but she seemed to assume the position of responsibility. 
 
    “Carry on, I know your questions are important.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said. “So you booked a room in Whitby…” 
 
    “We didn’t book. Keith thought we’d just turn up and get somewhere.” 
 
    “But it’s Regatta Week.” 
 
    A weak smile flitted across Jayne’s face. “So I understand, but he was determined. Once he got an idea into his head, it was hard to shake. As it turned out, there was a room. To be honest, I was so hot and tired I’d have slept on the railway platform.” 
 
    Miller thought about his cool apartment and nodded sympathetically. 
 
    “I understand you arrived yesterday.” 
 
    “Yes - we stopped at a garage to ask if the owner knew of anywhere that may have a vacancy and he suggested here. The basement room was available so we took it. We then went out for a drink, bought fish and chips and came back here.” 
 
    It sounded like a day from Miller’s childhood holidays. “And nothing out of the ordinary happened?” 
 
    “You mean apart from the letters?” 
 
    “Letters?” Riddle had told Miller that something was missing, but Miller always preferred to initially hear the details from those involved. But this was not what he was expecting. Money, a computer, credit cards perhaps, but letters? Who even wrote letters anymore? 
 
    “Keith seemed to think they could be worth something.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Miller said. “Can we go back a bit?” 
 
    Jayne told Miller about the TV not being plugged in and the cable being stuck underneath the skirting board. “When Keith pulled it, the skirting board came loose and the letters just fell out.” 
 
    “You say he thought they may be worth some money. Why?” 
 
    “They were old, really old. Nineteenth century, I think. It was Lena who realised they might be important.” 
 
    “Your daughter?” Miller said. 
 
    “Ever since she started her GCSE in English she’s become obsessed with Victorian writers.” 
 
    Miller was impressed. Most fifteen year olds of his experience were more into tablets than Trollope. “Do you think she’ll be up to a chat?” 
 
    “I’ll go and see,” Jayne said.  
 
    A few moments later Jayne returned with Lena, her arm around her daughter’s shoulder. She looked like her mother, Miller thought. The features were a little sharper, but they shared the same dark eyes and pale skin. 
 
    “I’m Detective Chief Inspector Miller. I am very sorry about your father.” Miller inwardly grimaced. It was such a facile thing to say, but in all his time in the police force he had never found a better alternative. 
 
    Lena looked lost, suddenly much younger than her years. Despite this, Miller guessed she shared more with her mother than looks. There was a strength here that might just help her get through the terrible days ahead. 
 
    “The Inspector wants to know about the letters we found,” Jayne said as they sat down at the picnic table. “I’ve told him they were old.” 
 
    “Your mother thinks they dated from the nineteenth century. She says you know a lot about Victorian writers.” 
 
    “They’re my thing,” Lena said. “I plan to go to university to study Victorian literature.” 
 
    “Good for you. I’ve always had a thing for the poetry of the period, especially Christina Rossetti.” 
 
    At the mention of the poet’s name, Lena seemed to come alive. “Have you read Goblin Market?” 
 
    “One of my favourites,” Miller said. “Did the letters feature poems?” 
 
    “No - at least not the ones I saw.” 
 
    “Your mother told me you thought they may be worth something.” 
 
    “Not financially, although they may have been worth a little. I thought they would be worth a lot in terms of academic study.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “They were written by Mary Linskill.” 
 
    Miller’s brows creased. He knew the name. “The writer?”  
 
    Lena nodded. “Yes; she’s nowhere as famous as other female writers such as the Brontës or even Christina Rossetti, but her books are wonderful.” 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said. “She was from Whitby and she lived here, didn’t she?” 
 
    “I don’t know where,” Lena said, “but perhaps this was her house. Perhaps she put the letters there all those years ago. And my dad found them…” 
 
    Lena’s shoulders started to shake. Jayne held her daughter tight. “I think that’s enough for now.” 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said. “We’ve arranged for you to stay at the White Horse and Griffin tonight. The owner’s a friend of mine.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Jayne said, her eyes filling with tears. 
 
    Miller left Jayne and Lena with a recently arrived officer who was trained in counselling. He doubted all the training in the world would help, but it was worth a try. 
 
    Retracing his steps he walked back into the house to where Riddle was waiting. “Do we have any idea what’s happened to these letters?” As motives for murder went, Victorian letters written by a minor novelist seemed to be pretty low down the list. “Were they worth anything?” 
 
    “Keith Hill thought so,” Riddle said. “He’d put them on eBay last night with a reserve of £500.” 
 
    Miller was surprised that the letters could be worth that much, but it still seemed a very small amount to kill for. “There must be a thousand other ways to steal that much money. The TV is probably worth more than that.” 
 
    “I know. It makes no sense.” 
 
    “Has anyone bid for them?” 
 
    “Yes. Someone with the screen name of Sheffield1966.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Miller said, “but it still doesn’t explain why someone would kill a man to get their hands on some Victorian letters.” He turned to look out of the window and out across the park to where Whitby University had its campus. “We’re going to need an expert. We may have to go further afield, there’s probably no one at the university qualified to help.” 
 
    “That’s where you would be mistaken,” said a soft female voice. 
 
    Miller and Riddle turned round to see PC Dixon standing with a woman in her late thirties. She had dark red hair, high cheekbones and the most beautiful eyes Miller had ever seen. 
 
    “This is Doctor Alice Laine,” Dixon said.  
 
    “And I’m writing a book on Mary Linskill.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    It took a few moments for Miller to recompose himself. Finally it was Riddle who spoke. “Thank you Dixon,” he said, dismissing the smirking PC with a wave of his hand. “Pleased to meet you, Dr. Laine. I’m Detective Sergeant Riddle and this is Detective Chief Inspector Miller.” 
 
    Miller blinked twice at the mention of his name and then suddenly seemed to remember where he was. “Thank you for coming, Dr. Laine.” Miller held out his hand. Dr. Laine’s handshake was firm, but not overly so. They locked eyes for a moment until Miller looked away. “I hadn’t realised we had asked for an expert, but it seems my team are ahead of me.” 
 
    “I couldn’t comment on that,” Dr. Laine said, “but in this case there was no contact from any of your officers. I’m afraid it was a case of idle curiosity - initially at least.” 
 
    “Sorry?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I work across the road at the university and always walk into work in the mornings. When I heard about the letters, I thought it was only right that I offered to help.” 
 
    “You heard about the letters?” Miller said. It was the first time he had been fully engaged since Dr. Laine’s arrival. “How did you hear about them?” 
 
    “A colleague told me. I must say it caused quite a stir when we learnt that the letters had been put up for sale.” 
 
    Miller was confused. As far as he was aware the letters had only been posted on eBay the previous evening. How could some academic know all about them less than 24 hours later? 
 
    “I think we should have a chat,” Miller said. “Do you have time, Dr. Laine?” 
 
    “That’s why I’m here. Besides, it’s August. There are no classes at this time of year. Most of the staff are away on holiday.” 
 
    “But not you?” 
 
    “I had a week in Haworth - bit of a busman’s holiday, I’m afraid. To be honest, I’ve never been a great fan of holidays. I love what I do, so I feel no great desire to get away from it.” 
 
    Miller understood completely. Ever since he had left school, the only holidays he had taken had been when he was seeing someone who wanted to spend time in the sun or traipsing around foreign tourist traps. It was rare to meet someone who felt the same. 
 
    “Do you fancy some air? Perhaps a walk into town?” It was already warm and Miller knew there was little else he could do for the moment at Campus View. Better to let SOCO do their thing. 
 
    “That would be fine,” Dr. Laine said, “but on one condition.” 
 
    “What would that be?” 
 
    “You call me Alice.” 
 
    “Alice it is.” 
 
    Miller and Alice left Riddle at Campus View and turned right in the direction of the town centre. 
 
    * 
 
    Pannett Park, which stood across the road from Campus View, was an oasis of relative calm and an escape from the crowds of August and the hordes of Regatta visitors. As Miller and Alice left the guesthouse, Miller gave the park only the most cursory of glances. If he had given it a little more attention he may have spotted the figure of a man, dressed head to foot in black, an unusual choice for the summer heat. If he had not been investing so much effort in his opening gambit he may just have noticed the expression on the figure’s face. And if he had not been so absorbed in trying to understand the significance of nineteenth century letters to a twenty-first century murder, he may just have caught the watching figure’s expression of pure hatred. 
 
    But Miller did not see any of these things. He simply turned right and headed along Bagdale into the centre of Whitby. 
 
    “Dr. Laine… Alice,” he said. “I would be very interested to learn how you came to know about the letters the victim discovered so soon after they were posed on eBay.” It was not the opening gambit he had intended. He wanted to express his gratitude for the academic’s offer of help, but he knew it had come across as officious and patronising. Luckily, Alice hadn’t seemed to have noticed. 
 
    “Of course,” she said as she reached into her handbag - a variation on a 1930s schoolgirl satchel - and took out a pair of sunglasses. Miller couldn’t help but notice the lack of a wedding or engagement ring. “Let me guess,” she said, “you can’t understand why anyone would be interested in a Victorian writer you’ve never heard anything about?” 
 
    Miller did know who Mary Linskill was; he had even read one of her books, but for now he sensed it better not to disagree. “Go on,” he said. 
 
    “Mary Linskill was born in 1840. Her father was a worker in Whitby jet. He died when she was a child, leaving the family very poorly off. She had to work to help support the family, but she was drawn to writing at quite an early age.” 
 
    “So she lived in Whitby?” Miller asked as they paused to let a car pull out from Spring Hill. 
 
    “Only when she was young. The family moved to a cottage near Newholme, just to the west of Whitby. 
 
    Miller knew the village. He had once spent an afternoon at the Beehive Inn with a former girlfriend. His face clouded over at the memory. 
 
    “You OK?” Alice asked. 
 
    “Fine. Go on.” 
 
    “Mary produced most of her work from that cottage. Tales of the North Riding was published in the early 1870s. Probably her best known books are The Haven under the Hill and In Exchange for a Soul - both from the 1880s.” 
 
    “I read The Haven a few years ago, just after I moved to Whitby,” Miller said. “I remember enjoying it. She had a great gift for describing the countryside.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Alice said. She tried to hide how impressed she was that Miller had not just heard of Mary Linskill, but had actually read one of her books. “Her descriptions of Yorkshire are probably what she’s best remembered for - if she’s remembered at all.” 
 
    There was a hint of bitterness in her voice that surprised Miller. “You seem to care about her reputation.” 
 
    Alice stopped in front of Whitby’s rail station. “Look at that,” she said, pointing to the stone steps that led to the platforms. “Think about all the great Victorian writers that have walked down those steps. Bram Stoker, obviously, but also Dickens, Lewis Carroll, Elisabeth Gaskell… Anyone with an interest in literature and the town knows about their relation to Whitby. But what about Mary Linskill? She was born and lived here. Her works use the surrounding countryside to such great effect and yet how many people know anything about her?” 
 
    “But the others were great writers. You can’t compare Mary Linskill with Dickens, Gaskell and Carroll. Can you?” 
 
    Of all the ways Miller had expected the morning to unfold, discussing the variable merits of Victorian writers outside Whitby’s train station was not one of them. 
 
    “Perhaps not,” Alice said. “But there are plenty of other writers whose work is still sold, discussed and debated at campuses across the world who Mary Linskill was as good as, if not better than.” 
 
    Alice stepped to one side to allow a line of Chinese tourists wheel their cases towards the platform. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s just when you spend so much time studying the work of one writer, you start to feel protective over them. So much for academic distance.” 
 
    Miller was squinting against the sun. It was still early, but the day was already uncomfortably warm. He unbuttoned his shirt’s cuffs and rolled his sleeves up. “Come on, let’s get a cold drink and you can tell me more about Mary Linskill.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller and Dr. Laine had managed to secure the last two seats in The Moon and Sixpence overlooking the town’s harbour. Crowds were already gathered along the edge of the pavement, eager to get the best view possible of the upcoming rowing races. Miller had ordered a large mineral water. Alice was sipping a latte. 
 
    “The coffee’s great here,” Miller said. “But I don’t know how you can drink something warm on such a hot day.” 
 
    “Warm drinks cool you down,” Alice said. 
 
    “I’ve heard that. Can’t say I believe it. Do you think it’s true?” 
 
    Alice laughed. As she did so dimples appeared on her cheeks and her eyes sparkled. “I have no idea, but you’re right, it’s great coffee.” 
 
    Miller was having a hard time not staring. “So,” he said after a long drink of water, “Mary Linskill. Were her novels popular at the time?” 
 
    “Not really. Contemporary reviews complained that her books were too gloomy.” 
 
    “And were they?” 
 
    “I prefer to think of them as dark,” Alice said, with the hint of a smile. “But that didn’t stop people reading Hard Times or Jude the Obscure. And besides, they weren’t all so dark. Some of her short stories are lovely.” 
 
    Miller stirred his drink, watching the rapidly melting ice cubes spin around the glass. “So where does her reputation stand today?” 
 
    “Put it this way, she doesn’t even get a mention in the Oxford Guide to English Literature or my biographical dictionary.” 
 
    “So why are you so interested?” Miller asked, then instantly regretted the question. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to suggest that Mary Linskill is an unworthy area of study or…” 
 
    “…a waste of time?” Alice said. 
 
    “No. Sorry. What I meant…” 
 
    Alice broke into a weary smile. “It’s all right, Chief Inspector. You aren’t the first person to think that and you certainly won’t be the last. As it happens, there are an increasing number of academics becoming interested in the so-called minor Victorian writers. But even if this wasn’t the case, there’s something about her that really interests me.” 
 
    “What exactly?” Miller asked. He was finding Dr. Alice Laine more interesting than he liked to admit to himself. 
 
    “There are the books, of course. Wonderful, atmospheric tales of sadness and despair that are really moving. But it’s more than that; it’s Mary herself. She was born into a very poor family and yet managed to not just learn to read and write to a high standard, but craft these novels out of circumstances that must have been anything but conducive. Whitby may have been a fashionable resort in the late nineteenth century, but it was a different case altogether for those who lived here. I think what moves me about her work most of all is the feeling that she tried to create something beautiful out of such a mean and unhappy world. The fact that her work was often greeted with indifference must have been crushing; the fact that it still is today is just wrong. I can’t change the past, but I can change the future. I want her books to be read and appreciated today.” 
 
    “I can understand that,” Miller said, aware he was choosing his words more carefully than normal. “But as we stand, is it fair to say that she is a largely forgotten writer?” 
 
    Alice wiped her mouth with a napkin and pushed the coffee away from her. “Yes,” she said. 
 
    Alice had confirmed what Miller had suspected. Which meant there was one obvious question to which he needed an answer. “So if that’s the case,” Miller said, “what value would a collection of her letters have for anyone?” 
 
    “Interesting question,” Alice said. Despite her coffee, she was beginning to feel uncomfortable in the bar. The door was propped open, but the windows were intensifying the heat. She dabbed the back of the neck with her napkin. “To me, or anyone interested in her work and life, they could be anything from incredibly valuable to little more than a curio.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “Well, let’s look at the best case scenario. Did you ever read or see the film of Possession?” 
 
    “A.S. Byatt’s book? Yes, both as a matter of fact.” 
 
    “In which case you’ll know that in her fictional story, a female Victorian writer who had a very moderate success in her lifetime and had been largely forgotten today is found to have been in love with a famous poet. Think a Tennyson or a Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Modern day academics find a series of letters that reveal a love affair that not only shines a whole new light on his poetry, but also adds a whole new dimension to her work. She is essentially rediscovered as a writer.” 
 
    “And the worst case scenario?” 
 
    “They’re just shopping lists or letters to friends and family. They’ll still add something to our knowledge of her life.” 
 
    “How about in a monetary sense?” 
 
    “Not really my area,” Alice said, sounding curter than she intended. “You should try Dr. Black.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Dr. Adrian Black. He’s a colleague from the English department. Specialises in American fiction and is responsible for the university’s acquisitions programme. He doesn’t know much about Mary, but he knows a lot about the market value of letters and so forth.” 
 
    “You don’t like him?” 
 
    “I don’t have to like him. He’s good at his job.” 
 
    It was clear to Miller that there was more to Alice’s relationship with this Dr. Black, but he didn’t want to pursue it right now. “At a rough guess, what would you say the letters are worth? In terms of money?” 
 
    Alice sighed. “If they contain scraps from an unpublished novel then hundreds, perhaps even a thousand or so. But if they’re of only minor interest, no more than a couple of hundred pounds on the open market. Of course, if you could interest some American university you may get more.” 
 
    “Is that likely?” 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    Dr. Leigh had said she needed to pick a few things up from the supermarket, so Miller walked back to Campus View on his own. The crowds were now swelling to their peak and Miller found himself wishing, not for the first time, that Whitby’s west side had as many back streets and alleyways as its east side. As it was, there was little alternative than to battle his way through the overheating traffic and sunburned pedestrians. 
 
    As he walked he thought about what he had learned from Dr. Leigh. Whichever way you looked at it, Mary Linskill was a very minor Victorian writer. As much as Alice had been loath to admit it, very few people had heard of her and even less had read her books. So why the hell would someone in Sheffield bid £500 for a collection of letters? From the description Keith Hill had posted, they certainly didn’t look as if they were about to turn the literary world on its head. But had he missed something? 
 
    Miller’s next move was clear. He needed to talk to the person who had placed the £500 bid on Mary Linskill’s letters. 
 
    As Miller arrived back at Campus View the sight of DS Riddle bounding down the steps greeted him. “I’ve been trying to contact you,” he said. 
 
    “Never mind that,” Miller said. “Have we found out who this Sheffield1966 person is?” 
 
    “Jack Stringer, 48. Lives in Sheffield. Obviously,” Riddle added. 
 
    Miller was impressed. It normally took a lot longer to prise such information out of online companies. “Good work,” he said. “Let’s set up a meeting with him.” 
 
    “That could prove difficult, sir.” 
 
    Miller froze. “Why?” 
 
    “Because his body was found this morning in his Sheffield home. He’s been murdered.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “Murdered?” Miller said. “What do you mean he’s been murdered?” 
 
    Riddle looked uncomfortable. “I have been trying to reach you.” 
 
    “That’s neither here nor there.” Miller’s phone had vibrated in his pocket a few times when he was with Dr. Leigh, but he had been reluctant to interrupt their conversation. “Can we go back a page or so? You’re saying that the person whose online name is Sheffield1966 and placed a bid on the Mary Linskill letters has been murdered?’ 
 
    “Yes, sir.” That was exactly what Riddle was saying. He had no idea why Miller seemed to be struggling with the information. 
 
    “How did you find out?” 
 
    “Sheffield CID called. When they found the body, a laptop computer was open at the eBay page with the letters on. It didn’t take them long to put two and two together.” 
 
    Miller leaned back against the cold tiles in the porch of Campus View. There was no breeze and the trees in the park across the road stood still like silent sentinels. Just as Miller was about to return his gaze to Riddle, he caught sight of what he thought was a figure move slowly between the trees, but when he looked again there was no one there. 
 
    Riddle quickly consulted his notes. “DCI Hallam offered to come up here if you thought the cases may be connected.” 
 
    “Did he?” Miller asked. He knew it was just professional courtesy - with a murder on his patch the last thing Hallam would want would be to travel all the way to the coast. But there was no doubt that the two detectives needed to talk. Miller briefly considered a phone call, but then discarded the idea. If he drove to Sheffield he could do so on the pretence of finding out more about this eBay bidder, but while he was there it would be the perfect opportunity to look into the Hill family. 
 
    “What time are we seeing the pathologist?” 
 
    “Dr. Powell said he should have something for us by the end of the day.” 
 
    Miller thought for a moment. “Call DCI Hallam back and thank him for the offer, but say I am free tomorrow and will drive down in the morning. Ask him if it would be possible for me to have a look around the victim’s home. Be polite, sergeant. It’s his case and the connection may be nothing more than coincidence.” 
 
    Miller took out a handkerchief and wiped his head. As he did so he looked around the house’s main hallway. The SOCO team were hard at work, painstakingly looking for evidence, bagging endless samples of hair, dirt and God knows what. As most of them were knelt down or on all fours probing the nooks and crannies of Campus View in their plastic all in one suits, it was almost impossible to tell one team member from another. Just looking at them made Miller feel hotter. 
 
    “We won’t learn anything from the SOCO team until this afternoon, either. You finish up here and then meet me at my flat. I need another shower.” 
 
    * 
 
    It was now just past midday and far below the west cliff, Whitby’s Regatta had embarked on the first of its three days. The opening Friday tended to be the quietest of the long weekend, but that was only a relative quiet. The town seemed full to bursting and Miller once again thanked the lucky chance that had found him buying a third floor apartment high up on the west side of the town. Its elevation not just provided excellent views south, west and north, but it helped create a sense of separation from the town and its summer crowds. 
 
    Miller had showered, gradually turning the temperature dial lower and lower until he shivered under the torrent of cold water. He knew it wouldn’t last, but it was still an almost guilty pleasure to feel cold when the town sizzled about him. 
 
    As he stepped out of the bathroom and into his living room, he thought about the CDs in their multiple boxes and felt a sudden urge to lose himself in their reorganisation. It would be nice to turn his back on murder and the mystery of the Victorian letters and wallow in the almost warm embrace of his favourite music. 
 
    He knew he couldn’t do that, but he did have a little time before Riddle was due. Changing into a fresh shirt and trousers, Miller walked into what he was already calling - to himself at least - his music room and chose a vinyl record. He wanted something that was mellow and cool to help keep the outside heat at bay, and he knew just the thing. He placed the record on his Rega P3 turntable and carefully dropped the stylus. Moments later the sound of Miles Davis’ mid 1950s quintet filled his apartment. 
 
    Miller had never been a religious man, put off at an early age by the perceived hypocrisy of organised religion. For him, music was where his faith lay. In the trumpet of Miles Davis, the saxophone of Charlie Parker, the sound of the Beatles in all their world-changing magnificence. He could worship at the altar of Billie Holiday and gain solace from the saloon songs of Sinatra. 
 
    Music could make him feel true happiness and it could bring - and in recent years often had brought - the only real comfort when life conspired to offer pain and rejection. As he listed to If I Were a Bell he knew that it would always be so; music would be a constant that would be the literal sound track to his life. 
 
    As the band began You’re My Everything, it’s mellow, seductive sound was interrupted by Miller’s anaemic sounding doorbell. Miller pressed a button on his entry system and unlatched the door. Moments later Riddle bounded into the room. 
 
    “How can you run up the stairs in this heat?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It’s a lot hotter on the continent,” Riddle said, with all the enthusiasm of someone about to break into a long story about past foreign holidays. Sensing this, Miller changed the subject. 
 
    “I was just going to have a cool drink. Do you fancy one?” 
 
    “Do you have any coffee?” 
 
    Miller rolled his eyes and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Miller’s apartment faced east, straight out to sea. This meant the balcony was in the shade for most of the afternoon. He and Riddle were seated on metal chairs with a small table between them on which sat a tall glass of lemonade mixed with orange juice and a strong black coffee. Down to their right tourists were still queuing for a game on the novelty golf course that Miller had played on as a child and more recently a friend of his had owned. 
 
    “You’ve spoken to the family and the guest house owner,” Miller said. “What do you think?” 
 
    Riddle had known this question was coming and had been trying to organise his thoughts all day long. 
 
    “I think the family is genuinely upset,” Riddle said as a herring gull drifted by the balcony, turning its head to appraise the two policemen. “At least, they seem to be. The wife, Jayne Hill, seems quite a capable woman. She’s still in shock, of course, but she hasn’t gone to pieces. She answered all my questions and hasn’t contradicted anything she said to the first officers on the scene. Her and the daughter, Lena, went for a walk. They were out an hour or so and when they came back, they found their father on the floor in the living room. Jayne called the police straight away.” 
 
    “And Lena?” 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “Probably not a typical teenager,” he said. “Not weird as such, but just not into boy bands and make up. I’m sure an interest in nineteenth century Victorian fiction made her stand out from the crowd.” 
 
    “Do you?” Miller said. He wasn’t so sure. “I wouldn’t be surprised if Lena had found a group of friends with similar interests. She’s pretty, Riddle. It makes a difference.” 
 
    Riddle’s brow furrowed. “In what way?” 
 
    “You can afford to be a little different at that age if you’re pretty. Secondary schools are as hierarchical as the police force. She may have lost cool points for being an avid reader, but her looks will have stopped her dropping down the table too far.” 
 
    Riddle was far from convinced. “What are you basing this theory on, sir? It’s quite a while since you were at school.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “Quite a while, indeed. To be honest I heard a discussion on Radio 4 last spring.” 
 
    Riddle laughed.  
 
    “Whether you’re right or not, Lena Hill is an intelligent 15 year old.” 
 
    Miller nodded. That was the impression he had got and it was backed up by what her mother had told him. 
 
    “Let’s ask the question, then. Do we think either of them - whether as an individual, or together - murdered Keith Hill?” 
 
    Riddle drained his coffee and stood up, leaning forward on the balcony. Below him, for the first time that day, car park spaces were becoming available. 
 
    “It’s early days,” Riddle said. “But right now, my gut feeling is no.” 
 
    “I would tend to agree. Largely because of two reasons,” Miller said, joining his sergeant at the edge of the balcony. “First, we know that both Jayne Hill and her daughter were together all day - they have both stated that. So unless one of them is lying, or they were both in on it - and of course that’s possible - they couldn’t have murdered Keith Hill.” 
 
    “And second?” 
 
    “And second, there’s the letters. I just can’t get past the problem of why someone would kill to get their hands on letters that are worth a few hundred pounds at most. It just doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    Riddle agreed. People who stole to sell usually had some kind of habit to maintain. The went for mobile phones, computers, even jewellery sometimes; but antiquated literary letters? 
 
    “Of course,” Miller continued, “they might not have killed him themselves, but arranged for someone else to do it.” He knew it sounded outlandish and somehow didn’t ring true. 
 
    “But their visit to Whitby was a last minute thing. Not easy to organise a murder on such short notice. Last time I looked the Whitby phone book wasn’t overflowing with assassins for hire.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “Probably should have Googled it, sergeant. But I take your point. And what do you think about the letters?” 
 
    “I just don’t get it. My first thought was that they were nothing to do with the murder, just a coincidence. But why take them?” 
 
    “Exactly. If the murder was a burglary gone wrong and the thief just grabbed something of value, the last thing he would take would be letters. He would have no idea they were of any value. And besides, Keith Hill’s wallet was still in his jacket pocket.”  
 
    “So what do you thing is the significance of the letters?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “To be honest, I thought they might have been a coincidence, just as you did. Alice - Dr. Laine - has been very helpful with the background, but even according to her the letters are of literary value rather than monetary. She did give me the name of someone else at the university who had more experience on the acquisitions side, but I didn’t think it was really worth too much attention. And then…” 
 
    “And then this Sheffield murder,” Riddle said. “Is that a coincidence as well?” 
 
    “It could be a coincidence,” Miller said. “But what are the odds? A man finds some letters and puts them on eBay. He is killed within a few hours. The next day the only person to have placed a bid - a bid of £500, which is about the most anyone could expect the letters to go for - is murdered a hundred miles away from the first killing.” 
 
    Miller put down his drink. “As you said, it’s early days. But as things stand, I haven’t got a clue.” 
 
    “Let’s not mention that in the press statement,” Riddle said. 
 
    It was meant as a joke, but Miller wasn’t smiling. “Let’s go and see the pathologist,” he said. “Let’s hope he can tell us something that might help. We’ll take my car, yours has no air conditioning.” 
 
    * 
 
    Situated far outside the town centre, Whitby’s morgue was a riot of modernist design and municipal neglect. Large black monoliths of marble projected at odd angles from a circular base that housed the police’s pathology unit. Paint was peeling, tiles were tumbling and fluorescent lights were failing. It always struck Miller as a suitably decaying home for Powell and his team. 
 
    As ever, the pathologist seemed to possess some sixth sense as to when the policemen were arriving. As Miller opened the main doors to the morgue, Powell was already striding towards them. His prop-forward physique and ruddy complexion always seemed at odds with the sombre and serious nature of his work. But Powell was not just an excellent pathologist; he had a real dedication to his work. His family were church people, his father was still vicar at a church in Bakewell. Powell had his family’s desire to help others in spades; he saw the fact that he spent his days with the dead as no contradiction. In his view, his work helped those left behind and although he would not have put it this way, helped avenge those who could no longer help themselves. 
 
    “Frank,” Powell said. He was the only person in the force Riddle had ever heard use Miller’s first name. “I see you’ve managed to find the only place in the town that isn’t sweltering in this heat wave.” 
 
    Miller smiled grimly. He couldn’t argue the point; the morgue was always kept at a cool temperature. As cold as the grave, they said at the station. But today it was bordering on pleasant. 
 
    Powell lead the way through a series of doors and corridors until he held back a thick black door with his name etched into the frosted glass. 
 
    The room contained three metallic tables, set out in a line. Two were empty. On the third lay the mortal remains of Keith Hill. 
 
    “Nasty,” Powell said in a way that suggested that was all they needed to know. 
 
    Miller nodded. Now the corpse had been cleaned up, the full extent of the wound to Keith Hill’s skull was revealed. From just behind his left ear to the right hand side of the back of his head, there was hardly any bone. Just a dark crater that reminded Riddle of a documentary on moon landings he had watched. 
 
    “As you can see,” Powell said, moving in close to the body, “I’ve already removed the brain. I have to say,” his bright persona darkening ever so slightly, “it was quite easy to get out. There was almost nothing left of the back of his head.” 
 
    Powell liked to keep things simple and was unique among his colleagues in that he seldom referred to parts of the body by their Latin names, unless he was preparing his reports. 
 
    “Significant force was used?” Riddle asked. He was pretending to study some sample bottles on the side of the room. He had already seen too much for one day. 
 
    “Most certainly,” Powell said. “As far as I can tell, there were just two blows. The first one was probably fatal. It was all that was needed,” he added almost to himself. 
 
    “So definitely not a frenzied attack?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It looked frenzied, especially when you consider the state of the head when he was found. But there was a lot of blood and parts of the brain around the edge of the skull. Just two blows; well aimed - or lucky for the assailant.” 
 
    “So not a woman?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Hell hath no fury, Riddle,” Powell said as he crouched down to take another close look at the wound. “And I would say it all depends on the weapon. You suspect it’s that cut off piece of scaffolding?” 
 
    “Yes,” Riddle said. “It still being tested, but there seems little doubt.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll have to wait for the results, but from what I’ve seen it could certainly have been used by a woman. Those things aren’t that heavy and it is long enough to get some real leverage.” 
 
    “What about the angle of attack?” Miller asked. 
 
    “A not unintelligent question,” Powell said. “I would say from the angle of the wound and the splintering of bone, that he would have either been sitting down on the floor, or more likely kneeling with his head low down. As if he was in prayer.” 
 
    “As if he was in prayer,” Miller said slowly, “or as if he was showing someone where he had found the letters.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The following morning dawned warm and bright. Perfectly so, thought Miller as he pulled out of his apartment block’s car park. It was six thirty and he was heading for Sheffield. 
 
    It was a route he had driven dozens of times. Although the direct route took him down the A1 and M1 motorways, Miller still followed the route his parents had taken back in the days before many of the bypasses had been built. He hated motorways, finding driving on them one of the most boring occupations known to man, alongside supermarket shopping and conversations about interest rates and tax brackets. 
 
    This morning, such things were far from his mind. As he slipped Charlie Parker’s Jam Session into the Mini Cooper’s CD player, he found himself marvelling at the events of the previous night. 
 
    After their visit to the morgue, Miller and Riddle had returned to the apartment from where Riddle collected his car and drove home. It was just after six and the day had been at last starting to cool down. Miller had taken yet another shower and then had decided to take a walk along the west cliff. As he had been passing the point where the road takes a sharp bend inland, he had veered off to the right on a footpath that hugged the cliff top. 
 
    There were a number of benches along its length and on the last one he recognised the figure sitting quietly and staring out to sea. Had he realised his step had increased as he saw who was it was? Or that he found himself feeling nervous in a way that he had thought could never happen again? If asked, he would have denied the two charges. But deep down, he knew he was guilty on both counts. 
 
    As soon as he had seen the figure he knew what he was going to ask. He told himself it made sense. He told himself it was a purely investigational request. He even told himself Riddle would think it was a good idea. He told himself other lies, too. What he did not do was pause for a second. 
 
    So it was that at six-thirty in the morning, instead of turning right at the bottom of Chubb Hill Road and heading for the North Yorkshire Moors, Miller turned left into the town centre. He crossed the deserted swing bridge and pulled in to the side of the road where the cobbles of Church Street meet the tarmac of Bridge Street. He flicked the switch to unlock the boot and then got out to lift the Longchamp overnight bag into the car. 
 
    “Good morning, Detective Chief Inspector.” 
 
    “Good morning, Doctor Laine.” 
 
    * 
 
    The journey to Sheffield took around two and half hours. During it the car was filled with the sound of Charlie Parker, Sonny Clark, and the lilting melodies of Chet Baker. Miller asked his companion about her life, gently probing beyond the professional to the private. He learnt that she was single (“married to the Victorians”) lived in a cottage at the far end of Church Street above the east pier that last Christmas had so nearly had its name changed, and that they shared a passion for jazz music, in Alice’s case a particular love of female vocalists such as Lady Day, Sassy and Ella. 
 
    Miller had in turn answered her few, but well aimed questions. He too was single and lived alone, he owned far too many CDs and LPs and he had his heart ripped out a couple of years ago. This last revelation had surprised Miller as much as it had Alice. It was the first time he had spoken to anyone about the personal affect the ‘Death’s Disciple’ case had on him two and a half years before. He had managed to get his life back together since then, but he had stubbornly done so without anyone else’s help. Deep down he knew the process would have been quicker if he had shared his pain with another person, but for some reason even he could not fully explain, he needed to do it alone. 
 
    “I don’t need details,” Alice said as Miller swung the car away from Selby, “but are you OK now?” 
 
    It was such a simple and direct question that it took Miller by surprise. Was he OK now? Incredibly, he had never thought about it before. He had just got up every day, gone to work, come home, listened to some music, and gone to bed. He had been existing, not really living. He knew that. But was he OK? He stole a glance at Alice as he slowed down to pass through a commuter village. Perhaps, just perhaps, he was. 
 
    It was only as Miller passed through the desolate wasteland that was sandwiched between Rotherham and Sheffield that he discussed the case. He had enjoyed the drive and the companionable silence of Dr. Alice Laine. As Chet Baker whispered his final song, Miller turned the CD player off. “I want to thank you again for doing this. I appreciate your help.” He sounded more formal than he intended, but he knew that there had to be a divide between the conversations in the car and what they were here to do.  
 
    “I’m more than happy to help. Would you just mind going through what you want me to do again?” 
 
    Miller smiled to himself. She was being tactful; he had barely touched on her role in the investigation. As soon as she had agreed to help, he had changed the subject, eager to learn more about the academic. “I’d like you with me when I first speak to DCI Hallam. Your knowledge of Mary Linskill will be invaluable and you may be able to throw some light on the evidence or notice something that we may have missed.” Now, in the sultry August morning as they drove past the Meadowhall shopping centre, Miller was suddenly aware of how flimsy his reason for asking her to come to Sheffield had been. 
 
    “Of course,” Miller said, “you’ll only have limited access to certain things so you’ll have some time to kill.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” Alice said. “I want to visit the university library. They have some fascinating material on female Victorian writers.” 
 
    “Isn’t all that stuff online these days?” 
 
    “A lot of it is, but it’s all down to funding. If there isn’t the money to digitalise items - especially those by so-called minor writers - then they stay in a box on a shelf. The only way to see them is to visit.” 
 
    “And are there items relating to Mary Linskill?” Miller asked, irrationally concerned that that may have been the reason Alice had agreed to come with him. 
 
    “I know of a couple of items. I hoping there might be more. There could be a Sheffield connection.” 
 
    * 
 
    In the time since Miller had last visited, the police station in Sheffield had moved from its mid-sixties era base to an all-new purpose built development on the edge of the city centre. What hadn’t changed was the city’s impenetrable one-way traffic system. Despite growing up in Sheffield, it remained - as it did to most of the current inhabitants - a complete mystery. Despite the best efforts of the town planners, Miller finally arrived at the police station only fifteen minutes late. 
 
    The desk sergeant was expecting them (Miller had phoned ahead to let them know he was bringing a specialist adviser) and buzzed them through. DCI Hallam was waiting at the other side of the security door. He was around the same age as Miller, but whereas Miller was fair with strong blue eyes, Hallam had jet-black hair and the darkest eyes Miller had ever seen. He also had a goatee beard. The affect had once been quite demonic, but it had been alleviated by the grey that was slowly spreading across the policeman’s temples. 
 
    Miller and Hallam shook hands. “This is Dr. Laine, she’s an expert in Victorian literature and Mary Linskill,” Miller said. 
 
    “Please to meet you, doctor. You never know what you’re going to come across in this job,” he said, “but I have to say a case concerning Victorian letters is not something even I expected.” 
 
    “I can believe that, Philip,” Miller said. It was one hell of an understatement. “Do you think there’s a connection with my murder?” 
 
    “Come this way,” Hallam said, as he turned and walked down a corridor to his office. 
 
    After Miller and Dr. Laine had sat down, Hallam powered up his laptop and shook his head. 
 
    “I’d be lying if I said I had much of an idea of what the hell is going on,” he said. 
 
    “Well, it’s very early in the investigation,” Miller said. 
 
    Hallam gave him an appraising glance. “Of course it is,” he said, “but that’s not what I mean.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Look, we get all sorts in this city,” Hallam said as he tapped away at the keyboard. “We get all the usual things you’d expect for a large city and although the work is varied, it tends to fit within what I’d call expected parameters.” 
 
    “But this doesn’t?” Miller asked, leaning forward in his chair. 
 
    “At first glance it did,” Hallam said. He opened the top left desk drawer and took out a folder. “Sorry, Dr. Laine, but I can’t let you see this.” 
 
    Miller opened the file. It contained a picture of a man, slumped over a desk. The back of his head was missing. Another picture showed an open laptop computer, splattered with blood. Miller closed the file. “The weapon?” 
 
    “Pathologist says a hard, flat object. There’s no trace of it, but he reckons probably a hammer.” 
 
    “It’s a similar wound to our victim,” Miller said. “Any sign of forced entry?” 
 
    “Nothing at all. Either the door was unlocked, or he knew his killer.” 
 
    “Same again,” Miller said. 
 
    For the past few minutes Dr. Laine had been feeling more and more uncomfortable. She could see no reason why she was being included in this meeting, especially as she wasn’t being shown any evidence. 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt,” she said, making it clear she was anything but sorry, “but you said this case doesn’t fit within normal parameters. I can only suppose that’s why I’m here.” 
 
    Hallam looked from the academic to Miller and back again, as if he was trying to make a decision. “You’re right, Dr. Laine. In the force you can get into the habit of giving away as little as possible to your colleagues.” 
 
    Dr. Laine’s expression thawed. “It’s much the same in the world of academia,” she said. “But as I’m here…” 
 
    Hallam sighed. “The victim was a Jack Stringer. Nasty piece of work. Old school gangster, or at least that’s how he saw himself. A bully really. But one who was good at what he did.” 
 
    “Which was?” Miller asked. 
 
    “Extortion, pimping, knocked off booze, some drugs, essentially anything that was dirty and caused misery to other people.” 
 
    “So you weren’t surprised to find him with his head caved in?” 
 
    “Just the opposite. People like him make enemies. We’ve a lot of Somali and Romanian gangs in the city. My first thought was that someone wanted him out the way to muscle in on his territory.” 
 
    Dr. Laine smiled to herself. She thought DCI Hallam may have watched too many American gangster movies. 
 
    “But there’s more to it?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It was the computer. Or at least what was on the computer. His search history was almost completely full of porn sites, with a few visits to the ferry arrivals. But what was actually on the screen at the time was eBay. And he had been watching just one item.” 
 
    “The Mary Linskill letters?” Dr. Laine said. 
 
    “Exactly. Jack Stringer could barely read. He ran his business through intimidation and brutality. The works of Victorian literature didn’t really play a great part in his life.” 
 
    “So what the hell was he doing bidding on the letters?” 
 
    “As I said, I haven’t a clue. We checked his Sheffield1966 alias. It was only set up the day he died. As far as we can see, he didn’t even have an eBay account before that.” 
 
    Miller stood up and walked to the window. There was a copy of the Sheffield Star newspaper open at the letters page. “Any theories?” he asked. 
 
    “Honestly?” Hallam said. “None.” 
 
    Miller could see what he meant. He knew Stringer’s type. There was no way in a million years he would be interested in anything to do with the literary world, let alone the letters of an obscure Victorian novelist. 
 
    “What I do have,” Hallam said, turning to face Dr. Laine, “is a lot of questions.” 
 
    “Ask away,” Laine said, happy at last to be playing a part in the investigation. 
 
    “Jack Stringer was a thug. What the hell would he have wanted with those letters? Miller tells me they’re worth very little and yet he placed a £500 bid on them. What would he have done with them if he had won them?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dr. Laine said. “There’s little chance he would have made any significant money on them. He could even have lost money. To all intents and purposes the letters would be worthless to anyone except an academic in my area of study or a Victorian expert. But trust me, they weren’t worth killing for.” 
 
    “I would agree,” Hallam said. “And it could well be that he just happened to be on his computer when he was murdered. There are any number of reasons someone would want Jack Stringer dead. And as a rule, I would be happy to accept that some gang took the opportunity to remove a rival and leave it at that. But…” 
 
    “But?” Dr. Laine asked. 
 
    “But even if that was the case and the letters had nothing to do with the murder, it still doesn’t change the fact that he was bidding on letters by this Mary Linskill. It’s a loose end and one hell of a puzzle. In fact, it’s just so damn out of character that there has to be some connection with your murder, but I’ll be damned if I can see what it is.” 
 
    Miller had to agree. “Shall we go and have a look at the murder scene?” 
 
    “Of course,” Hallam said, with a glance at Dr. Laine. 
 
    “It’s OK, I have other plans.” 
 
    “Dr. Laine has an appointment at the university,” Miller said. “I’ll drop you off on the way and pick you about two?” 
 
    * 
 
    If Jack Stringer’s house had any more secrets to give up to the police, Hallam’s SOCO team could not find them. It was a mean terrace house and the end of a mean side street in an area of the city that Miller had never known very well. There was nothing for him there. 
 
    Thanking Hallam for his assistance and promising to keep him updated, Miller drove back towards the leafy south west of the city. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    DS Riddle had spent the morning at Campus View questioning other guests. No one had seen or heard anything, which was hardly surprising as all but one had been out at the time of the murder. The only guest at Campus View at the time Keith Hill was murdered was a screenwriter who was working on a script set in Whitby. He had drunk the afternoon away in the Angel pub and had been sleeping the effects off. He heard nothing. 
 
    As Riddle was about to leave, there was a knock at the front door. He opened it to see a middle aged man wearing a beige linen suit over a pale blue shirt. His hair was neatly parted to the left. 
 
    “Can I help you?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I was wondering if I could be any assistance to you. I’m Jeremy Andrews.” 
 
    “Who?” Riddle said. He was in no mood for nosy neighbours. 
 
    “I’m a colleague of Dr. Laine.” 
 
    “You know Dr. Laine?” Riddle asked, his attitude softening a little. 
 
    “We’re colleagues, or at least professional acquaintances. What I mean to say is that we sometimes work together on projects of mutual interest.” 
 
    “Mutual interests?” 
 
    “Yes - I’m the head of the Whitby Preservation Society.” He said it with a mixture of pride and trepidation. 
 
    “The ones who are always holding up building work because of an old tree or some rare insect?” 
 
    Andrews smiled grimly. “I’m afraid you’ve made the mistake that many people make. We’re not an environmental group, our main concern is architecture, specifically Victorian architecture. We try to preserve the town’s unique charms through thoughtful restoration and protection of its many wonderful…” He broke off. “Sorry, sergeant. I do sometimes sound like an advertising pitch. The point is that Dr. Laine - Alice - and myself have done quite a bit of work together. Her interest in Victorian writers - and especially Mary Linskill - has meant that our paths cross quite often.” He reached into his pocket and produced a small pamphlet. “We co-wrote this,” he said. “A Walking Guide to Whitby’s Writers and their Houses. It’s very popular with tourists.” 
 
    Riddle took the pamphlet and quickly scanned the contents page. “Bram Stoker, Charlie Dickens, Wilkie Collins… Ah, Mary Linskill.” 
 
    “That was Alice’s idea. She said that it was unfair that Linskill was missing from most of the literary guidebooks and a good place to start to redress the balance was with Whitby’s book. She wrote the entry.” 
 
    “I see,” Riddle said, still unsure as to whether the letters were relevant or not. He stepped out of the house and walked down the steps. Jeremy Andrews followed him. 
 
    One of the SOCO team approached. “Almost finished with the inside,” he said. “We’ll start on the gardens this afternoon.” 
 
    Riddle thanked him and then turned to Andrews. “Do you have some time now?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. 
 
    “Good. Tell me, where are you based?” 
 
    “At the university, just up the road.” 
 
    “The university? I thought you said you weren’t an academic.” 
 
    “I’m not. The society rents an office on the campus. I’m afraid we have to thank education cutbacks for that.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “The university, like most of the education sector, has had its funding slashed over the last few years. Numbers are down on all their key courses and the less profitable ones have been cancelled altogether. What this means is that they have quite a few offices and rooms that they no longer have the need for, so some bright spark decided to rent them out. They moved a few things around and freed up a mews building that was used for creative writing or some such thing before. There are half a dozen offices let to an assortment of people. Apart from us, there’s a landscape artist, a company that runs guided walks around the moors and a couple of internet businesses. It’s a nice set up, we’re next to the English department and what’s more, it’s an old Victorian building, so we’re practising what we preach by reusing a piece of local architecture.” 
 
    “Isn’t it expensive?” 
 
    “It’s not too bad and we have some generous benefactors.” 
 
    Riddle looked sceptical. 
 
    “Some people care about the past,” Andrews said. 
 
    “I’m sure they do,” Riddle said, even though anything more than a couple of decades old held little interest for him. “But I’m afraid my work is more concerned with the present.” 
 
    “Of course it is, sergeant. That’s why I’m here.” 
 
    Riddle considered taking Andrews to the police station, but its air conditioning was as feeble as it was intermittent. Not that he would admit it to Miller, but the heat was starting to get to him. He looked across the road to Pannett Park and the shade its trees would provide. “Let’s go to your office,” Riddle said. “I would be interested to see where you and Dr. Laine work.” 
 
    * 
 
    Riddle left his car and the two men walked across the road to the park. Built on a steep hill rising away from Campus View, the land that is now Pannett Park was bought by Robert Elliott Pannett in 1902. He used the land as orchards and a market garden while trying to persuade the local council to turn it into a park, arguing it would be good for both locals and tourists. The council dragged its collective heels and it was not until after his death that they finally relented and the park opened in 1928. 
 
    Riddle knew that Miller was a great admirer of the park and had been saddened when he moved to Whitby in 2005 to find it had become neglected and ignored in equal measures. Apart from visiting the town hall offices that bordered its northern edge, Riddle had never set foot in it before. He was surprised at how nice it looked. 
 
    Andrews seemed to read his thoughts. “The park has had a lot of work done on it over the last few years. A Friends of the Park committee was set up and all the hard work has paid off.” 
 
    Riddle had to agree. As they climbed up one of the well-tendered paths, the lazy buzz of bees and the pungent aroma of flowers seemed to lower Riddle’s stress level and simultaneously cool him down. “It’s all very Lotus Eaters,” Andrews said. 
 
    “Lotus what?” 
 
    “It’s a poem, sergeant.” 
 
    That figures, Riddle thought. 
 
    Half way up the hill, Andrews turned to the right through a short avenue of oak trees and, passing a sign that read Whitby University, walked through a gap in a stone wall to the rear of the campus. 
 
    “Here we are,” Williams said. 
 
    They were standing in a small clearing in the middle of which was what looked like some sort of farm building; a barn, perhaps. It had been sympathetically modernised with great attention to period detail that extended to a front door made from the wood of a tree that had been blown over in the park. 
 
    “Of course, all of the work was done before the banks brought the country to its knees,” Andrews said, noting Riddle’s admiring expression. “Then again, if that hadn’t happened it would still be full of creative writers.” 
 
    Riddle could not tell if Andrews thought this a good or bad thing, but any further discussion was halted by the arrival of a short, plump woman in bright yellow blouse and long swirling skirt. 
 
    “Ah, this is Carol Carlton, or CC as well like to call her.” 
 
    The woman smiled widely and shook Riddle’s hand. “Pleased to meet you.” 
 
    “This is Detective Sergeant Riddle,” Andrews said with what Riddle thought was a little too much self-importance. “I’m helping him with the murder.” 
 
    “Terrible, terrible,” Carol said, although she seemed more excited than shocked. 
 
    “Are you an academic?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Good lord, no. I’m the English department’s senior secretary. Well, I say senior. That’s still my job title, but in truth I’m their only secretary now. Poor Amanda and Petra.” 
 
    Riddle could sense an imminent diatribe, so sidestepped it by asking Carol what she knew about Mary Linskill. “One of Dr. Laine’s pet subjects,” she said. “I’m forever collating clippings and research notes. Not that I mind,” she added. “There are worse things I could be doing. If you like I could pop across in an hour or so, I’ll be on my lunch then.” 
 
    Riddle said that would be great. He thought she might be able to shed some light on the department’s work. It may not prove useful, but at the moment he would take any help he could get. 
 
    After Carol had headed back in the direction of the English department, Andrews led the policeman into the mews and to a room at the back left corner. It was a neat office with a modern desk, but the room was surprisingly soulless, more akin to an insurance office than a university room.  
 
    “I like to keep things tidy,” Andrews said, guessing Riddle’s thought. “Tidy room, tidy mind, don’t they say? I find it hard to think surrounded by clutter.” 
 
    Riddle thought about his own office. He had found a week old cheese sandwich under a pile of folders the other day. 
 
    “It is certainly well kept,” he said, aware a compliment was required. 
 
    “Please sit down,” Andrews said. 
 
    Riddle sat in a chair that faced the room’s large window, with views down the hill and towards the guesthouse where Keith Hill had been murdered. 
 
    “Tell me,” Riddle said, “what are your thoughts on the letters discovered at Campus View?” 
 
    Andrews sighed. “If only I’d have had a chance to read them, or at least know what they contained.” 
 
    “You think they’re important, like Dr. Laine does?” 
 
    “Yes and no,” Andrews said. “I have not had a chance to discuss the letters with Dr. Laine, but I am sure we both feel they are important, just in different ways.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Dr. Laine is a scholar of English literature. To her the letters represent an insight to the work of a novelist and through that the potential of the greater understanding of her works. Then there’s Dr. Adrian Black - he’s in charge of acquisitions. They both would love to get their hands on the letters. But for me, the letters are a link to the town’s past. They show the importance not just of the writer, but of the house.” 
 
    “You think Campus View is an architecturally important house?” Riddle said, unable to keep the surprise from his voice. 
 
    “Well not just the house,” William conceded, “but the whole block of houses - six in all - is certainly important. It’s one of the last examples of that style of Victorian villa in the whole area. They would have been lovely in their day and we - that’s the Preservation Society - want to see them restored to their former glory.” 
 
    Riddle was unsure when the houses had last seen any sort of glory, but he guessed it was long before he had been born. “But surely they’re just too large for people to live in today.” 
 
    Andrews smiled. “Of course they are. We are not misty-eyed romantics, sergeant. While it would be lovely to see them return to their original state, that is completely unrealistic. What we would like - what we campaign for - is for the buildings to be renovated just like this mews has been and used for a modern purpose. Apartments, business offices, even an upmarket guesthouse. The point is they are preserved, without any unnecessary additions, such as the dreaded annex. ” 
 
    “You seem to care very deeply about the house,” Riddle said. He could not match Andrews’ zeal for protecting the past, but he had to admire his passion. 
 
    “The past makes us what we are today,” Andrews said. “But it’s more than that. We don’t want these places to be museums, we want them to be lived in and worked in. And if they knock them down, will they be replaced by buildings of an equal stature? No, they’ll be some ugly monstrosity that will be knocked down in 20 years’ time to make way for a supermarket or some such horror.” 
 
    “Are they in danger of being knocked down?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Campus View was up for sale last year, but it fell through. But from what I hear the other properties are owned by absentee landlords who would be more than happy to sell. If Campus View goes, the rest will follow like dominoes. A developer will step in and before you know it they’ll all have gone.” 
 
    “So what can you do?” 
 
    “Protest. Interest the public. Get the press onside. We’ve got a journalist from the Whitby Telegraph coming to talk to us later this week. Tim Brown, I think.” 
 
    “I know Tim Brown,” Riddle said. The journalist had helped the police on two of their biggest cases, although Riddle thought the press were more of a hindrance than a help. 
 
    “So the discovery of the letters must be a boost to your case,” Riddle said.  
 
    “Sure. They link the house to a famous local writer. That can only be a plus. But it has to be said, they would do our case a lot more good if we still had the letters. News of letters from a Victorian novelist is one thing. If we had the letters, they could help us make a strong case and even get the house listed, but without them, in practical terms, they’re not worth too much at all.” 
 
    “So you want the letters found as well?” 
 
    “To Dr. Laine and I those letters could hardly be more important.” 
 
    Riddle stayed another fifteen minutes, but it was becoming increasingly clear that Jeremy Andrews could not offer much more in the way of information or practical help. 
 
    Riddle thanked him for his help and walked along a gravel path to the English department. He could see Carol Carlton sitting at her PC. Riddle tapped on the window and Carol summoned him in. 
 
    “I normally eat my lunch at my desk,” Carol said as she licked the inside lid of a strawberry yoghurt. “You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “Not at all,” Riddle said. “I just hoped you might be able to give me some background to the department’s work in relation to Mary Linskill.” 
 
    “Well, that’s Dr. Laine’s area of expertise, not mine.” 
 
    “I realise that,” Riddle said, smiling with what he hoped was his most winning smile. “But in my experience, it’s the people at the heart of a department that have the best perspective.” He didn’t add that they tended to know all the gossip. 
 
    “Well, I suppose that may be true. What would you like to know?” 
 
    “I know Dr. Laine is an acknowledged expert on Mary Linskill, but I didn’t realise that Dr. Adrian Black was as well.” 
 
    Carol looked confused for a moment, then her expression cleared. “Oh, I see what you mean. No, Dr. Black isn’t an expert of Mary Linskill. He knows about the value of literary items on the open market, has a real gift for it, they say. He’ll be interested in the letters because if the university would acquire them, they could be sold in a few years’ time for a nice profit.” 
 
    “But his area isn’t Victorian literature?” 
 
    “Good grief, no. He’s an accepted expert on mid twentieth century American fiction.” 
 
    “So for him the letters would purely be a nice windfall for the university.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “And for Dr. Laine?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s completely different. Dr. Laine would kill to get her hands on those letters.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Dr. Laine rubbed her eyes. She had been sitting in the main reading room of Sheffield’s university library for two hours and in that time she had read a couple of dozen articles. There had been little she had not already known, though a few had raised points she intended to pursue when she got home. But as for anything relevant to the murder case, she had found nothing. Not that she had expected to. When Miller had asked her to come with him to Sheffield, he had suggested that it would be an excuse and opportunity for her to mine the depths of the university’s library stacks. She was pretty sure there wouldn’t be anything revelatory buried there, but then that had not been why she had accepted. 
 
    There was something about Miller that was different from the previous men she had been involved with, especially her last relationship that had finished last summer. As she thought about that relationship she stared out of the large windows that overlooked Weston Park. In a way it was similar to her own office, set among the trees of Pannett Park, but here everything just seemed bigger: the buildings, the choices, the outlook. Miller had told her that Sheffield was often referred to as the biggest village in the world, but to her it seemed sprawling and yet somehow romantic. 
 
    What was she thinking? She was daydreaming like one of her 18 year old students. Was she really thinking of Miller in those terms? They had not slept together, not even kissed. And yet during the car journey from Whitby she had felt a strange mixture of comfort and excitement. It was obvious that he had his share of emotional baggage, but what forty-something didn’t? She had hardly sailed through life without acquiring scars of her own. 
 
    At that moment her mobile phone vibrated. It was from Miller. He was apologising, and asked if she could amuse herself for a couple more hours. There was something he had to do. He suggested meeting at four in the afternoon. She typed “No problem”, pressed send, and returned her attention to a study of landscape in the works of Mary Linskill. 
 
    * 
 
    After DCI Miller had left the home of Jack Stringer and the company of DCI Hallam, he had headed back towards the south west of the city where the university was situated. The visit had been helpful in the sense that he had a better idea about Hallam’s murder victim, but it was becoming very clear that there were far more questions than answers when it came to Stringer’s bid on the Linskill letters. Which meant he needed to try another angle. 
 
    It was for this reason that when he approached Brook Hill roundabout, instead of carrying straight on towards the university, he took the right hand turn and headed for the Hillsborough area of the city. 
 
    Five minutes’ walk from Sheffield Wednesday’s football ground was Regents Court, a 1930s development of flats. It was from here that the Hill family had set off on holiday the previous Thursday morning.  
 
    Miller parked around the back of the complex and walked through well-kept grounds to take the small lift to the sixth floor. He checked the number of the Hill’s flat and knocked on the door to the left. There was no answer. He walked along the balcony and tried the door to the right. It looked like he might be in luck. He could hear music coming from inside and was sure he recognised the song. As the door opened it came to him. 
 
    “A Lovely Way to Spend the Evening,” he said. 
 
    “I beg your pardon,” the woman who was standing in the doorway said. She looked Miller up and down. 
 
    “Sorry, the song that’s playing. It’s Frank Sinatra.” 
 
    The woman’s expression cleared. “That’s right, petal. Always been a favourite of mine.” 
 
    “Mine, too.” 
 
    “Well, that’s nice.” 
 
    Miller decided immediately that he liked the woman. He guessed that she took life in her stride and wasn’t alarmed by a strange man with an in-depth knowledge of 1940s music. 
 
    “Sorry. Again,” Miller said. He had forgotten to take out his warrant card. “I’m Detective Chief Inspector Miller, North Yorkshire CID.” 
 
    The woman squinted at the card. “You lost a trawler?” she said. 
 
    “They do all seem to have disappeared,” he said, unable not to smile broadly. “But it’s something a little more serious. Can I come in?” 
 
    The woman stood to one side. “I’m Ivy,” she said, clearly thinking her surname was irrelevant to the situation. “Sit yourself down. I’ll make us a cup of tea and you can tell me what brings you from one end of the county to the other.” 
 
    As Ivy busied herself in the kitchen, Miller took a quick look around the living room. The furniture was old fashioned, but good quality, with lots of dark mahogany and thick curtains. The music was coming from a nice system squeezed into a corner. Not hi-fi in the true sense of the word, but it gave a nice rounded sound. Sinatra was now singing I’ll Never Smile Again. Miller flicked through the LP records next to the system. Perry Como, Sinatra, more Como. 
 
    “Perry Como’s my favourite,” Ivy said as she came back into the room carrying a tray laden with tea and biscuits. “Do you know Feelings? It’s my favourite song.” 
 
    Miller said that he did and helped himself to tea. As he took a long drink he looked at Ivy. She was probably well into her seventies, yet looked healthy and clear-eyed. Miller guessed she may not possess any academic qualifications, but she was as sharp as she was welcoming. 
 
    “Now, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “It’s about your neighbours,” Miller said. 
 
    “The Hopkins? Hardly ever in and when they are they play that modern music far too loud. I’ve offered to lend them some Perry, but they don’t seem interested. But then, they’re young. Good luck to ‘em. I told him, enjoy it while you can. You won’t be young forever and it’s always later than you think.” 
 
    Miller smiled. It was one of his mother’s favourite expressions. “It’s not those neighbours, it’s the other side.” 
 
    “Oh, them,” Ivy said sounding quite disappointed. “Nice enough family, but a bit boring. Nothing ever happens there. Well, apart from the arguing.” 
 
    “Arguing?” Miller said, putting his tea down. 
 
    Ivy’s eyes narrowed. “What’s this about? 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s bad news. Mr Hill - Keith - has been murdered.” 
 
    “But he can’t have been. He’s in Whitby.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “I’m afraid it’s true. His body was discovered on Thursday night - the night they arrived.” 
 
    Ivy slumped back in her chair. It was the first time her energy seemed to have left her. 
 
    “You said there were arguments,” Miller said. “Could you tell me about those?” 
 
    Ivy looked straight into Miller’s eyes. He saw intelligence and compassion. “This calls for Perry.” She stood up, chose another LP and set it playing. The opening bars of And I Love You So filled the small flat. 
 
    “All right, Chief Inspector. I’ll tell you. But will you do one thing for me?” 
 
    “If I can.” 
 
    “Make sure their Lena is OK. She’s a little odd, but a good child. She keeps her feelings to herself, so don’t let that fool you.” 
 
    “We’re looking after her,” Miller said. 
 
    Ivy nodded. Any man who recognised a seventy year old Sinatra tune couldn’t be all bad. She decided to believe him. 
 
    “The Hills seem a nice family,” Ivy said. “Jayne Hill always asks me if there’s anything I need from the shop, especially in winter. Lena stops to say hello, which for a child her age is a minor miracle. And Keith, well he is - was - a decent enough bloke. A little dull perhaps, but what do you expect from someone who doesn’t own any music?” 
 
    “But you heard arguments?” he prompted. 
 
    “Well, all families argue, don’t they?” 
 
    “But it was more than that?” 
 
    Ivy looked unsure. “There was never any violence, or anything like that. It was just that over the past year or so Keith and Jayne seemed to be arguing more than is normal.” 
 
    “Could you tell what they were arguing about?” 
 
    “To be honest, I’d have rather not known and the walls here aren’t too thin, not like those moderns houses they build. You can almost see through those walls. But the last few months, well when it’s warm everyone has their windows open and sound travels so much easier.” 
 
    “So you could hear what they were arguing about?” 
 
    “Jayne was angry with her husband for working so many hours. She wanted to know where he was.” 
 
    “Lots of people work longer hours these days.” 
 
    “I know,” Ivy said. “Lots of people my age are always going on about how younger people today have it so much easier than we did, but I’m not so sure. If we didn’t like a job, we just walked over the road and got another one. These days you daren’t do that, so you have to put up with a lot more. There’s a pressure to work longer hours. But that wasn’t the case with Keith.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “He works for the council. Some office job. Trust me, no one works overtime at the council these days. You start work at nine on the dot, take every minute of your lunch hour and leave at five sharp. I should know, I worked at the town hall for forty years.” 
 
    “So where do you think he was?” 
 
    “He could have led a double life as a secret pigeon fancier for all I know. But that’s not what his wife thought.” 
 
    “She thought he was having an affair?” 
 
    “Reasonable enough, I suppose. He refused to tell her what he was doing. He just kept saying it’s nothing for you to worry about.” 
 
    “And they had this argument more than once?” 
 
    “Yes. It was quite regular. More and more so, in fact.” 
 
    “When was the last time they had the argument?” 
 
    For the first time since Miller had arrived, Ivy looked uncomfortable. “The tea’s going cold, I’ll just warm the pot.” 
 
    Miller knew better than to hurry someone like Ivy. As she was in the kitchen again, Miller looked out of the window towards the suburb’s shopping centre. He knew the area quite well as he’d had friends who had lived here when he was at school. There was also a pub he had spent quite a bit of time in when he was in his twenties. The Shakespeare, known by everyone as the Shakey, was only a hundred yards or so away. He remembered that they used to have photographs on the wall of the area in the 1940s, a time when that Sinatra song would have been a new record available from the local record store. Now he could buy it as a digital download from his phone or laptop. He wasn’t convinced that amounted to progress. 
 
    “Another cup,” Ivy said behind him. 
 
    Miller sat down again and accepted a second Rich Tea biscuit. “You were telling me about the last time the Hills had the argument.” 
 
    “I was,” Ivy said. “But I can’t pretend I’m comfortable with what I’m saying. You seem like a nice man, but you’re still a policeman.” 
 
    Miller said nothing. It was clear that Ivy was making a decision and any interruption may result in her choosing to remain silent. 
 
    Ivy took another drink of tea, closed her eyes, and then looked resolutely at Miller. “It was the night before they left for Whitby. They were packing their cases and arguing about what to take. It soon came around to where Keith went after work and he said something along the lines of, ‘for the last time I’m not having an affair, but if you keep harping on about it, I might as well go and have one’.” 
 
    “And what did his wife say?” 
 
    Ivy took a deep breath. “She said if I find out you’ve been sleeping with someone else, I’ll kill you.” 
 
    * 
 
    Ten minutes later Miller was leaving Ivy’s flat. She had nothing else to add to her bombshell, apart from arguing that it was an expression many people used. It didn’t actually mean you intended to kill someone. Miller had assured her he knew this, but even so it did suggest a couple more lines of enquiry. When he got back to Whitby he was going to talk with Jayne Hill again, this time more formally. He also wanted to know if Keith had been having an affair and if not, where he had been going after work. 
 
    As he made his way down the balcony, he could hear Perry Como singing This is All I Ask and for some reason it made him think of Alice. 
 
    When Miller got back in his car, he saw that it was just after three-thirty. Just enough time to drive to the university and pick up Alice. Traffic was heavier now, but he made it with five minutes to spare. She was waiting for him near a bus stop to enable Miller to pull the car in and collect her. 
 
    “Did you have a profitable day,” he asked, aware he was smiling.  
 
    “Enjoyable,” she said. “What now?” 
 
    “Are you hungry?” he asked. 
 
    “A little, but to be honest I could do with some fresh air.” 
 
    “I know just the spot.” 
 
    Miller pulled out back into the traffic and then took a left turn by the Children’s Hospital. A few minutes later he pulled the car into a side street and he and Alice walked around the corner.  
 
    “This is the Botanical Gardens,” he said as they passed under a stone arch.  
 
    “It’s beautiful,” she said, looking around her. To their right was a huge glass house, filled with exotic plants. In front of that the gardens meandered downhill to the busy Ecclesall Road. 
 
    “Let’s walk this way,” he said, pointing to a path that ran away from the main promenade. It wound through a rose garden to some stone steps. It was well shaded and quiet compared to the rest of the gardens. They sat down on the grass, closer together than either had planned. Alice laughed, but neither of then moved apart. 
 
    “Did you find out anything useful?” Alice asked. 
 
    “A few things,” Miller said, his eyes closed against the summer sun. “Not exactly what I was expecting to find out, but that’s often the way.” 
 
    “Nothing about the letters?” 
 
    “Nothing. I even asked the Hill’s neighbour if she had ever heard any mention of Mary Linskill.” 
 
    “And had she?” 
 
    “She thought she was an Olympic athlete.” 
 
    Alice laughed. It was a laugh lacking any inhibition. Miller looked at her and put a hand out to stroke her hair. Alice smiled and Miller kissed her firmly on the lips. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    After Riddle had spoken to the English Department’s lone secretary, he decided it was time he have a chat with Dr. Adrian Black. With Miller away, he was having to make the decisions himself, which he had to admit, he was quite enjoying. 
 
    It seemed to him that this Dr. Black might be able to throw some light on the importance of the letters to the case. If he could come up with something new, Miller would be impressed and that could do him no harm at all. 
 
    The only problem was that he was nowhere to be found on campus. Carol had told him that this was quite normal. During the summer holidays many of the academics worked from home and that was where she would guess Dr. Black was. 
 
    Carol gave Miller the address and he decided against calling in advance. He always found that you got more out of any discussion when the other person had not had time to prepare. 
 
    So it was that Riddle drove up onto the west cliff and was rather amazed to find a parking space almost directly outside the home of Dr. Black on Royal Crescent. 
 
    Riddle stood on the street and looked up at the tall house. It had long since been converted into flats. Indeed, he marvelled at the fact that it had ever been a single dwelling. 
 
    Shading his eyes with his right hand, Riddle counted the floors. According to Carol, Dr. Black lived on the fourth floor. Riddle squinted at the fourth floor balcony. It was lined with pot plants and he could make out an old fashioned deck chair. The door to the balcony was open. 
 
    Riddle walked up the steep stairs and pressed the intercom. To his surprise, he was immediately buzzed in. 
 
    Inside, the carpet was thick and expensive. Mail boxes on the wall had neatly printed names on them. The top right box read Dr. A Black, Flat 4. 
 
    At the far end of the corridor was a cage lift. It looked original and Riddle found himself hoping it had been well maintained. But there was no way he was taking the stairs; it was still far too warm for that. 
 
    Closing the metal door, Riddle pressed a number 4 that looked like it was made out of ivory. The life ascended slowly, but without incident. When it reached the fourth floor, Miller stepped out into a small area where a thick wooden door was ajar. 
 
    “Come in,” a voice called. 
 
    Riddle walked into the room and stopped dead in his tracks. Sitting in a chair directly opposite was a man in his late thirties, with bright red hair, wearing a bow tie, and nothing else. 
 
    “Bloody hell,” said Dr. Black. “You’re not Estella.” 
 
    “Who’s Estella?” Riddle said, suddenly taking a great interest in the polished wooden floor. 
 
    “More to the point, who the hell are you?” 
 
    Five minutes later, the two men were sitting opposite one another in Dr. Black’s living room. The academic had hastily dressed and Riddle had taken the opportunity to take in his surroundings.  
 
    The apartment was modern, with a large number of framed posters featuring Penguin paperback covers. There was an iPod speaker system on the windowsill that was playing Marvin Gaye. To the right of the window was a tall bookcase full of books of literary theory. 
 
    Dr. Black picked off an imaginary pieced of dust from his trousers. “It would probably be of interest to someone studying psychology, but I feel I should apologise to you for what just happened. Despite the fact I was in my own home.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to apologise for,” Riddle said, trying to shake the image from his mind. “Is Estella your wife?” 
 
    “I don’t know what circles you move in, sergeant. But husbands I know don’t tend to greet their wives in that way.” 
 
    Riddle didn’t know what to say to that. He tried to think how he greeted his wife, but all he could summon up was the image of him slumping onto the sofa and his wife putting a ready meal into the microwave. 
 
    “Estella is one of my students,” Dr. Black said, “and before you become morally outraged, she’s twenty-one years old.” 
 
    And you’re still old enough to be her father, Riddle thought. “I see,” he said, rather weakly. 
 
    “Do I take it that you are here in connection with the death of that tourist a couple of days ago?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Riddle said. It was time he took control of the conversation. “I am sure you will know that some letters that had been recently been discovered by Mr Hill have gone missing.” 
 
    “The Linskill letters,” Dr. Black said. 
 
    “That’s right, Dr. Black.” 
 
    “Look, since you’ve seen me stark naked, do you think you could call me Adrian?” 
 
    “Adrian, it is. Adrian, we’ve spoken with Dr. Alice Laine, the Linskill expert…” 
 
    Black rolled his eyes. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. It’s just she’d love that, referring to her as the Linskill expert.” 
 
    “You don’t think she is an expert?” Riddle asked. He was suddenly worried that she was some con artist who had fooled Miller into bringing her onto the case. 
 
    “Oh, she’s an expert in the works of Mary Linskill. But that’s not exactly like saying you’re a Dickens expert, or an authority on Hemingway or Fitzgerald. It’s like you having spent your life plotting every inch of Africa and then me saying I’m an authority on Newlands Avenue.” 
 
    “You don’t rate Mary Linskill?” 
 
    “She’s OK for what she is, I’m sure. But she was just a provincial writer whose books described the countryside quite well.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what they used to say of the Bronte sisters?” 
 
    Black looked surprised. “Fair point, sergeant. But she is barely worthy of the funding that Dr. Laine has acquired to study her works, funding that could be used much more aptly to fund study into a more worthy area.” 
 
    “Such as American fiction?” 
 
    Black smiled. It was not a smile that Riddle warmed to. It made him feel slightly uncomfortable. “Sergeants in the annals of detective fiction wouldn’t know a Hemmingway from a Houseman. You seem to be a different kettle of fish.” 
 
    “We’re not all bumbling idiots,” Riddle said. He thought it better not to mention he had no idea who Houseman was. 
 
    “So I see.” 
 
    “As you seem to have such a low opinion of Dr. Laine’s area of study, does that mean you think the letters are worthless.” 
 
    Black paused for a moment. “No,” he said slowly. “No, I wouldn’t say they were worthless from a monetary point of view. She may be a minor writer, but there is always the bottom of the barrel syndrome.” 
 
    “The what?”  
 
    “Bottom of the barrel. It’s like this, English literature departments have been studying the same core writers for years and years now. The ones everyone has heard of: Shakespeare, Austen, your Bronte sisters, Dickens, Hardy and so on. Of course new writers emerge, but you need distance to place them within the canon so it tends to be the old favourites. That’s fine if you’re an undergraduate. You read your set texts, pass your exams and you’re gone in three years’ time. The problem is for the tutors, the academics who can spend forty or fifty years studying the subject. To thrive in the academic community, you have to publish. To publish you have to have something original to say. And that becomes harder and harder.” 
 
    “Because everything’s been said before?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Exactly. What this means is you’re left with two choices. Firstly, you can go for some very obscure specialist area, say use of cutlery in the novels of Jane Austen or sentence length in Hard Times. It can be done, but it’s hard work and the end result is something that hardly anyone else will want to read.” 
 
    “And the second option?” 
 
    “That’s the barrel syndrome. Barrel as in the scraping thereof. If all the great writers have been covered, you go to the next level. Now this used to be OK, because the writers who had been ignored up to the 1960s and 70s were often female, colonial or both. But they’ve all been mopped up now. So you’re left with a situation where academics are scraping the barrel and trying to get very minor writers to punch well above their weight. It’s an emperor’s new clothes situation. If you say so and so is an undiscovered or ignored great writer often enough, people begin to accept the theory.” 
 
    “But is there anything wrong with that?” 
 
    “Wrong? I’ll tell you what’s wrong with it. It means those of us who specialise in the writers who are worth specialising in - the greats of our subject - have to work ten times harder to achieve the same recognition as someone who’s writing about a person who has most probably been justly forgotten. The other thing wrong with it is that the bodies that award funding love to see it going to the study of a so-called neglected writer instead of what the trendy liberals call a white dead male. It’s reverse snobbery. Positive discrimination.” 
 
    That was a lot to take in, Riddle thought. But he could see the point Black was making. 
 
    “So would the discovery of the letters be in Dr. Laine’s interest.” 
 
    “Certainly,” Black said as he took a sip of his coffee. “It would depend on their content. A love affair with Hardy would be great, the outline of an unpublished novel good, even just letters to a friend could form the basis of a book for Laine.” 
 
    “But to someone else?” 
 
    “It would have to be someone in a similar area of study and as far as I know there isn’t anyone in the country specialising in Linskill.” 
 
    “How about someone abroad?” 
 
    “America possibly, or even the Arab countries. They certainly have more money, but even so…” 
 
    Riddle nodded. 
 
    “I understand you’re in charge of acquisitions at the university.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “So if you were going to buy the letters for the university, what would you pay?’ 
 
    Black thought for a moment. “Best case scenario - a major literary affair or an unpublished novel - £500-£750. Perhaps a grand if it went to auction. Half again if it was a foreign buyer. But I have to stress again, they’re Mary Linskill letters, not Shakespeare’s.” 
 
    “So in your opinion, would they be worth stealing to sell?” 
 
    “Absolutely not. Who would buy them? Only universities are interested in such things and they would buy them on the open market. Why face the threat of jail, let alone killing someone, for the sake of six or seven hundred pounds?” 
 
    Why indeed? Riddle thought. 
 
    “Well, thank you for your time,” Riddle said, standing to leave.  
 
    “My pleasure,” Black said. “Would you mind leaving the door ajar when you leave? I am expecting someone.” 
 
    As Riddle walked through the hallway on the way to the street a very pretty girl of around twenty passed him. Despite the heat, she was wearing a long mackintosh coat. He saw no evidence of anything underneath. 
 
    * 
 
    Riddle had just one more call to make. Carol Carlton had suggested he talk to Robin Lodge, the head of the English department. He had been out of the town all day, but a phone call had established that he would be back for five. He lived on Upgang Lane, at the far end of the west cliff, beyond where few but the most curious tourist set foot. 
 
    Riddle reversed out of his parking space and drove along North Promenade, past Miller’s apartment block. It only took five minutes to arrive at the house, which was a well-kept bungalow. 
 
    Robin Lodge was in his front garden, sitting in a deck chair like the one Dr. Black had on his balcony. He had a copy of the Guardian open on his lap, but his eyes were closed. Riddle guessed his age at early sixties. 
 
    “Hello? Dr. Lodge?” 
 
    The academic opened his eyes. “You must be the policeman Carol has told me about,” he said, stretching his arms above his head. “And it’s just plain Robin. Never did like titles.” 
 
    Riddle immediately warmed to the man. “I’m sorry to trouble you, but could I ask you a few questions?” 
 
    “Of course, pull up a chair. Would you like a cold drink?” He reached below his chair and produced a stubby glass of lager, shimmering in the sun. 
 
    “Thank you,” Riddle said, putting the bottle unopened by his chair. “I just wanted to ask you about the Mary Linskill letters.” 
 
    “Of course,” Lodge said. “I assume Alice has filled you in on all the details.” 
 
    “Yes, and I’ve just spoken to Adrian Black. He was helpful, too.” 
 
    “Was he?” Lodge said. He seemed genuinely surprised. “So how can I be of help?” 
 
    “I’ll be honest with you,” Riddle said, trying not to think about the ice-cold lager beneath his chair. “We are really struggling to understand why someone would steal - let alone murder - for those letters.” 
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t help you there. As far as I can see, there’s no reason at all.” 
 
    “But they would be valuable to Dr. Laine, for example.” 
 
    “Professionally valuable, of course, but no more than that. I know she is writing a book on Linskill and they would help with that, I’m sure. And the publicity around their discovery would have been a Godsend if it had not been for the terrible events…” 
 
    “And would they have been useful to Dr. Black?” 
 
    Lodge thought for a moment. “If he could have acquired them for the university, a small feather in his cap, perhaps. I suspect that thought was very quickly overridden by the other matter.” 
 
    “The other matter?” Riddle said, sitting forward. 
 
    “I didn’t think he would have mentioned it,” Black said with a sigh. “The situation is this: I will be retiring next year. I’ll be sixty-five. My replacement will be chosen at the beginning of the winter term, in January. Although it’s technically open to anyone, there are only two realistic candidates. Alice and Adrian.” 
 
    “They’re in competition for your job?” 
 
    “In essence, yes.” 
 
    “And who is likely to get it?” 
 
    “To be honest, as things stand, the feeling is that it’s quite evenly balanced. Adrian has published more and is better known in the academic community, whereas Alice is working on the cutting edge of her subject. That goes down well with the more progressive staff.” 
 
    “Forgive me for asking, but is the salary increase large?” 
 
    Lodge smiled. “It is not insignificant, but if you forgive my immodesty that isn’t really the point. The head of the department has tenure. That was normal once upon a time, but now is academic gold. It comes with guaranteed publication, an academic book deal and the opportunity to travel the world to attend conferences.” 
 
    “So it can change your life.” 
 
    “It certainly changed mine. I’ve had fame within the academic world and a very comfortable career. Some people would go to great lengths for that in this age of insecurity and cuts.” 
 
    “So how do you think it will go?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Between you and me, I would say that as we stand Adrian is favourite, but if Alice can get hold of those letters, that could swing the appointment in her favour.” 
 
    “And if the letters are never found?” 
 
    “Then she probably won’t get the job.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Miller and Alice had eaten in a small Italian restaurant on Ecclesall Road before driving back to Whitby. Miller had been tempted - very tempted - to get a hotel room for the night, but duty had just outweighed desire. 
 
    The journey home had been a strange experience for Miller. After the kiss in the city’s Botanical Gardens, he had withdrawn behind the emotional walls that he had built over the past three years. Things were moving too fast. He needed to concentrate on the case. What did he really know about Alice? He said all these things and more to himself, so why was it such a struggle not to stop the car right now and kiss her again? He needed to get a grip on himself. 
 
    It therefore came as a relief when they reached the end of the A169 and turned right into Whitby.  
 
    “Do you want me to drop you outside your house?” Miller asked.  
 
    The cobbled section of Church Street was all put impassable by car during the day, but Alice appreciated the offer. “Where you picked me up yesterday morning will be fine.” It seemed a lot longer ago to her. “Thank you.” She had no idea what she was thanking Miller for, but it seemed the right thing to say. 
 
    Miller seemed about to say something when his mobile rang. He looked at the screen. “I need to take this,” he said. 
 
    Alice stepped back from the car. “See you, then.” She pushed the door close and turned towards home. 
 
    Miller answered the call. It was the head of the SOCO team. Miller listened and then gave some instructions. “I’ll be there in five minutes.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Morning sir,” Riddle said as Miller stepped out of the car.  
 
    “Morning, sergeant. Where was it found?” 
 
    Five minutes later, Miller and Riddle were kitted out in their all-in-one plastic suits. 
 
    “It’s over here,” Riddle said, leading Miller into the front garden of Campus View.  
 
    Carefully marked off by the SOCO team was a small area of grass, around five feet from the hedge that separated the front garden of Campus View from the pavement. Miller crouched down to get a better look an object that was reflecting the morning sun. 
 
    “It’s a ring,” Riddle said, somewhat redundantly. 
 
    Miller looked up at the SOCO officer. “OK if I pick it up?” 
 
    The all clear given, Miller lifted the ring and examined it closely. “It’s a woman’s ring,” he said as he twisted it around, “some sort of Celtic pattern. Silver, I’d say. Yes, there’s the hallmark.” 
 
    Miller handed the ring to Riddle. “Any thoughts?” 
 
    Riddle squinted at the ring. “Quite a few scratches, looks like it has been worn a lot.” 
 
    “How long do you think it’s been here?” 
 
    “That’s the thing,” Riddle said. “I’ve spoken to the owner who confirms the grass was cut on Thursday afternoon, so it can’t have been there then.” 
 
    “So whoever dropped it did it sometime after that,” Miller said. 
 
    They both understood the significance of this fact. Chances were someone dropped it around the time of Keith Hill’s murder. 
 
    “The garden’s been taped off ever since the body was discovered,” Riddle said. “So in effect, that gives us a window of an hour so before the Hill family arrived and the time we arrived. Four or five hours at most.” 
 
    Miller agreed. “Let’s get it dusted for fingerprints. It’s not conclusive,” he added, “it could have been dropped in the hour before the Hills arrived, but the chances are…” He left the sentence unfinished, as he knew they were both wondering the same thing. Did the ring belong to Keith Hill’s killer? 
 
    * 
 
    “Right,” Miller said as he was stepping out of his SOCO-issue all-in-one. “First things first, we need to speak to the Hill family. And get pictures of the ring circulated to the other guests and Mrs Stonebridge to see if they recognise it.” 
 
    “Do you think it’s a breakthrough?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “It could just be,” Miller said. 
 
    Before interviewing Jayne and Lena Hill, Miller returned home for a shower and a change of clothes. The flat was warm and stuffy, so he spent the first few minutes opening windows and doors. He was feeling good. The day with Alice had been a revelation, even if he had withdrawn slightly, but back home in his apartment he was feeling better about the whole thing. Perhaps he would give her a call later. And now he had a breakthrough in the case. This called for some up-tempo music. Miller selected the Duke Ellington Band’s Cottontail and turned the music up loud. 
 
    With Ben Webster’s solo still reverberating in his ears, Miller drove back into town, across the swing bridge and then parked in the council car park. He retraced his steps to where he had dropped Alice off just a couple of hours before and then walked along the cobbled street to the White Horse and Griffin where Jayne and Lena were staying. 
 
    Nodding to PC Dixon who had drawn the day shift standing guard, Miller knocked on a door marked ‘Endeavour’.  
 
    Jayne Hill was sitting in a leather armchair, with an unread glossy magazine on her lap. Lena was sitting up on the bed, listening to her iPod. Both had expressions of confusion in their eyes. Miller guessed they were still in shock. 
 
    “Good morning,” Miller said, pulling out the dressing table chair and sitting down. “I’m afraid I have some more questions for you.” 
 
    Lena slowly took her headphones off and looked at her mother. 
 
    “The Chief Inspector wants to ask some questions,” Jayne said to her daughter. “Remember, we talked about this. Are you OK to talk?” 
 
    Lena nodded. 
 
    Miller produced a photograph from his folder. “Do either of you recognise this?” 
 
    Jayne took the photograph. “No, I’ve never seen it before. Why?” 
 
    “We found it in the garden of Campus View. We believe it was dropped there around the time of your husband’s death.” 
 
    Jayne flinched at the last word, but looked again at the photo. She shook her head. 
 
    “How about you, Lena?” Miller said. 
 
    “I’ve seen similar rings,” Lena said, “but I don’t think I’ve ever seen this particular one.” 
 
    “Similar?” Miller said, sitting forward in his chair. “Where?” 
 
    “They’re Victorian, or at least it’s a Victorian design. There was an exhibition in the Ruskin Gallery back home of Victorian design and I remember thinking how nice the rings were.” 
 
    “That’s interesting,” Miller said. It had sparked some memory, some small detail that he had noticed without its importance registering, but he couldn’t recall what it was. It was frustratingly just out of reach. 
 
    “Now, Lena. I need to speak with your mother. Will you be OK here on your own for a while? PC Dixon is right outside.” 
 
    Lena shrugged her shoulders and put her headphones back on. 
 
    “Shall we go downstairs?” Miller said to Jayne. 
 
    As residents breakfasted in a dedicated room, the bar and restaurant area of the White Horse and Griffin was empty at this time of the morning and the owner was happy to let Miller use it. The low oak beams and roaring fire made it Miller’s favourite location for eating in winter. In summer, it was refreshingly cool, which suited Miller just as well. 
 
    They sat at a long table underneath the street level window. In this subterranean dining room, Miller normally felt an alluring separation from the world, a sense of being outside normal time. But not today. Miller was responsible for finding the killer of Keith Hill (and possibly Jack Stringer) and at the moment all he had to go on was some missing Victorian letters and a silver ring. 
 
    “I’m sorry I have to ask these questions, Mrs Hill, but I hope you realise that time can be a very important factor in a situation such as this.” Miller always found these opening gambits awkward. He knew they were required, but they also seemed to sound so insincere to his own ears. 
 
    Jayne Hill sat up in her chair, took a deep breath, and focused her bloodshot eyes on the detective. “Ask your questions, Chief Inspector. Someone needs to pay for what they did.” 
 
    Miller was taken aback by her choice of words, but he knew people handled grief in a number of ways. If the need for revenge helped Jayne Hill get through the horror of her husband’s death, then so be it. 
 
    “Thank you,” Miller said. “You do understand that I will need to ask some personal questions.” 
 
    At this Jayne bristled, but said nothing. Instead, she nodded curtly. 
 
    “Can you tell me how things were between you and your husband?” 
 
    “In what way?” She seemed genuinely surprised by the question. 
 
    “Well, were you getting on?” 
 
    “Was all rosy in the house of Hill?” Jayne said, a slight sneer to her voice. “Have you ever been married?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then you have no idea what a marriage is like.” 
 
    “It’s not like the romantic comedies?” Miller said. 
 
    “It can be,” Jayne said. “But the problem with romantic comedies is they’re all about the boy meets girl part. They all stop where the real living begins. Bills, dentist appointments, dirty underwear; when did you ever see those crop up in a film? It’s less Sleepless in Seattle and more Knackered in Kenwood.” 
 
    Miller conceded the point. “But nevertheless…” 
 
    “Were we getting on? Some of the time we got on well. Some of the time we didn’t. Most of the time was somewhere in the middle. We lived our lives. Went to work, looked after Lena, went to the supermarket. All the normal things everyone does. If you’re asking if we were happily married, then all things considered, we were.” 
 
    “But there were arguments?” 
 
    Jayne’s eyes narrowed, but her tone remained the same. “Of course there were arguments. The normal petty stuff: whose turn it was to put the bins out, who hadn’t emptied the dishwasher, that sort of thing. In my experience, arguments like that aren’t actually about those things, they’re about being tired or having had an awful day. You have the argument, you might slam a door, but you soon forget about them.” 
 
    “So there was nothing in particular?” 
 
    Jayne met Miller’s gaze and held it. “Such as?” 
 
    Miller averted his gaze and looked out of the window. He could see the side of the Whitby Bookshop. A woman was browsing, turning books over and reading the blurbs. He looked back at Jayne. “I’ve spoken to your neighbours.” He added the plural, as he didn’t want her to know which neighbour. 
 
    Jayne slumped back in her chair. “Ah.” 
 
    Miller said nothing. Sometimes it paid dividends to simply wait. After a long pause, Jayne spoke. 
 
    “It’s not what you think,” she said. “Things have been tough for a while. Lena has been having a hard time at school. She likes to read all those old books and that makes you stand out at her age.” 
 
    “She’s being bullied?” 
 
    “She was, but the school dealt with that quite quickly. Since then, in a strange way, it’s been worse. She’s been ignored. Ostracised. She’s lonely, Chief Inspector. So I gave my job up to be at home for her when she needed me: before school in the morning and when she came home in the afternoon. Of course it meant that money was tighter at a time when we were trying to save to send her to a private school next year to do her A-Levels. Keith and I went without things, which was fine, it would just have been for a couple of years, but then he started coming home late.” 
 
    “You’re sure he wasn’t working late at the council?” 
 
    “No one works late for the council,” Jayne said. “Besides, I called a couple of times. Someone who started and finished an hour later that Keith every day told me that he was always gone by five, regular as clockwork.” 
 
    “And what did he say when you challenged him?” 
 
    “He said that he had things to do. I mean, how poor an answer is that?” 
 
    Jayne was rolling and unrolling a napkin as she spoke. There were tears in her eyes, but she managed to stop them falling. 
 
    “What upset me even more was that he wouldn’t tell me where he was going. If he had been home for six, he could have spent time with Lena, helped her with her homework. But as it was, by the time he came home she had slunk away to her room, lost in her headphones.” 
 
    “Did she hold it against him?” 
 
    Jayne thought for a moment. “Funny thing is, she didn’t seem to be angry like I was. But I suppose she was just bottling it all up.” 
 
    Miller looked at Jayne Hill. Could she have been so mad at her husband for not supporting their daughter that she killed him? It was possible, but it didn’t ring true. 
 
    “If money was so tight,” Miller said. “Why did you come on holiday?” 
 
    “That was all Keith. I refused to book anything for this summer, but at the last moment he sprung this holiday on us. Lena was so pleased to be coming to Whitby that I gave in, but I thought it was selfish.” 
 
    “So you were angry with Keith?” 
 
    Miller knew it was a leading question, but the interview was unofficial. He thought it was worth a try. 
 
    “Am I a suspect?” Jayne said, her facade of resigned helpfulness cracking. 
 
    “It’s a simple enough question,” Miller said. 
 
    “Then yes, I was angry with him. In many ways he was a childish man, but perhaps most men are. Just when I needed him to be grown up and put his wife and daughter ahead of him, he disappears every night.” 
 
    “Where do you think he was?” 
 
    “Where do you think he was? With a bloody woman, of course!” 
 
    At this all pretence of reserve and control crumbled. The tears came, savage and uninhibited. 
 
    Miller sat back and let her cry. He was not proud of himself, but he had got answers and whatever he thought of Keith Hill’s behaviour, the man was still lying dead on one of Powell’s slabs with the back of his head caved in. 
 
    Could Jayne Hill have killed her husband? Were these tears of rage or guilt? 
 
    After a few minutes, the tears subsided.  
 
    “I’ll take you back to your room,” Miller said. He led the way back up the stairs to where PC Dixon was standing guard. He knocked on the door and Lena opened it. Jayne went straight into the bathroom, leaving Miller standing awkwardly in the room. Lena returned to the bed. She picked up her iPod that had been sitting in the lap of a huge Snoopy. 
 
    “Nice Snoopy,” Miller said, who remained a fan of the comic strip. 
 
    “Who?” Lena said.  
 
    “Snoopy, it’s the name of your dog. You know, Charlie Brown, Linus, Peppermint Patty…” 
 
    Lena looked completely blank. Miller felt old. “If you don’t know what it is, why did you buy it?” 
 
    “I didn’t,” Lena said, “I won it on one of those crane things in the amusements.” 
 
    The hairs on the back of Miller’s neck stood up. “You won it? When?” 
 
    “Thursday afternoon, just after we’d checked in.” 
 
    “But your mother’s statement made no mention of visiting the amusements.” 
 
    “She didn’t.” 
 
    “But I thought you were together all of the afternoon between checking in and returning to the rooms.” 
 
    “Well, we were together. Apart from when I was in the amusements.” 
 
    Miller swallowed hard. “I want you to think carefully about this,” Miller said. “How long were you in the amusements for?” 
 
    “About half an hour.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    “Get Riddle here, now!” Miller barked the instruction at PC Dixon. 
 
    He was sitting outside Jayne and Lena’s room, still trying to process what Lena had said. According to Jayne’s original statement, mother and daughter had spent the whole afternoon together. They had, in effect, provided one another’s alibi. Miller knew he should have pursued the family more, but he had been taken in by what he saw as genuine shock and grief. Then he had driven all the way to Sheffield with a so-called expert witness, not validated by anyone on the force, to follow up a murder that may have nothing to do with his case. If Superintendent Davis heard about any of those things, he’d be on traffic duty for the rest of his career. 
 
    And after all that, it now looked as if it was the oldest story of all. Spouse murders spouse. 
 
    Miller looked up to see PC Lisa Newbold climbing the stairs, two at a time. The heat of the past few days had done little to dampen her usual enthusiasm for her job. 
 
    “DS Riddle is on his way,” she said as she reached the top step. As ever, Miller marvelled at the fact that someone so short had made it onto the force. He suspected her passion for the job had swayed whoever interviewed her and he was glad that it had. She was one of the best young officers in the division and he was sure that she had a long and successful career ahead of her, which was more than he could say for himself at the moment. 
 
    “Is there anything I can do in the meantime?” she asked. 
 
    “I need you to take Lena Hill to the station. Make sure she’s comfortable and stress that she is not under arrest. You shouldn’t have a problem, she’ll want to be near her mother.” 
 
    “Her mother?” Newbold said. “Did she kill her husband?” 
 
    “Not sure,” Miller said, “but she’s been lying to us. I’m not arresting her, but I’m going to caution her once Riddle gets here.” 
 
    A few minutes later, Riddle arrived. He had finally relented and left his suit jacket in the car. He wore a crisp, pale blue, short-sleeved shirt and immaculately pressed linen trousers. Just looking at him made Miller feel crumpled. 
 
    “What’s happened?” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller told him about his conversation with Jayne and Lena and how Lena had let slip that her mother had left her in the amusements for half an hour. 
 
    Riddle whistled. “You think she went back to Campus View and murdered her husband?” 
 
    “There was just about enough time. We’ve now got opportunity, motive and the weapon.” 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “True,” he said, “but there’s no prints on the weapon, her DNA will be all over the place, and as for motive…” 
 
    “You’re not convinced?” 
 
    “It’s possible. In fact it may be the most likely explanation, but it’s a little weak, isn’t it?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, killing your husband because he was having an affair. I mean, I know it’s happened hundreds, thousands of times before, but these days? It just seems too…” Riddle searched for the right word. “Ordinary.” 
 
    Miller smiled grimly. “Not every case can have links to Bram Stoker. Sometimes it’s just the old fashioned sordidness of people’s lives.” 
 
    Riddle didn’t seem convinced and Miller couldn’t blame him. He was far from convinced himself. But he knew that the fact Jayne had lied about her whereabouts, that she was convinced her husband was having an affair, and the opportunity added up, if not to an air tight case, then at least something with enough buoyancy to float to the Chief’s desk. 
 
    “Come on,” Miller said. “Let’s get on with it.” 
 
    * 
 
    Jayne Hill received the caution and request to go to the police station with a lack of any protest. She merely nodded to signal she understood what was happening and walked between Miller and Riddle to the waiting police car outside. Newbold followed behind with Lena. It was all very low key, which normally would have pleased Miller. But he was feeling uneasy. Something was wrong. He just wished he knew what that something was. 
 
    Miller had asked if Jayne wanted her solicitor present. She had laughed bitterly. “Why do you assume people actually have a solicitor? Someone did the conveyancing when we moved house, but I don’t think they’ll be much use.” 
 
    Miller had to agree, so he offered to assign a duty solicitor.  
 
    “What’s the point?” Jayne said. “I haven’t done anything wrong.” 
 
    Miller didn’t know whether her faith in the justice system was flattering or if it was naiveté taken to the extreme. 
 
    “In which case, we’ll start.” 
 
    “Is Lena all right?” 
 
    “She’s fine Mrs Hill. She’s in the waiting room listening to her music. She hasn’t been cautioned.” 
 
    Jayne seemed to relax slightly. “All right, let’s start.” 
 
    Miller studied her closely. She still seemed dazed, but there was something else that he couldn’t quite identify. Was it arrogance? Disdain even? 
 
    “Mrs Hill, I don’t think you appreciate the severity of the situation,” Riddle said. “Detective Chief Inspector Miller has cautioned you in regards to the death of your husband.” 
 
    “I remember,” Jayne said flatly. 
 
    Riddle shook his head. Was this woman deranged? Or did she simply not care? Yet, if that was the case, why didn’t she just confess so they could get it over with? 
 
    “What my sergeant is trying to say,” Miller said, “is that it does seem that you are not taking the events of today seriously…” 
 
    “Seriously?” Jayne interrupted, her voice suddenly sharp and harsh. “The events of today rather pale in comparison with the events of Thursday, don’t they? They may be events to you, but to me it was the day my husband and the father of my child had his skull bashed in. You think anything apart from Lena matters to me anymore?” 
 
    “But if you’re charged with the murder of your husband, how do you think that will affect Lena?” Riddle said. “She’s only fifteen, Mrs Hill. She’ll go into care until her sixteenth birthday and then… well, then she’s on her own.” He left the implication hanging in the air. 
 
    Jayne’s eyes opened and closed quickly, like a rabbit caught in the headlights of a car. She looked from Riddle to Miller and then back again. 
 
    “But I didn’t kill my husband,” she said. “So why would I be arrested?” 
 
    Miler sighed. “Is it true that you believed your husband was having an affair?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well don’t you think that’s a motive for murder?” 
 
    Jayne shook her head. “I’ve already told you that we argued a lot. I’ve also told you that we argued about him coming home late. And I’ve also told you I suspected him of having an affair. But I had no proof. How could I kill my own husband over an affair I didn’t even know for sure was happening?” 
 
    Miller rubbed his eyes. His head was aching. A combination of the heat and lack of sleep was making his temples feel as if Art Blakey had been using them for drum practice. He needed to concentrate.  
 
    “All right,” he said, sitting up in his chair, “let’s go over that day again. You arrived in Whitby without having booked anywhere to stay?” 
 
    “Yes. We hadn’t booked any holidays this year - we were saving our money to pay for a place at a private school for Lena.” 
 
    “So why did you change your mind?” 
 
    Jayne smiled grimly. “Keith changed my mind. He surprised us all on Wednesday night. He said he’d got some time off work and we all deserved a treat. He was so happy, so enthusiastic, that I thought…” she trailed off. 
 
    “You thought what?” Riddle said. 
 
    “I thought his affair was over. I thought he’d realised how important his marriage and family was. And besides,” she added, “he said he had some good news.” 
 
    “Good news?” Miller said. “What good news?” 
 
    Tears filled Jayne’s eyes. “He never got to tell me.” 
 
    Miller shook his head. This case was becoming more and more frustrating. Every time he felt there was something solid to get hold of, it just seemed to change to vapour. 
 
    “So you arrived in Whitby and tried to find somewhere to stay?” 
 
    “That was very Keith, all last minute surprises. He loved surprises, but he always seemed to forget that sometimes you have to plan things. When we finally got here, everywhere was full. Then he asked at a garage and the man suggested Campus View.” 
 
    “So you checked in at what time?” 
 
    “I really can’t remember. Three perhaps.” 
 
    Riddle looked at his notes. “Mrs Stonebridge says it was three-fifteen.” 
 
    “There you go then,” Jayne said. 
 
    Miller was feeling more and more frustrated. “So you unpacked, then what?” 
 
    “We all went out to get a drink. Then we bought fish and chips and came back. It was then that Keith found the letters.” 
 
    “How exactly did that happen?” 
 
    “Lena wanted to watch the TV, but it wasn’t working. Keith looked behind it and saw it wasn’t plugged in. The cable had somehow got caught under the skirting board and when he pulled it, the skirting board came away. The letters were behind it.” 
 
    “There are quite a few gaps where the walls meet the floor,” Riddle said. “Apparently that’s quite common for houses from that period.” 
 
    “Do we know when the house was built?” Miller asked, turning to face Riddle.  
 
    “Late nineteenth century. We’re getting a copy of the deeds to get the exact date.” 
 
    Miller turned back to Jayne. “How did your husband seem when he found the letters?” 
 
    Jayne thought for a moment. “At first he was just surprised, but then Lena recognised Mary Linskill’s name. He changed then.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “He got quite excited. He took out his laptop and did a bit of research. Me and Lena wanted to go for a walk, have a look around the town, but he said that he wanted to look into the letters a little more, so we left him to it.” 
 
    Miller made a few notes on a sheet of A4. “All right, so you and Lena went to have a walk around the town. What time was this?” 
 
    “Around six, I think. Perhaps half-past.” 
 
    “And where did you go?” 
 
    “We crossed the bridge, walked up that cobbled street to the bottom of the Abbey steps, turned around and came back. We did some window shopping - most of the shops were closed by then - and then we crossed back over the bridge, turned right and walked along the harbour front.” 
 
    Miller referred to his notes. “That more or less fits, we have a witness statement from one of the captains who was returning with a group of tourists from a sightseeing cruise. He remembers seeing you at around seven.” 
 
    Jayne shrugged. 
 
    “And then what happened?” 
 
    Miller had got to the part of the evening when Jayne and Lena’s accounts differed. He sat forward, pencil hovering above his pad. 
 
    “Lena wanted to go into the amusements, I didn’t. So I walked around the back of the amusements - there’s a path that runs behind the buildings - and then up some steep steps, through some sort of tunnel and out onto the road. I then walked up onto the embankment and sat down on a bench.” 
 
    “Did anyone see you?” 
 
    “I don’t remember.” 
 
    Miller’s frustration had reached breaking point. “Mrs Hill, you have to understand how this looks. Your husband was murdered in a time window of just an hour or so. Of that time, you have thirty minutes that is unaccounted for.” 
 
    “But it isn’t unaccounted for,” Jayne said. “I’ve just accounted for it.” 
 
    “Then why the hell when first questioned by me and in your statement did you say you and Lena were together all the time?” 
 
    “Well, we were in a sense. Lena was in the amusements, I was just behind them. I hadn’t really gone anywhere.” 
 
    “That’s not good enough, Mrs Hill. Not good enough at all. I’ll ask you again, did anyone see you?” 
 
    “I just don’t remember. I don’t think so when I was on the path. Someone may have seen me when I was sitting on the bench, but there was no one else up there.” 
 
    Miller shook his head. He could believe that no one had seen her as she walked along the path; it was often quiet, somewhere a lot of visitors didn’t know existed. But even this was unlikely during Regatta Week. 
 
    Jayne Hill was looking at Miller, her head to one side. “Look,” she said, her voice quiet but calm. “When I spoke to you and when I gave my statement I had just discovered my husband’s body. I could barely tell you what day it was. You asked whether Lena and I had been together and I said we had. I never even thought about those thirty minutes.” 
 
    Miller pushed his A4 pad to one side and shook his head. He wasn’t getting anywhere. Any defence council would seize on the fact that she had been in shock when her initial statement had been taken. The bottom line was that Miller simply didn’t have any proof. She could have murdered her husband, but that was a long way from proving that she did. He decided to play his final card. 
 
    “I have here a photograph of a woman’s ring found in the front garden of Campus View. We know that the ring was not there prior to lunchtime on the day of your husband’s murder. We also know that no one, apart from police personal, entered that garden after you reported the crime. We therefore believe that the ring may well belong to the murderer. I ask for the record, Mrs Hill, is this your ring or is it the ring of anyone you know?” 
 
    Jayne studied the photograph. “As I’ve told you already, I’ve never seen it before.” 
 
    “Interview concluded at twelve-ten p.m.,” Miller said for the sake of the tape machine, which Riddle then switched off. 
 
    “I didn’t kill my husband, Detective Chief Inspector,” Jayne said. “Whatever you think, I just couldn’t do it.” 
 
    Miller looked at her, but made no response. He got up and left the room. 
 
    * 
 
    Chief Superintendent Davis was a large man. Not fat exactly, but more like a barrel with legs. His pot-marked face remained pale despite the weeks of sun that had bathed the town. 
 
    “Give me an update, Miller.” 
 
    Davis, Miller and Riddle were standing in the corridor outside the interview room. Miller brought him up to speed on Jayne Hill, his trip to Sheffield (omitting Dr. Laine’s role) and everything they had found out about the letters. Davis was looking decidedly unimpressed. 
 
    “It’s all very circumstantial,” he said, with his usual mixture of disdain and weariness. “In fact it’s about as airtight as a broken colander.”  
 
    Miller wanted to argue, but he had to admit there was a lack of anything that might aspire to evidence. 
 
    “I think if he can hold her for a day or so, we might get somewhere.” 
 
    “You can hold her until teatime, then unless you produce something more than the uncertain statement of a woman who’s just seen her husband’s murdered corpse, you let her go.” 
 
    Miller opened his mouth to protest, but Davis silenced him with a pointing finger. “Listen, Miller. What do you think the press is going to make of us holding the widow of a murdered man based on bugger all? Add to that the fact that her teenage daughter will be left all on her own and we’ve got the makings of one hell of a PR disaster.” 
 
    Miller held his hands out in surrender. 
 
    “Why wait?” he said to Riddle. “Let her go now.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    All the windows were open in Miller’s office, but the only effect it seemed to have was to let more hot air inside the room. 
 
    Miller had taken his tie off, unbuttoned his collar, and rolled up his sleeves. If he had thought he could get away with rolling up his trousers and sitting with his feet in a tub of cold water, he would have happily done it. 
 
    “There they go,” Riddle said, looking out of the window to the side of the room. 
 
    Below, in the police station car park, he could see PC Newbold shepherding Jayne and Lena Hill into the car that would take them back to the White Horse and Griffin. 
 
    “Do you think we’ve just let Keith Hill’s murderer go?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “It’s possible,” Miller said. He knew it wasn’t an answer. What did he think? Did Jayne Hill murder her husband? She could have done it, she had the time to do it, and she had the motive to do it. But Miller still wasn’t sure. He knew based on the circumstantial evidence that he had no choice but to bring her in; and he still couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t quite right about the story she had told. But it wasn’t necessarily Jayne’s roll in the course of events that troubled him; it was some other detail that he just couldn’t pin down. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Miller said to Riddle. “But what I do know is that we can’t just sit here doing nothing.” 
 
    “So what do we do next?” 
 
    “I’d like us to talk to Dr. Adrian Black,” Miller said. “Since you spoke to Robin Lodge, I think there’s a whole new dimension to the case.” 
 
    “Such as?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Let’s be honest,” Miller said. “Whether we think Jayne Hill killed her husband or not, there’s the whole mystery of the Mary Linskill letters. However you look at it, they have got to have something to do with one or possibly two murders. Have we had an update from Sheffield? 
 
    “DCI Hallam called while we were in the interview,” Riddle said, looking at a piece of paper PC Dixon had handed him. “He says there’s been little progress. One of Jack Stringer’s neighbours thinks he saw a Honda Jazz parked outside his house, but it’s all very vague. Apart from that, no witnesses or leads. Their case is in a worse state than ours.” 
 
    Miller laughed bitterly. “Small consolation. And is it their case or is it all part of this one?” 
 
    Riddle shrugged. 
 
    “Right, so it’s down to us. I’ve been asking around about Dr. Black and the common consensus seems to be that he’s a talented, but overly ambitious man. The head of department job isn’t just a promotion; it’s a job for life. It will also be a massive boost for what I gather is a not an insubstantial ego. He is also in direct competition with our Dr. Laine.” 
 
    Riddle’s eyebrows raised at the mention of ‘our’ Dr. Laine, but he said nothing. 
 
    “Let’s go and see Dr. Black. When you spoke to him he failed to mention that he and Dr. Laine were up for the same job.” 
 
    Miller decided not to dwell on the fact that Alice hadn’t mentioned it either. 
 
    “Excuse me, sir.” 
 
    Miller turned round to see the figure of PC Dixon hovering in the doorway. 
 
    “What is it, Dixon?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Message for DCI Miller.” 
 
    “Go on, man.” 
 
    Dixon looked at the piece of paper he was holding. Sweat from his hands had blurred a few of the words. 
 
    “A Jeremy Andrews called from the Whitby Reservation Society.” 
 
    “Preservation,” said Miller. “It’s the Whitby Preservation Society.” 
 
    Dixon looked at the paper. The ‘P’ was smudged beyond recognition. “Sorry. He wondered if you could spare him a few minutes. He says he’ll be in his office until late.” 
 
    “Because we’ve got nothing better to do than go see a tree hugger in the middle of a murder case,” Miller said. 
 
    “It’s not that kind of preservation,” Riddle said, smiling at the memory of Andrews’ recalling how many people made the same mistake Miller had just made. “They try to stop the council or private developers knocking down old buildings.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Miller said, obviously thinking it was anything but fair. “But why does he want to see me?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Riddle said. “But he helped me out with some background on the letters, so I owe him a favour.” 
 
    “And,” Miller said, “doesn’t Dr. Adrian Black have an office less than a hundred yards from him.” 
 
    Riddle smiled. Sometimes his boss was a cunning sod. “I’ll call the department to see if he’s there.” 
 
    * 
 
    Having ascertained that Dr. Black was in his office and would be happy to stay there until Miller and Riddle arrived, the two policemen drove out of the police station and headed towards the university campus. 
 
    As Miller turned into the campus car park and pulled into one of the allocated visitors spaces, Riddle’s phone rang. He stepped out of the car and took the call. A few moments later Miller joined him. 
 
    “That was Newbold,” Riddle said. “She’s dropped Jayne and Lena back at the hotel. She also wanted to let us know that thus far the door-to-doors haven’t produced anything. We’ve got no one saying they saw Jayne Hill on the benches above the amusements, but we’ve also got no one saying they saw her come back to Campus View.” 
 
    “Do two negatives make a positive?” 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “Ignore me,” Miller said.  
 
    “Jeremy Andrews is this way,” said Riddle, not for the first time wondering if he would ever understand everything Miller said. 
 
    They found Jeremy Andrews on all fours besides his desk. “Please excuse me,” he said. “But I dropped a cufflink and I’ll be in all kinds of trouble if I don’t find it. Ah! There it is.” He stood up and shook Riddle’s hand, before reinserting the cufflink into his right sleeve. 
 
    “A present from the wife?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “My wife left me fifteen years ago, sergeant.” 
 
    “O-oh,” Riddle stammered. “Sorry.” 
 
    Andrews forced a smile. “Not your fault, unless you were the garden centre owner she ran off with.” 
 
    Riddle smiled awkwardly. 
 
    “Ironic thing is she killed any plant she ever came into contact with. Anyway,” Andrews added, “they were a gift from Dr. Laine.” 
 
    “For what?” Miller said, sounding more aggressive than he had intended. 
 
    Andrews seemed not to notice. “To mark the publication of our pamphlet on Whitby writers and their homes. She got me these and I bought her a hair clip. Just a token, but I’d hate to lose them.” 
 
    For a moment Miller’s mind was taken up with an image of Jeremy Andrews taking the hairpin out of Alice’s hair as it cascaded down her naked back. Yuk.  
 
    “Everything all right?” Andrews asked. 
 
    “What? Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Good. So, please sit down.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle did as they were bid. 
 
    “Thank you for coming to see me.” 
 
    “Always happy to oblige the public,” Riddle said. 
 
    If Andrews detected any hint of sarcasm, he gave no sign. “It’s a matter of courtesy and is rather… delicate.” 
 
    “What is?” Miller said. 
 
    “Well, we were planning a march next weekend and I thought I should let you know.” 
 
    Miller looked confused. “A march?” 
 
    “Yes, we - that is the Whitby Preservation Society - are planning a march past some of the houses that are up for redevelopment. We’re hoping to interest the press and inspire the public.” 
 
    “I assume you have cleared it with the relevant department,” Miller said. If he was honest, he was a little vague about who at the station coordinated the policing of protest marches, mostly because the town had so few. 
 
    “A couple of weeks ago,” Andrews said, “but that’s just the point.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Miller said. “What is the point?” 
 
    “Campus View. It’s the property on the front of our leaflets,” he said, handing Miller a brightly coloured leaflet. 
 
    Miller read it out loud. “Stop the Vandals! Protect our Historic Properties! Don’t Let Them Bury Our History - March for our Future!” 
 
    “That’s a lot of exclamation marks,” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller turned the leaflet over. On the back was a picture of Campus View with a superimposed noose around it. “Peaceful protest to protect the past,” Miller read. 
 
    “You see my problem,” Andrews said. “The people of Whitby care passionately about protecting our heritage and Campus View is a symbol of that. If it’s sold and the council doesn’t impose strict restrictions on what can happen to it, the house could be demolished and God knows what built in its place. But of course,” he added, feeling his zeal had got the better of him, “things have somewhat changed.” 
 
    Miller looked at the leaflet again. “As long as no one enters the grounds, I have no problem with the march.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Andrews said, grabbing Miller’s hand. “You’ll be helping save a building of great historical interest and now with a link to one of Whitby’s most talented daughters.” 
 
    Miller was standing up to leave, but stopped. “Mary Linskill?” 
 
    “Of course. It follows that if her letters were found at the house, she must have stayed there or have been closely related to someone who lived in the house. Those letters could be a real boost to literary tourism. Their discovery is great news for the town.” 
 
    “But not for Dr. Black,” Miller said as he and Riddle left Andrews’ office. 
 
    * 
 
    “It’s this way to the English department.” 
 
    Miller led the way through an archway of oak trees that stood between the mews where Andrews had his office and the main university buildings. At the end of the path they came to a stone building with a blue wooden door. Inside was a hallway, festooned with cork notice boards. Many of the notices advertised end of term parties, where even the worst hangover would now just be a memory. 
 
    “I’ll be clearing the boards ready for the new academic year,” Carol said. “You must be DCI Miller. We spoke on the phone. And DS Riddle. How nice to see you again.” 
 
    “And you,” Riddle said. He liked Carol Carlton. She was an old school secretary. Efficiently remembering not just names, but titles. He would bet that she also possessed old fashioned (and out of fashion) skills like good spelling and grammar. 
 
    “Dr. Black is expecting us,” Miller said. 
 
    “That he is,” Carol said. “This way.” She led them up an ornate staircase to a landing and then through a glass door, which opened onto a short corridor. The last door on the right was ajar. “I’ll bring you some coffee in a few minutes.” 
 
    Dr. Adrian Black was sitting behind a large wooden desk that was piled high with papers and books. He stood to greet the policemen. “I would apologise for the mess,” he said, “but that would imply exception. This is the norm.” 
 
    Riddle looked surprised. 
 
    “Let me guess,” Black said. “You are wondering why my apartment is so neat and tidy and yet my office looks like this,” he said, waving his hand across the desk. “The answer is simple. I can only relax when things are in their place. Home is for relaxing. Work is not. If I relax, I produce the same sort of dull, regurgitated rubbish my students are so fond of producing. If I am constantly stressed, I produce more insightful, dynamic work.” 
 
    “Doesn’t it drive you mad?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It’s a thin line between madness and genius,” Andrews said.  
 
    Miller could detect no irony in his voice. It seemed the charge of egotist was a fair one. 
 
    “When you spoke to my sergeant,” Miller said, “you failed to mention that you were in competition over the head of department job.” 
 
    “Your sergeant failed to ask,” Andrews said. Then added, “But he was probably a little intimidated by the manor of our meeting.” 
 
    Miller suppressed a smile. Riddle’s horrified description of finding Dr. Black naked except for a bow tie had already done a few rounds of the police station canteen. 
 
    “The point is, Dr. Black, that your rival for the post is Dr. Alice Laine.” 
 
    Andrews shrugged in a manner that seemed to suggest he did not consider her rivalry as anything but a small irritant. “I don’t see the point.” 
 
    “The point,” Miller went on, “is that her work is focused around Mary Linskill. The letters found by the murder victim and then stolen - by we can only assume the killer - would have greatly helped Dr. Laine’s chances in her bid to become department head.” 
 
    “It is true that they would have marginally improved her chances,” Andrews said, “but no more than that.” 
 
    “Oh, come on Dr. Black,” Miller said. “Newly discovered letters by a significant Victorian novelist. In academic terms, that would have been a real coup.” 
 
    Andrews laughed. “If they were by a significant Victorian writer, then perhaps. Tell me, Chief Inspector, is there a reason you are starting to sound like one of Dr. Laine’s increasingly dramatic rants? The only person who thinks of Mary Linskill that way is Dr. Laine.” 
 
    “So you don’t consider the letters worth stealing?” Riddle asked, aware that the last remark had somehow stung Miller. 
 
    “As I told you before,” Andrews said, “their monetary value is modest.” 
 
    “And their value in terms of helping secure Dr. Laine the job she wants?” 
 
    “Equally modest.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller and Riddle were standing in the hallway of the English department finishing the coffee Carol had brought.  
 
    “So what do you think?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Of Dr. Black? He’s egotistical, self-important and overly-ambitious.” 
 
    “None of which is illegal.” 
 
    “None of which is illegal,” Miller repeated. “Do I think he would steal letters to stop someone else getting a job he wanted? In a heartbeat. But would he kill for those letters?” 
 
    “Hello,” a soft voice said. 
 
    Miller and Riddle turned around to see Dr. Laine standing behind them. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I work here,” Dr. Laine said. 
 
    She is pretty, Riddle thought. But I hope to hell he knows what he’s doing. 
 
    “Of course you do,” Miller said. “Are you on your way home?” 
 
    “I can be,” she said, a sly smile crossing her face. “Unless I get a better offer.” 
 
    Riddle stared at Miller. Was he blushing? Was Detective Chief Inspector Miller actually blushing? 
 
    “Well, er…” he stammered. “Perhaps you might just…” 
 
    At that moment Carol Carlton walked into the corridor, searching in her handbag for her car keys. 
 
    “That’s me done for the day,” she said to Miller. “Oh, hello Dr. Laine. I didn’t realise you were in.” 
 
    “I just popped in to pick up a book,” she said. 
 
    Carol squinted at the cover. “A Pair of Blue Eyes,” she read out loud. “Just like DCI Miller.” 
 
    Miller laughed. “Well, have a nice evening,” he said to the secretary. 
 
    Carol smiled warmly and started to open the door, but then stopped. “I meant to ask you, Dr. Laine, did you have any luck finding your ring?” 
 
    “Your ring?” Miller said. 
 
    “It’s a lovely thing,” Carol said. “Beautiful pattern. When was it you lost it?” 
 
    “Last Thursday,” Dr. Laine said. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Miller felt cold sweat run down his back. “You lost a ring last Thursday?” 
 
    Dr. Laine looked shocked at Miller’s reaction. “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “The day of the murder?” 
 
    “I suppose so,” Dr. Laine replied, her voice suddenly betraying a hint of fear. 
 
    * 
 
    “We have to question her,” Riddle said. “Caution her now and we’ll take her down to the station.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle were standing outside the English department. The sun was shining through the thick leaves of the oak trees, shimmering in the grove as the leaves blew in the faint breeze. It reminded Miller of a production of A Midsummer’s Dream he had once seen, although today was turning into more of a midsummer’s nightmare. 
 
    “I’ve shown her the photograph of the ring we found and she’s confirmed that it’s hers,” Riddle said. “How much more do we need?” 
 
    “It’s not evidence that she had anything to do with Keith Hill’s murder,” Miller said.  
 
    “It may not be proof,” Riddle said, “but it’s certainly evidence. For God’s sake, the ring’s in an evidence bag!” 
 
    Miller turned his back on Riddle and took a few steps further into the trees. He knew Riddle was right. The ring had been found in the front garden of Campus View, it could have only been left there in a very narrow time window. How else could it have got there? 
 
    Miller turned around. Behind Riddle Dr. Laine was walking slowly down the steps towards them. 
 
    “Frank,” she said, “why don’t I come down to the police station with you?” 
 
    At that moment he suddenly realised how much he cared for Alice. She was trying to make the whole situation easier for him. At least, he hoped to God that was what she was doing. 
 
    “Thank you, Dr. Laine,” Riddle said. “It would be very helpful. Now we know the ring belongs to you, we will need to take your fingerprints.” 
 
    The results from the fingerprint tests on the ring were due imminently. Riddle doubted very much that they would produce anything else but Dr. Laine’s prints, but there was no need to air that view just yet. 
 
    “Sir?” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller looked from Riddle to Alice and then back again. He took a deep breath. “Right,” he said, suddenly sounding decisive. “We’ll go in my car. The sooner we get this over with the better.” 
 
    * 
 
    While Dr. Laine was having her fingerprints taken by a police technician, Riddle was sitting in Miller’s office watching his boss pace the room. “If there’s only one set of prints on the ring, we’re going to have to hold her,” Riddle said. 
 
    Miller made no reply. He knew Riddle was right, a cadet on their first day on the job would have known Riddle was right. Could this really be happening to him again? Was he really such a poor judge of character? 
 
    “Please, sir,” Riddle said, the frustration in his voice tempered by a hint of tenderness. “Could you stand still, you’re making me nauseous.” 
 
    Miller stopped and for a moment Riddle thought he was going to explode with anger, but instead Miller slumped into his chair. He looked exhausted. 
 
    “Thank you,” Riddle said. “Why don’t we go over the facts so we can put it all in perspective?” 
 
    “Logic instead of emotion,” Miller said, with the faintest trace of a smile. “All right. Go on.” 
 
    Riddle looked around Miller’s office. He looked at the stack of Whitby Telegraphs on the desk, the jazz posters on the wall and he suddenly realised that this may be one of the most difficult conversations the two men had ever had. He breathed deeply. 
 
    “Let me play devil’s advocate,” Riddle said. “Let’s say the results come back and the only set of prints on the ring are those of Dr. Laine.” Miller opened his mouth to protest, but Riddle raised a hand. “Please, sir. Let me say my piece.” 
 
    Miller relented. “Go on.” 
 
    “If they are the only set on the ring, we need to ask how it got into the front garden of Campus View. It can’t have been dropped at another time, as she has already confirmed she has never set foot in the garden, besides we have the evidence of the gardener that it was not there when he cut the grass. So we’re faced with the simple fact that Dr. Laine must have dropped the ring in the hour or so around the time of Keith Hill’s murder. I can think of no other reason for Dr. Laine to have been there apart from to take those letters. She claims she has never set foot in the house, so there seems to be only one explanation. She is lying.” 
 
    Miller moved uncomfortably in his chair, but he managed to not interrupt. 
 
    “So let’s say she did take those letters,” Riddle went on. “The motive is clear. She somehow found out that they had been found - it wouldn’t have been difficult - she could have had a key word search set up so that if anything to do with Mary Linskill went online she would receive an email. She’s in competition with Dr. Black for a job that could make her career and change her life. She realises that the letters are what could make all the difference in securing her the head of department job, so she goes to see Keith Hill. Perhaps she offers to buy them, or even just asks to borrow them. But he’s already had a bid. He wants the money, he needs the money. There’s an argument, she leaves, sees the length of scaffolding, picks it up - perhaps this is when the ring comes off - she goes back inside and hits him. She probably didn’t mean to kill him, but he’s dead. So she takes the letters.” 
 
    Miller can’t bear to keep quiet any longer. 
 
    “But she can’t use the letters can she? The whole point of your argument is that she needs the letters for her career, but if she’s killed someone for them, she can never use them.” 
 
    Riddle nods slowly. 
 
    “I’ve thought about that,” he said. “She was so angry that she just wasn’t thinking straight. I don’t believe she intended to kill Keith Hill. She must have seen red, acted in the heat of the moment. After she had left, she would have realised she could never use the letters and so destroyed them.” 
 
    Miller sat back in his chair. He had to admit it was a good theory, and he knew Davis would agree. With a slow creeping sense of dread, he suddenly realised that he was not going to be able to stop Dr. Laine being arrested for the murder of Keith Hill. 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir,” Riddle said. “I know that you had… er, feelings for Dr. Laine.” He was struggling for what the correct word was and he knew that ‘feelings’ was inadequate. Riddle had feelings about whether to have pasta or fish for dinner; it hardly seemed an adequate word for what his boss was going through.  
 
    Miller looked at his sergeant. Was Riddle right? Had he fallen for someone who could have done such a terrible thing? His theory about wanting the letters and killing Keith Hill in the heat of the moment certainly was a feasible one. It fitted the facts and explained away what had been bothering them since the beginning: why would anyone kill for letters that had such a small monetary value. If the letters’ value lay in what they could do for Alice’s career, then was it so difficult to believe that she had been blinded to what was right and what was wrong? Perhaps she had gone with the intention of reasoning with Keith Hill, or at least perhaps that was what she had told herself. Then when he had refused to let her have the letters, perhaps something inside her had snapped. Was it years of resentment at male colleagues such as Dr. Black attracting more attention, more sponsorship, greater book sales? Was it anger that Mary Linskill didn’t get the critical acceptance that she believed was justified? When you lived your life in academia, when by definition everything you did was academic, did you lose sight of perspective? 
 
    Miller rubbed his eyes. Was he just looking for excuses? Right there in front of him, in a manila folder, were close up photographs of Keith Hill’s shattered skull. Professional slights, a perceived lack of recognition, frustrated career ambitions didn’t really mean much when compared with the death of a man. A widow and a fatherless child, all because of some sort of perverted ambition. However much he tried to rationalise what Alice might have done, there was no getting away from the fact that a man was dead, and that she could be responsible for that death. 
 
    As Miller stood up, he was suddenly aware that he had seldom felt so weary. He picked up the charge sheet that Riddle had placed in front of him almost half an hour earlier. On it was Dr. Alice Laine’s name and the nature of the charge: the death of Keith Hill. All that was missing was Miller’s signature. He took the cap off his pen. 
 
    “Sir,” PC Newbold said, “you need to see this.” 
 
    At first Miller barely noticed the diminutive PC standing in his office door. He paused, pen in hand. “What?’ 
 
    “I said, you need to see this. Sir,” she added. 
 
    Riddle stood up. “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s the results from the fingerprint tests on Dr. Laine’s ring.” 
 
    “Let me guess,” Riddle said, with a worried glance in Miller’s direction. “Dr. Laine’s prints are all over it. It’s hardly a newsflash.” 
 
    Newbold was confused. She had been told to rush the results over as soon as they came in, yet they were acting as if she was gate crashing some private members’ club. “Of course Dr. Laine’s prints are on the ring,” she said, instantly regretting her tone. 
 
    Riddle was about to reprimand her, but suddenly Miller was alert. “What is it,” he said.  
 
    Newbold handed over the single sheet of paper. “Dr. Laine’s prints have been confirmed,” she said, “but there was also a partial print that wasn’t one of hers.” 
 
    “Someone else?” Riddle said, exchanging a glance with Miller. “Well, that’s interesting. I’m not sure if it changes anything that much…” 
 
    “I’m sorry sir, but you don’t understand.” 
 
    “What doesn’t DS Riddle understand,” Miller said, suddenly alert. 
 
    “We ran the other print,” Newbold said. “And we’ve got a match.” 
 
    “For Christ sake, Newbold,” Riddle said. “Who is it?” 
 
    “It belongs to a Dr. Adrian Black.” 
 
    For a few moments no one spoke. Miller stared at Newbold, who unsure of what was happening, stared at Riddle. Riddle in turn, was staring at Miller. It was like one of the silences in a Pinter play. All unresolved tension and wordless communication. 
 
    It was Miller who finally shattered the tableaux. “We need to see Black.” As he spoke, he opened his desk drawer, dropped the unsigned charge sheet inside, and firmly closed it. “Now.” 
 
    * 
 
    As Miller and Riddle drove up onto the west cliff, Miller could feel his skin prickle with a mixture of excitement and relief. Just when he had felt cornered, trapped in a windowless room with no way out, a door had suddenly opened and light flooded in. 
 
    “Can you think of any innocent reason why Dr. Black’s prints are on the ring?” Miller asked as he turned the car into Royal Crescent. 
 
    Riddle couldn’t. For the moment he was just glad that his prints had been on the database, the result of an arrest during a poll tax protest in 1989. “It’s this one,” he said. 
 
    They had to travel on a little way as there were no free spaces, but finally Miller saw a black Alfa’s reverse lights come on, so he waited for the car to pull out before swinging into the space. 
 
    Miller climbed the steps to the front door two at a time and had pressed the buzzer before Riddle had caught up. Newbold had phoned ahead to ensure Dr. Black was in, so the door was buzzed open without any communication. 
 
    As they travelled up in the lift, they lapsed into silence, both aware of the importance of the imminent interview. 
 
    As the door opened, Riddle was relieved to see a fully clothed Dr. Black waiting for them. He seemed to lack his usual confidence and his previous aura of condescension had been replaced by a smell that was a mixture of fear and whisky. 
 
    “Come in,” Dr. Black said. 
 
    Miller was in no mood for pleasantries. He ignored the academic’s outstretched hand and walked straight into the living room. Riddle followed and noted that the room was as neat as before. The only difference was an open bottle of Scotch on the table. 
 
    “This afternoon,” Riddle began, “Dr. Alice Laine was taken into custody. She was due to face a very serious charge in relation to the death of Keith Hill last Thursday evening. This series of events happened because we discovered that a piece of evidence found at the scene had belonged to her. This, combined with statements - mostly from you - concerning Dr. Laine’s ambition to become head of the English department led us to suspect that she was directly involved in the crime.” 
 
    Riddle paused for breath. He eyed the whisky enviously and went on. “However, it has since come to our notice that…” 
 
    Miller could stand no more of this. “Your fingerprints were on the ring that was found in the garden. Could you explain how that could be?” 
 
    Dr. Black took a large gulp of his drink. “Oh, God.” 
 
    * 
 
    For the second time that day, Miller and Riddle had ferried an academic to the police station. Dr. Black had been deposited in a holding cell, awaiting the duty solicitor, who has just arrived. 
 
    “Right,” Miller said. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Any remnant of superiority had been washed away from Dr. Black by the short stay in the police cell. He was sitting next to the solicitor with his head in his hands as Miller and Riddle entered the interview room. When he looked up his eyes were bloodshot and his skin was pale and blotchy. After the initial formalities, Miller began to speak. 
 
    “Dr. Adrian Black, you are aware that we found a woman’s ring at the scene of Keith Hill’s murder. You are also aware that your fingerprints were found on that ring. Is this correct?” 
 
    Dr. Black nodded. 
 
    “For the tape,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Yes,” Black croaked. 
 
    “In which case,” Miller went on, “could you tell us how your prints came to be on the ring and how the ring came to be in the garden of Campus View?” 
 
    The solicitor whispered something into his client’s ear, but Black shook his head. 
 
    “It’s quite simple,” he said. “I took the ring from Dr. Laine’s desk and I threw it into the garden.” 
 
    “And why did you do that?” 
 
    Black looked from Miller to Riddle and then back again. 
 
    “So you’d find it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    The duty solicitor sighed and sat back in his chair. 
 
    “Let me just clarify that last point,” Miller said. “You threw the ring into the garden of Campus View so that the police would find it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Could you explain why?” 
 
    Black took a long drink from his cup of water. “I would have thought that was obvious,” Black said. “I did it to stop Dr. Laine getting the job.” 
 
    “You would implicate someone in a murder, just to get a promotion?” Riddle asked. 
 
    Dr. Black seemed to consider this for a moment. “I’d like to think not,” he said finally. 
 
    “But you just said that’s what you did.” Riddle said. 
 
    “That was the outcome,” Black conceded, “but it wasn’t my intention. I had absolutely no idea things would go so far.” 
 
    Miller thought about the piece of paper in his office desk. Black had almost had a colleague charged in connection with a murder. 
 
    “Tell me,” Miller said, “exactly what you did intend.” 
 
    Black nodded his head, as if a moment he had long dreaded, but had now accepted as inevitable, had just occurred. “I believe you know that Dr. Lodge is retiring next summer. We are lucky that the university is one of a diminishing few that still understands the importance of tenure.” 
 
    Riddle snorted. “A job for life? Why should academia provide something that the rest of the country could only dream about?” 
 
    Miller shot Riddle a glance. 
 
    Black just shrugged. “It’s a fair point, but consider our circumstance. Our very raison d'etre is to further knowledge. How can we do that if we’re spending all the time we’re not teaching looking for the next job? Tenure is important because it engenders the security required to advance our knowledge.” 
 
    “And it’s good for you personally?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Of course. With tenure and the head of English position come certain things. You have a platform to publish academic works that might stand a chance of actually being read and even become a set text on the education syllabus.” 
 
    “I understand all that,” Miller said, “but it’s still quite a leap from that to implicating a colleague in murder.” 
 
    “But as I’ve said, I didn’t intend to do that. Look, Dr. Lodge’s job is up for grabs. The only two people who are in with a chance, based on our publication history and reputation in our fields, are Dr. Laine and myself. It’s not just egotism to say that a week or so ago I was the front-runner. I’ve published a couple more books, but more importantly, Dr. Laine’s field of study - specifically Mary Linskill - has become somewhat stagnated of late.” 
 
    “How’s that?” Miller asked. 
 
    “The problem with a minor writer - and I know she would question the term - but the problem with a minor writer is that the primary sources, that is the books written by the author, may be large or small, but the secondary sources, books and papers about the author, are often very limited. This means that there is often little to draw on and it can mean that with so few actual texts, anything written is pure speculation. The academic world lives and breathes by referenced sources. Think of these texts as the coal that provides the energy for research. If it has all been mined, and the pit is empty, there is no more energy to drive the machines of academia. Dr. Laine was running out of steam.” 
 
    Miller nodded. “And then the letters were discovered.” 
 
    “A whole new seam,” Black said. “It changed everything. If the letters were proven to be genuine - and there’s no reason to think they were anything but - it would have completely reinvigorated her area of study. Suddenly, she would have been the more dynamic choice.” 
 
    “So you thought you’d do something about it,” Riddle said. 
 
    “It wasn’t as premeditated as that. To be honest, I thought I had lost. Then last Friday when the news broke of what had happened, I was in Dr. Laine’s office returning a book. The ring was just there on the desk. I saw the possibility immediately. I thought that if it was found Dr. Laine might be suspected of some involvement, if only until you realised your mistake. I didn’t need her to be charged, or even seriously suspected, I just wanted there to be a mention in the press. The university abides anything like that. It would have ruined her chances and I would have got the job.” 
 
    Miller was shaking his head. “So you just took the ring. How did you get it into the garden?” 
 
    “That was easy, I just walked past the house and when the constable’s back was turned threw it onto the front lawn.” 
 
    “But you left your prints on it?” Riddle said. “Why not clean them off? That was a schoolboy error.”  
 
    “But sergeant, if I’d have cleaned my prints off, I would have cleaned Dr. Laine’s prints off as well. How else where you going to know who the ring belonged to?” 
 
    Riddle had to admit that Black made sense. It was just unfortunate for him that the police still had his prints on file. 
 
    “So that was all there was to it?” Miller asked. 
 
    “When I realised how serious things were becoming for Dr. Laine, I knew I had to do something. I was coming to see you when you arrived at the flat. I just needed a little Dutch courage first.”  
 
    “For a very intelligent man,” Miller said, “you have been inordinately stupid.” 
 
    Black nodded. “I know,” he said. “And the biggest irony of all is that I’ve gone and handed the job on a plate to Dr. Laine.” 
 
    Of course, Miller thought, when the university finds out what has happened all his hard work and scheming will have been for nothing. Alice will be the new department head. A smile spread across his face before he could stop it. 
 
    * 
 
    Ten minutes later Miller and Riddle were sitting on the stone steps at the rear of the police station. It was one of the few places that offered any shade beyond from the airless interior. 
 
    “What do you think?” Miller said. 
 
    They had left Banks in a cell, sweltering in the knowledge that he would be charged with attempting to pervert the course of justice and theft.  
 
    “It make sense,” Riddle said, “but then again he is an academic. He should know how to put together a well constructed argument.” 
 
    “True, but can we really see him murdering a complete stranger for the letters. How would he know they had been found?’ 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. He would need to choose his words carefully. “I suppose anything I said about Dr. Laine could apply to Black. He could have got some sort of email alert, although why he would be interested in Mary Linskill in the first place, I have no idea. But ignoring that, the rest pretty much stands up. He could have gone to get the letters, only in his case to destroy them, Keith Hill wouldn’t give them up, and he ended up killing him. Letters gone, future secure.” 
 
    “It’s possible,” Miller said. “But do people really kill for such things? I still can’t get away from that one central problem: I just don’t see how the letters fit in to the whole thing.” 
 
    Neither did Riddle. “DCI Hallam called with an update before we came out,” he said. “Or at least an update that there isn’t an update. They’re drawing a complete blank. All Jack Stringer’s associates either have water tight alibis or there’s no motive. The door-to-door has drawn a blank as well, apart from another reference to a Honda Jazz.” 
 
    Miller grunted. “I suppose we’ve checked Jayne Hill, Dr. Laine or Dr. Black don’t drive a Honda Jazz?” 
 
    “We’ve checked everyone we’ve spoken to. Jayne Hill has the family estate, Dr. Black has an MG and Dr. Laine doesn’t even own a car.” 
 
    At that moment Miller was aware of a figure approaching them. He squinted against the sun and saw that it was Jeremy Andrews. 
 
    “Just what he need,” Miller said under his breath, “what do you think he wants to preserve today?” 
 
    “Another lovely day,” Andrews said, before quickly adding, “apart from the circumstances.” 
 
    “Circumstances?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “I thought you’d made an arrest.” 
 
    “What makes you think that?”  
 
    “Campus gossip,” Andrews said. “Sorry, I should know better than to jump to conclusions.” 
 
    “For the record,” Miller said, “we haven’t charged anyone with the murder of Keith Hill. Perhaps you could feed that back.” There was more spite in his voice than he had intended, but the last thing he needed was false rumours being spread, especially if they concerned Alice. “Is there anything else we can do for you?” 
 
    “Sorry? Oh, yes. That’s not why I came here, Chief Inspector. I just wanted to let you know in person that the demonstration and march is going ahead on Saturday and to thank you for your help.” 
 
    Miller felt a pang of guilt. “Thank you, Mr Andrews.” 
 
    Andrews turned to leave. 
 
    “Sir,” Riddle said.  
 
    Andrews turned around. “Yes?” 
 
    “I don’t suppose you own a Honda Jazz car?” 
 
    “Good grief, no. As a matter of fact I don’t own a car at all. I seldom leave Whitby. Why?” 
 
    “Just routine,” Riddle said. 
 
    “You really don’t like him, do you?” Riddle said, when Andrews was out of earshot. 
 
    “It’s nothing personal,” Miller grinned. “It’s just his type.”  
 
    * 
 
    Miller decided the two of them needed some fresh air. The regatta was still in full swing, so he suggested a drive up to the east cliff.  
 
    As the car turned left onto Green Lane and started to climb towards the cliff, Miller turned to Riddle. “I’ve let Dr. Laine go. Now Dr. Black has confessed to stealing the ring, there’s absolutely no reason to keep her. Of course, she could have left at any time, but she wanted to stay and offer any help she could.” 
 
    “And Dr. Black?” Riddle asked.  
 
    “There’s nothing concrete on him, beyond what he has already admitted to. My guess is that he’ll be out on bail by the morning.” 
 
    Riddle didn’t like it, but he could think of no decent argument. It was all very nasty, but it was still a long way from murder. 
 
    They had now reached Green Lane Top and Miller pulled the car into the Abbey car park. The two policemen walked back out onto the road and then left onto Abbey Lane. Miller looked to his right where there was an uninterrupted view of the sea. Curlew House, the centre of the Death’s Disciple case, had been demolished with the nearby farm annexing the land. Turning right, they took a path across some grass to join the Cleveland Way coastal path away from the town. 
 
    “So are we back to considering Jayne Hill our chief suspect?” Riddle asked, as he stood to one side to allow a middle-aged couple to pass them. 
 
    “I think chief suspect is wishful thinking. She’s our only suspect.” 
 
    “What about Lena? Daughters do kill fathers.” 
 
    “They do,” Miller said. “But unlike her mother, there are a handful of witness that all will swear she was in the amusements when she claimed to be. She simply wouldn’t have had time.” 
 
    “So that leaves us with Jayne Hill.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it does,” Miller said. 
 
    It was unclear to Riddle if Miller meant he did not want her to be guilty or there wasn’t enough evidence to prove her guilt. 
 
    “The problem we have with Jayne Hill is two-fold,” Miller said. He always thought better when there was a plentiful supply of fresh air. In the current heat wave, about the only place in Whitby that had any sort of breeze was the cliff tops. “First, there’s the practical side. She can’t account for her movements in that thirty-minute period, but that’s hardly damming in itself. Yes, they had been arguing. Yes, she thought he was having an affair. While murders have been committed for less, she would have been leaving her daughter fatherless and if it was a crime of passion, how did she make it all the way to the house and back without being spotted? I can buy her making it up the path to the west cliff without seeing anyone, but through the regatta crowds? Twice?” 
 
    “It could have been so busy, no one noticed her. Too many people, so it’s difficult to remember a face.” Riddle knew it was a weak argument, but he still thought it could have happened that way. 
 
    They had now stopped and were leaning on fence poles, facing the sea. Gulls lazily rode the warm air and butterflies languidly flew over the path. Miller had his eyes closed. “True, but that doesn’t help us with problem two. If she had managed to make it back to Campus View unseen and then killed her husband in a moment of rage, why take the letters? Why waste time taking the letters - knowing that if they were found on her they would be conclusive evidence that she had been there?” 
 
    “But she could have done it,” Riddle said. “She had motive and opportunity. Perhaps she went to confront him about the affair? They argued and she grabbed the pole and struck out.” 
 
    “And the letters,” Miller said, turning to face Riddle.  
 
    “To make it look like a robbery?” 
 
    Miller nodded. That was a better point. But why leave his wallet? Of course, she wouldn’t have been thinking straight. She could have panicked, taken the letters and then dropped them into a bin. 
 
    “That might work,” Miller said. “Let’s go back to the hotel and speak with Jayne Hill again.” 
 
    “I don’t think we need bother,” Riddle said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Riddle nodded in the direction of the abbey. “Because she’s walking straight towards us.” 
 
    Miller turned around to see Jayne and Lena Hill navigating a stile. Once they had both climbed over, Jayne Hill stopped as Lena continued towards them. Despite the heat, Jayne had a shawl wrapped around her shoulders. Even from this distance, Miller could see she had been crying. 
 
    A few moments later, Lena was standing in front of the two policemen. Little pearls of sweat glistened on her forehead. “PC Dixon told us where you were,” she said. “I wanted to speak with you.” 
 
    Miller was surprised. Why Lena and not her mother? 
 
    “What about?” 
 
    “My father, I want to tell you about my father.” 
 
    For a moment Miller envisioned a nightmare scenario in which Lena had been abused by her father and Jayne had brought down a terrible vengeance.  
 
    “Did your father… hurt you?” 
 
    Lena looked confused for a moment and then actually laughed. “Hurt me? Good God, I don’t think he could have loved me more. Why did you say that?” 
 
    Why had Miller thought that? The TV news and papers were full of such stories. You started believing that paedophiles were hiding behind every corner. He really should have known better. “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “I’ve come to see you because I want you to know something. My mother and me have been stuck in that hotel room for two days now and there’s little else to do other than talk. At first we didn’t say anything, but gradually she began to confide in me. She told me about all the arguments she had been having with my father. They never argued when I was in, so I had no idea. When I asked her what they were arguing about, she told me she thought my father was having an affair and that she was angry with him for letting her give up work.” 
 
    “I know all this,” Miller said kindly. “Your mother wants you to go to the private sixth form college.” 
 
    “And I am going.” 
 
    “You are?” Riddle said.  
 
    “That’s what my father was doing. He had a second job. Every night after work, he went to a second job. He was doing consultancy work for a local firm and he would go in every evening to get all the files in order and to suggest any amendments. He saved every penny. He made me promise not to tell my mother. He wanted it to be a surprise. He loved surprises.” Tears prickled Lena’s eyes. “That’s why he was selling the letters. He wanted me to have money for when I was at university.” 
 
    Miller leaned back on the fence. “I’m glad you told your mother,” he said. 
 
    Lena smiled, turned and walked away. 
 
    “Incredible,” Miller said. “He endured all those arguments and suspicion just because he wanted to surprise his wife.” 
 
    “Sounds like a nice man,” Riddle said, suddenly aware he hadn’t thought of Keith Hill’s personality before, just his status as a murder victim. “And it showed maturity for Lena to come and tell us.” 
 
    “It did,” Miller agreed, “but I also suspect she is trying to convince us that her mother couldn’t have anything to do with her father’s murder.” 
 
    “And does it?” Riddle asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “No. At the time of the murder, Jayne Hill was still convinced her husband was having an affair.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    As Miller and Riddle drove back towards the town centre, Riddle was feeling uneasy. The day seemed to be getting even hotter and he was feeling bothered and more and more uneasy. He knew he was not the most adept person at choosing the right moment to bring things up, but even by his standard he had made an error of judgement. 
 
    “All I’m saying is that if we apply one argument to one suspect, we should apply it to the others.”  
 
    “Agreed,” Miller said. The car was hot and refusing to cool down. Even his air conditioning seemed to be wilting in the sun. “But Dr. Laine isn’t a suspect.” 
 
    “That’s my point. Hear me out,” he added as Miller was about to protest. “According to you we only have two suspects. Jayne Hill, who has motive - albeit we now learn, a false one - and opportunity. We can’t prove she was there, but we can’t prove she wasn’t. Then there’s Dr. Black. He certainly had motive, the man’s obsessed with getting that job. Lots of staff have keyword email notifications, so he could easily have found out about the letters. Again, we can’t prove he was there, even with the ring.” 
 
    “So there we are,” Miller said. 
 
    “With respect, no we aren’t. We need to add Dr. Laine to the list because exactly the same criteria apply to her. She had motive - she needed the letters. She had opportunity - just like Black she claims she was on her own in her house. We can’t prove either of those alibis. So why are we not considering her as a suspect?” 
 
    “Because I don’t think she could have had anything to do with it.” Miller knew it was about as weak an argument as it was possible to make, but he was damned if he was going to let Riddle’s pet theory gain any momentum. 
 
    “But sir,” Riddle said. “If we consider Dr. Black a suspect because he wanted those letters to disappear, then we must consider Dr. Laine a suspect because she wanted those letters for herself. From our point of view, it all amounts to the same thing.” 
 
    “The hell it does,” Miller said. Sweat was running down his forehead and was stinging his eyes. As Miller drove over the bridge and onto New Quay Road, he pulled the car abruptly to a halt. The car behind beeped its horn as the drive shouted obscenities. Miller ignored him. 
 
    “Listen to me,” he said. “When I say drop it, I mean drop it.”  
 
    For a moment they locked eyes. 
 
    “No,” Riddle said slowly. “I can’t do that.” 
 
    Miller’s hands gripped the steering wheel so tightly that his knuckles went white. Then, all of a sudden, he relaxed. He and Riddle had been in this situation once before. He had sworn then he would never let it happen again. 
 
    “I tell you what,” he said. “We’ll go and speak to Dr. Black and Dr. Laine again. If you’re still convinced one of them is guilty, then I won’t stop you pursuing it.” 
 
    Riddle smiled. “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    “Right, let’s go and speak with Dr. Black again.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller’s earlier prediction that Dr. Black would be out on bail by the following morning proved to be overly pessimistic. The desk sergeant informed Miller that Black had bailed himself half an hour ago and had headed straight back to the campus to, as he put it, save what he could of his career. 
 
    So it was that Miller and Riddle found themselves back among the oak trees and shady lanes of the university campus. 
 
    The day was now almost unbearably hot. Miller had been abroad many times and he had certainly experienced days when the temperature was higher than today, but there was something about Britain when it was hot; it was almost as if the country just couldn’t handle the heat. It always seemed more uncomfortable here than abroad. The university was only five minutes from Miller’s apartment and he found himself thinking longingly of his cold shower. 
 
    They found Dr. Adrian Black in his office, sitting forlornly behind his desk. For a moment there was fear in his eyes when he saw the two policemen. But when he realised they had not come to arrest him, he relaxed. 
 
    “I answered everything you asked. I told you the truth. What more do you want?”  
 
    “My sergeant just has a few more questions,” Miller said. 
 
    “Really? You want my student’s telephone number?” It was a hollow attempt at humour and they all knew it.  
 
    “What I want to know is just two things,” Riddle said, following the line of questioning he and Miller had an agreed upon on the way to the campus. “Firstly, you told me that at the time of the murder you were in your flat on your own. What were you doing?” 
 
    “I was reading. I’m afraid even with the best attempts of social media to make it an interactive experience, I prefer to read alone. I had come home, showered, made a sandwich and read a book.” 
 
    “Work or pleasure?” Miller asked. He had no idea if it was relevant, but he was curious. 
 
    “That’s one of the best things about summer, I get to read for pleasure. It was a Barbara Pym.” 
 
    Miller was genuinely surprised. “I wouldn’t have thought she was your cup of tea.” 
 
    “She has fallen somewhat out of favour,” Black said, “but her social observation is first rate and she portrays her academics perfectly.” 
 
    “And there’s no way you can think of to prove that’s what you were doing?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “None whatsoever.” 
 
    “In which case, question two. Hypothetically speaking, if you had stolen the letters…” 
 
    “I’ve told you,” Black interrupted. “I had no intention of stealing any letters. By the time I knew about them they had already gone. All I did…” 
 
    “We know what you did,” Miller said, “it’s a hypothetical question.” 
 
    “Fine. Go on.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” Riddle said, filling the utterance with as little sincerity as he could manage. “If you had stolen the letters, what would you have done with them?” 
 
    Dr. Black looked around his office, as if searching for inspiration. “I suppose you have two choices. One: throw the letters away as soon as possible. A public litterbin, shred them at home, toss them into the harbour. I’d suggest that would be the sensible option.” 
 
    Riddle was intrigued. “There’s a second, less sensible option?” 
 
    Dr. Black was nodding to himself. “Yes. Yes, I think there is.” 
 
    “Go on,” Riddle said. 
 
    “If the letters were important to you, if you realised you could never sell them or even tell anyone about them, you might want to keep them.” 
 
    “Even though they were highly incriminating?” 
 
    “I would guess that if the letters were very important to you, that wouldn’t matter. Just knowing that the letters existed and you could look at them at any time, might be enough to keep them hidden somewhere.” 
 
    “It would be a big risk,” Riddle said. “All for very little return.” 
 
    While Riddle had been asking his questions, Miller had been scanning one of Dr. Black’s bookcases. He had just seen a paperback copy of A Canticle of Leibowitz. It was the same 1980s edition that Miller owned and had re-read at least half a dozen times since his father had given him it in 1984.  
 
    “I’m not sure it would necessarily be for very little return,” Miller said. 
 
    “Your boss is right,” Dr. Black said.  
 
    “But to let people know, or to quote from the letters would be as good as admitting their theft,” Riddle said.  
 
    “Not if you were clever,” said Andrews. “Only you would know what was in the letters, so you could use the facts to hint at things in your writing, take new directions which could be backed up by the published sources. It could keep you going for years.” 
 
    Below Black’s window, Miller sensed rather than saw someone pass. When he glanced down there was no one there. 
 
    “Thank you, Dr. Black. You’ve been very helpful. It’s just a pity you can’t provide us with someone who could confirm you were at home on Thursday night. Are you sure you didn’t see or speak with anyone.” 
 
    “Well, I called Dr. Laine about some timetable conflict around that time, but unfortunately for me she wasn’t home.” 
 
    Riddle stopped in his tracks. “You called Dr. Laine from a mobile?” 
 
    “No, I used my landline. I have one of those accounts where you have to use it so often or your discount doesn’t apply.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle exchanged a glance. “And did you call Dr. Laine’s landline?” 
 
    “Yes. I can remember landline numbers. But as I said, she didn’t answer.” 
 
    “She could have been busy,” Miller said. “Making a meal or something…” 
 
    “Oh, no. I’ll give her that, she always picks up. She’s very committed to her job. Anyway, I mentioned it to her the day after and she said she’d gone out.” 
 
    * 
 
    Miller and Riddle were standing outside the secretary’s office. They had gone straight to Dr. Laine’s room, but she was not there. Her handbag was hanging on a hook behind the door and her computer was switched on. The secretary was on the phone and had signalled she would only be a minute. 
 
    “He could be lying,” Miller said. “About the call. We’ve only his word for it.” 
 
    “But he must know we can check his landline calls.” 
 
    “He could be lying about Dr. Laine saying she was out for the evening.” 
 
    “But we can check that with her. If she denies it, at the very least it confirms one of them is lying to us about where they were on Thursday evening.” 
 
    Miller made no response. Everything Riddle said was true. He had a terrible feeling that things were not going to work out well. 
 
    “Everything Dr. Black said about what he’d do with the letters makes sense to me. Think about it, sir. Those letters would mean everything to Dr. Laine. If she had taken them, could she really have made herself throw them away? We need to get a warrant and search her house.” 
 
    Miller was silent for a moment. He felt trapped. “No warrant,” he said, finally. “When we find her, we’ll go straight to her house. You can do the searching.” 
 
    It was about as far from procedure as it was possible to get, but Riddle relented.  
 
    At that moment, Carol Carlton put down the phone. “Hello,” she said. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “We want to see Dr. Laine. It’s quite urgent. She isn’t in her room.” 
 
    “Isn’t she? She must have popped out.” 
 
    “Might she be with someone else?” 
 
    “There’s only Dr. Black and Jeremy Andrews in this afternoon. You could ask them.” 
 
    Riddle thanked the secretary. “Come on, let’s go and see our favourite preservation expert.” 
 
    Miller grimaced, but fell in beside Riddle. 
 
    Even before they reached his office, they could smell the paint. “Mr Andrews,” Miller said pushing open the door. 
 
    “Hello!” Andrews said. He was dressed in overalls and was sitting amidst chaos. He had cleared his desk, the contents of which had been placed under the window, and across it he had laid sheets of newspaper. On these were lengths of wood. He was painting the one on the desk red. “It’s for the demonstration,” he said. “You know, for the placards.” 
 
    “It’s a bit short,” Riddle said.  
 
    “We have quite a few children coming. The full size ones are too unwieldy for them. I paint them to make it a bit more fun for the kids. It’s no hardship, it was left over from painting my front door.” 
 
    Miller was in no mood to discuss demonstrations and marches. He was all for saving the town’s historic buildings, but he had more urgent things to contend with. 
 
    “Have you seen Dr. Laine?” 
 
    “She’s around somewhere. I haven’t seen her for a while, though.” 
 
    “Well, if you do see her, can you ask her to call me as a matter of urgency?” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr Andrews.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Chief Inspector. I’d shake hands, but I seem to be a rather messy painter.” He held out his paint soaked hands as evidence.  
 
    “Remember, ask her to call straight away,” Miller said as he and Riddle left the room. 
 
    They checked Dr. Laine’s office on the way out, but it was just as she had left it. 
 
    “She has to come back this way,” Riddle said. “Let’s wait outside. There’s a bench by the door.” 
 
    The two policemen climbed down the steps and sat on the bench. A large oak tree shielded them from the sun, which although it was now late afternoon, was still very strong. 
 
    “Do you think Dr. Black was lying?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Honestly? I don’t know. If I had to follow my gut feeling, I’d say he was telling the truth. And anyone who has a copy of A Canticle for Leibowitz can’t be all bad. But if he is telling the truth, I don’t want to even think about what that means.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir,” Riddle said, “but if we accept that Dr. Laine is responsible, all the pieces of the puzzle fit into place. It’s the only explanation where the theft of the letters makes any sense.” 
 
    Miller knew Riddle was right. Or at least it was the only explanation they had considered that made sense. But what if there was another explanation? One that they had not even considered? 
 
    * 
 
    They had waited for almost thirty minutes. “This is no good,” Riddle said. “We need to search Dr. Laine’s house now. What if she has gone back there to get rid of the letters?” 
 
    “I can’t believe she has anything to do with this,” Miller said. His voice was quiet and breaking. 
 
    “With the greatest respect,” Riddle said, “I don’t think that’s relevant. It would be gross misconduct not to get someone to her house now.” 
 
    Miller knew Riddle was correct, but there was something that was not right. Suddenly, he knew what it was. 
 
    “Her handbag,” Miller said. “She left it on the back of her door.” 
 
    “She could have been in a rush. Not had time to collect it.” 
 
    “You don’t understand,” Miller said, urgency returning vigour to his voice. “It’s where she keeps her house keys. Let’s go and look.” 
 
    Without another word, Miller ran off in the direction of Dr. Laine’s office. Just moments later he returned. In his outstretched hand was a set of house keys. 
 
    “Where would she go without her handbag or her house keys?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Think, man. Think!” 
 
    “Well, when I’m at work I take my wallet with me even if I just pop out to the shop. The only time I would leave it is if I was just going outside to get some air.” 
 
    “Right,” Miller said. “So in Alice’s case…” He suddenly remembered the figure that had passed below Dr. Black’s window. “If she went for a walk in the park.” 
 
    Miller and Riddle set off instantly, down the main path that passed under the windows of the English department and down the hill towards the main road. As ever, the park was quiet and they saw no one. Three quarters of the way down was a little circle of seats with a small fountain in the middle. Riddle was first to enter, but he stopped so abruptly that Miller ran into the back of him. 
 
    “What is it…?” Miller began to say, but then the words froze in his throat. 
 
    Slumped on one of the benches and covered in blood, was the body of Dr. Alice Laine. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Miller could barely remember anything about the following hour. As he stood, frozen to the spot, Riddle rushed forward. He had quickly ascertained that Dr. Laine was still alive, although her pulse was weak and she had obviously lost a lot of blood. 
 
    She had a terrible wound to the back of her head. Riddle didn’t need a doctor to tell him that it was similar to the wound that had killed both Keith Hill and Jack Stringer. 
 
    He had called for an ambulance, which arrived within minutes. Dr. Laine was treated on the scene, then rushed to Whitby’s hospital. 
 
    Within sixty minutes, the two policemen were sitting outside the operating theatre. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Miller said for the fifth time in as many minutes. “Why Alice?” 
 
    Riddle didn’t know. He had become convinced that it was Dr. Laine who had murdered Keith Hill, but as he thought about it now, he realised that his suspicion was based on him being able to make a case that she could have been the killer, as opposed to any strong conviction that it was actually what had happened. 
 
    But where did that leave them? 
 
    Dr. Black had been with them when the attack had taken place. Jayne and Lena Hill were in their hotel room, with PC Dixon. Even the secretary and Jeremy Andrews were in their departments at the time. Who else was there? Could there be another person, someone whose very existence they were unaware of? 
 
    “Oh, God,” Riddle said. “I’ve just had a thought.” 
 
    “What?” Miller said. He was barely listening. 
 
    “Perhaps we’ve been looking at this the wrong way around. Perhaps we don’t know the killer at all. Perhaps the killer is from Sheffield, he killed Jeremy Stringer and drove up here before to kill Keith Hill.” 
 
    “I don’t think gangland assassins tend to drive a Honda Jazz,” Miller said. “And besides, what do hardened criminals want with nineteenth century letters?” 
 
    Riddle slumped back in his chair. “I have absolutely no idea.” 
 
    A doctor emerged from the operating theatre looking extremely tired and impossibly young. “DCI Miller?” he asked. 
 
    Miller nodded. “Is she going to be OK?” 
 
    A weary, but friendly smile broke out in the doctor’s face. “She’s lost a lot of blood and if you’d found her five minutes later it could have been a very different story, but she’s been lucky. She’s a fighter. Must have something to live for. I think she’s going to be fine.” 
 
    “Thank God,” Miller said. 
 
    If the doctor thought this an odd response for a DCI, he made no sign. “You can see her in the morning. Tonight she needs to rest.” 
 
    Miller refused to go home. With an ability bred into policemen and journalists, he had found a coffee machine where the strength of the coffee made up for the complete lack of taste. 
 
    “She must have found something out about the killer,” Miller said. 
 
    Riddle agreed. “But whatever it is, we’re going to have to wait until tomorrow to find out. There’s nothing we can do until then.” 
 
    Miller put his hand on Riddle’s shoulder. “Go home, sergeant. Kiss your wife. We’ll meet at the station first thing.” 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “I promise I’ll go home soon,” Miller said.  
 
    * 
 
    As it was, Miller stayed at the hospital until just after midnight. It was only when he realised the unpleasant, stale smell that he had been noticing for the past few hours was himself, that he decided to go home. 
 
    A shower and a drink of decent coffee was what he needed. So he set off, through the deserted streets to his third floor apartment. He showered and sat down on the sofa. He was sound asleep almost immediately. 
 
    The following morning was cooler than the previous days. There was a noticeable breeze for the first time in over a week. Miller put on a pale blue shirt and a pair of chinos. He had phoned the hospital first thing and had been told that Dr. Laine had had a good night. He could see her after ten. 
 
    To pass the time in-between, Miller planned to go and see Jeremy Andrews. As the bottom of Pannett Park was closed off, as was Campus View, any march would cause a bottleneck. He had to let Andrews know and truth be told, he welcomed the diversion before he could see Alice. 
 
    He had got the address from the ever-efficient Carol. Andrews lived on Holmstead Avenue, on the outskirts of the town. 
 
    Miller got into his car and opened all the windows. It was wonderful to be able to breath fresh air again. He pushed a copy of Straight, No Chaser into the CD player and set off. 
 
    Just over ten minutes later, Miller pulled up outside Andrews’ home. He walked down the garden path and knocked on the white PVC door. There was no answer. Miller peered into the windows, but could see no sign of life. He should have phoned ahead. 
 
    Retracing his steps down the garden path, he saw a white haired woman was getting out of a car. “Can I help you, pet?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m looking for Jeremy Andrews.” 
 
    “You’ve probably just missed him. He’s going to visit a colleague in hospital before he goes into work. I’ve just been to pick up a batch of sleeping pills. I suffer terribly from insomnia if I don’t take them.” 
 
    Miller sensed he could be trapped with her for hours, so he pushed past the old lady as gently as possible and headed for his car. 
 
    “Thanks,” Miller called back over his shoulder. 
 
    Miller got into his car and headed back into town. As he turned left onto Prospect Hill he suddenly went cold. He needed to think. Miller pulled the car off the road and applied the handbrake. 
 
    Suddenly, everything was falling in place. Once he knew where to start from, it all fitted together. He was feeling nauseous, but he had to be sure. Turning the engine back on, he drove down the hill towards Campus View. 
 
    Mrs Stonebridge was in her front garden, sweeping the path. She smiled wearily when she saw Miller. “More questions? I need to get the house back in a state where I can accept guests.” 
 
    “I won’t keep you long. In fact, I only have one question.” He passed her what he had been holding. “Do you see that photograph on the back, do you recognise who it is?” 
 
    Mrs Stonebridge squinted and then recognition spread across her face. “Oh, yes,” she said. “I never forget a face.” 
 
    Miller wasted no more time. He ran down the path to the car. He pulled his mobile phone from the passenger seat and dialled Riddle’s number. “Riddle? It’s me. Get to the hospital now!” 
 
    He then dropped the phone and with tyres screeching, drove towards the hospital and Dr. Laine. 
 
    * 
 
    Miller climbed the steps to the third floor three at a time. He ran along the corridor towards Alice’s room. For a moment he was relieved to see PC Newbold sitting in a chair. 
 
    “Everything all right?” Miller asked, his breath coming in short, painful blasts. 
 
    Newbold looked confused. “Of course, sir. Why?” 
 
    “Dr. Laine is OK?” 
 
    “She woke early this morning. The doctor says she can have visitors. There’s someone with her now.” 
 
    Miller brushed past her, shouting: “Alice!” 
 
    As Miller burst into her room, three things happened at once. Miller tripped over a holdall that had been left on the floor, a figure hunched over the bed turned and ran for the door, and Dr. Alice Laine pushed away the pillow that seconds earlier had been smothering the life from her. 
 
    Miller regained his feet and opened the door. The figure was running down the corridor. At the far end, the door opened and DS Riddle stepped through. 
 
    “Stop him, Riddle!” 
 
    Acting purely on instinct, Riddle dropped his right shoulder and ran to intercept the approaching figure. There was a scream of pain and Riddle produced a pair of handcuffs. 
 
    He looked up for guidance. Miller was standing over the two figures. 
 
    “Jeremy Andrews, I’m arresting you for the murders of Keith Hill, Jack Stringer and attempted murder of Dr. Alice Laine.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Six hours later, just after four in the afternoon, DCI Miller and DS Riddle were sitting in Interview Room One across the table from Jeremy Andrews and his solicitor. 
 
    Miller had started the tape machine. After the formalities had been observed, Miller discovered that Andrews was happy to talk. It seemed as if he had been waiting years to tell his story. 
 
    Once he had been reprimanded in custody, proof had been easy to find. The solicitor had already advised plea-bargaining. 
 
    Although Miller had filled in all the major spaces, there were still gaps that he wanted to plug. As for Riddle, there was a lot more he wanted to know. 
 
    “Let me take you back to last Thursday,” Miller said. “You were working at the university and on your way home, you called in to see Dr. Laine. She had just popped out and as usual, hadn’t bothered to turn her PC off.” 
 
    Andrews nodded. “There was one of those pings you get when an email comes through. I glanced at the screen and saw that someone was selling some newly discovered Mary Linskill letters.” 
 
    “But eBay don’t publicise the address of sellers, so how could you have possibly known where the seller was?” 
 
    Andrews looked at Miller. “Are you going to tell him?” 
 
    Miller frowned, but turned to Riddle. “From the very beginning, one fact has been the biggest hindrance to us making any real progress with the case.” 
 
    “The letters,” Riddle said. “We could never figure out how some old Victorian letters were worth killing for.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Miller said. “However we looked at it, whoever we suspected, we almost had to bend the facts to come up with a theory of how the letters fitted in to the murder of Keith Hill. It caused us endless trouble and try as we did, nothing seemed to fit. We could see how Dr. Laine would want the letters and how Dr. Black would want them kept hidden, but we kept coming up against the brick wall that was would someone kill for them. They simply weren’t worth it.” 
 
    Riddle turned to Andrews. “So why did you kill for them?” 
 
    Andrews laughed. “You still don’t get it, do you?” 
 
    “Get what,” Riddle said, his voice rising. 
 
    Miller gave him a warning glance. 
 
    “One very simple fact. A fact so simple, we never even considered it. But when I did consider it this morning, everything else fell into place.” 
 
    “Which was what?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Which was this, sergeant. The reason we could never make the letters of Mary Linskill fit into the murder case is that they had nothing whatsoever to do with the murder. They were a diversion.” 
 
    Riddle was unconvinced. “Oh, come on. What are the odds of a murder happening in a room where a couple of hours before letters have been discovered and for the murderer to take those letters if they were not connected?” 
 
    “Very long odds, I would imagine. But you misunderstand me. The case hasn’t been about the letters, the murderer only wanted us to think they were connected.” 
 
    “But Keith Hill found them hours before he was killed. How could the murderer know that would happen.” 
 
    “You didn’t know Keith Hill would find them, did you Mr Andrews? But you did know that someone would find the letters.” 
 
    “It was only a matter of time. The couple that stayed in the room before weren’t bothered about the TV. The one’s before that were walking all day and in the pub all night.” 
 
    Riddle looked confused. 
 
    “Remember when I said that there was something that was bothering about the room at Campus View, but I couldn’t figure out what it was?” 
 
    Riddle nodded. “Well, I remembered. The TV power cable had become stuck under the skirting board and when pulling it free, Keith Hill found the letters. Well, how did it get stuck? Have you ever known a cable get stuck under the skirting board? It was then I realised that the only way it could have happened was if someone had deliberately stuck it under.” 
 
    “It was easy, really.” Andrews said. “I waited until the woman went out, I forced the cable under the skirting board, and then just had to wait for someone to want to watch the TV.” 
 
    “You knew the letters were behind the skirting board?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Of course I did. Who do you think put them there?” 
 
    “What?” Riddle said. 
 
    “Andrews wanted the letters found. He knew it wouldn’t take long. It was just unfortunate for Keith Hill that his family wanted to watch TV.” 
 
    “So Keith Hill wasn’t the intended victim?” 
 
    Miller was shaking his head. “You’re looking at it the way Andrews wanted you to. The truth is that he didn’t care who the victim was, he just needed a murder.” 
 
    “And what about Jack Stringer in Sheffield? Where does he come into it?” 
 
    “I’d met him once when he came to Whitby. We got talking, I think his daughter wanted to come to university here, but I could tell he was a thug. I’ve seen his type before. So I gave him a call.” 
 
    Miller was shaking his head. The way Andrews was being so matter-of-fact about everything was in some ways much worse than the usual pleading innocence. 
 
    “I called him, told him to place a bid and said that I’d bid against him. The idea was to raise the price as I knew someone at the university who would pay any amount for the letters. There was no such person, of course.” 
 
    “You just wanted someone away from Whitby to appear to be connected. It reinforced the apparent importance of the letters.” 
 
    Andrews shrugged. “That’s about it.” 
 
    “You then drove to Sheffield during the night, killed him, and drove back to Whitby. You had no connection with the man or the city. It was ridiculously simple, but it worked as no one ever suspected you.” 
 
    “But he doesn’t have a car,” Riddle said. 
 
    “No, but when I went round to his house this morning, I met his mother on the way back from the chemist with more sleeping pills. She drives a Honda Jazz. What with the pills, she would have had no idea the car had been used.” 
 
    Riddle’s head was spinning. “But why?” he asked. “And where did he get the letters from?” 
 
    “That’s simple, too.” Miller said. “He wrote them himself.” 
 
    “What?” Riddle exclaimed. 
 
    “The letters were fake. There never were any Mary Linskill letters. Andrews just needed something to be found. He had worked with Dr. Laine on a pamphlet about writers connected with the town. He knew that if he had faked letters by Bram Stoker or Dickens, there would have been too much attention. But a minor local writer? It was just enough. That’s why the letters disappeared. He destroyed them immediately so no one would ever know that they were fakes.” 
 
    “So what you’re saying,” Riddle asked, “is that Keith Hill was not the intended victim and the letters weren’t real. So he just needed a murder and a so-called reason for the murder.” 
 
    “Yes,” Miller said. “Deceptively simple.” 
 
    Riddle was looking from Miller to Andrews and back again. He could barely take any more of this. 
 
    “But for Christ’s sake, why? Why did he want a murder in the first place. You’re not honestly telling me this was all about wanting to protect Campus View from development?” 
 
    “In a way, yes.” Miller said. “Just not how he wanted us to think. I would hazard a guess that you don’t care a jot about the architecture of Campus View.” 
 
    Andrews shrugged again. 
 
    “But what you do care about, care about very much indeed, is that the property is not redeveloped.” 
 
    “But why?” Riddle asked. 
 
    “Think about it,” Miller said. “What almost always happens in towns like Whitby when there is to be a redevelopment or new building.” 
 
    Riddle looked puzzled, then his expression cleared. “There’s an archaeological dig.” 
 
    Miller smiled. “Jeremy Andrews did not want anyone digging in the back garden of Campus View. Because if they did, they would have almost certainly found the remains of his wife.” 
 
    “I thought she left you for a garden centre owner or something like that,” Riddle said. His head was spinning. 
 
    “She wanted to. So I told everyone that was what she did. She had no family apart from me and only a few friends. They assumed she was caught up with her new man. They even came round and offered tea and sympathy.” 
 
    Riddle thought for a moment. “But how did you manage to bury a body in someone else’s garden?” 
 
    “He didn’t,” Miller said. “He used to rent the basement flat when it was a private residence. Mrs Stonebridge lived on the ground floor. When I showed her his picture on the pamphlet he wrote with Dr. Laine, she recognised him immediately.” 
 
    “I moved out ten years ago,” Andrews said. “Glad to leave the bitch behind. She had made my life a misery with her constant nagging. But then they started talking about redeveloping the site. I had to do something, then Dr. Laine and her obsession with Mary Linskill gave me the idea.” 
 
    “But you tried to kill her,” Riddle said. 
 
    “She’d figured it out,” Andrews said. “I told her I wanted her advice as to how to come clean. Silly cow. She agreed to meet me in the park. I crept up behind her, hit her with one of the short placard posts.” 
 
    “We haven’t found the weapon, though,” Riddle said to Miller. 
 
    “Although we saw you with it, didn’t we?” Miller said to Andrews. “When we visited you in your office, you were painting the wood red. What better way that to cover the blood on your hands at such short notice. I realised when I saw your front door. It was white PVC. You said you had been painting it red.” 
 
    * 
 
    The interview was over. The sun was setting as Miller and Riddle sat in the bar of the Endeavour. Riddle was making short work of his pint. “That was one hell of a case,” he said as he wiped his mouth. He then put his glass down. “You know when Dr. Black called Dr. Laine and she was out. Do you know where she was?” 
 
    “I asked her that,” Miller said. “She was at dinner with her ex-boyfriend.” 
 
    “Ah,” Riddle said. 
 
    Half an hour later, Riddle was finishing his second pint. “We spent all that time and effort trying to figure out how the letters fitted in,” he said, “and it was only when you realised the letters weren’t real that it all fell into place.” 
 
    “I’m sure there’s a moral there,” Miller said, “but I’m far too tired to figure out what it is.” 
 
    “Me too,” Riddle said. “But perhaps not too tired for one more drink?” 
 
    “I’m never that tired,” Miller said as he headed for the bar. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Dr. Alice Laine made a full recovery. She returned to work halfway through the autumn term, by which time Dr. Black had departed for a university in the Far East, his dreams of becoming head of department in tatters.  
 
    The back garden of Campus View was excavated and the remains of Marcia Andrews were taken away and interned in Whitby cemetery. Jeremy Andrews was convicted of the murders of his wife, Keith Hill, and Jack Stringer. He was given a life sentence. 
 
    Jayne and Lena Hill returned to Sheffield. Lena went to the sixth form college for which her father had worked so hard. She is doing well. Jayne went back to her old job. 
 
    A fortnight before Dr. Alice Laine returned to work, she took Miller out for dinner at Marine. She wanted to thank him for saving her life. But despite this, things had cooled off between them. Miller put this down to the trauma of the attack, but recently he was having doubts. 
 
    After the bill had been paid and as the pianist played As Time Goes By, Miler asked the question that had been on his mind for the past month or so. “Things haven’t been the same between us. What’s changed?” 
 
    Alice closed her eyes for a moment and let the melody wash over her. “You thought I did it, didn’t you?” she said. “You thought I would kill for those letters.” 
 
    Miller recoiled. What could he say? He thought of the charge sheet he had been about to sign. Had he thought she was capable of murder? 
 
    “It was all so confusing,” he said. “I’m not sure what I thought.” 
 
    Alice reached across the table and held his hand. “It’s all right,” she said. “It’s just going to take time for me to get over everything. Is that OK?” 
 
    “Take all the time you need.” He hoped she couldn’t sense the crushing disappointment he was feeling. 
 
    Alice stood up to leave. “Thank you for everything,” she said, reaching into her bag. “I’ve got you this. Open it when I’ve gone.” She handed Miller a small parcel and as she did so, softly kissed him on the cheek. 
 
    Miller watched her leave the restaurant before he carefully opened the wrapping paper. 
 
    It was a book. He read the cover: 
 
    Between the Heather and the Northern Sea by Mary Linskill. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed The Detective Frank Miller Mysteries, please share your thoughts on Amazon by leaving a review. 
 
    For more free and discounted eBooks every week, sign up to our newsletter. 
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