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Chapter One 
 
 
 
‘Good morning Missus Walsh… Come on darling we can’t sleep in today. We have to catch a train to 
London in two hours, so come my darling, we have to finish packing,’ Henry said, jumping out of bed. 
As he pulled the heavy dark blue curtains apart, the bitter taste on his tongue made him feel ill. He stood 
looking at his tongue in front of the ornate mirror and saw his wife still under the bedcover. 
‘That is odd for you, darling, lost for words? Are you feeling all right? I told you to take it easy on the 
French Champagne, did I not? It will be a night we will remember when we’re old and grey. Come on 
Claire, we don’t have time for this nonsense, Claire!’ 
Henry rushed to her side and shook his wife’s shoulder. She didn’t move. ‘Come on Claire, stop playing 
games. We have a train to catch and then Paris,’ he said, concerned. He shook her again. ‘Claire, wake up 
please.’ 
Worried and concerned, he held to feel her pulse, but couldn’t feel anything. 
‘Help! Somebody please call a doctor!’ Henry shouted from the balcony overlooking the foyer. 
His shouting brought people out of their rooms, who wondered what the commotion was coming from 
the bridal suite. Downstairs the Sandhill Farmhouse staff rushed into the foyer looking up at him. 
Thomas Ellis-Carne, the manager, raced up the stairs. 
‘Mister Walsh, what is wrong? Thomas said, standing outside the bedroom on the balcony.’ 
‘What’s happened, where is my daughter!’ Lady Beatrice shouted, rushing out of her room. She knocked 
Thomas out of the way. 
‘Claire won’t wake up. I have tried shaking her, but she still won’t respond.’ 
‘I’ll call the doctor, don’t worry Mister Walsh, it will all right.’ Thomas Ellis-Carne said. He left them 
standing there and rushed downstairs. Thomas returned to the room finding Beatrice standing at the foot 
of the bed crying uncontrollably. Henry knelt by the bed beside his new wife with a look of deep despair 
and head bowed. Claire, her face colourless, lay on her side and in her sick. 
‘I’ve called Doctor Roberts,’ Thomas Ellis-Carne said returning to the room. 
‘You better call the Police,’ Henry said. He followed Thomas out of the bedroom leaving Beatrice alone 
with her daughter crying and shaking head looking upwards in desperation. 
Lady Beatrice Newton, the wife of the deceased Conservative Member of Parliament Sir Charles 
Newton, was against Claire marrying Henry Walsh. She wiped away her tears and stared lovingly at her 
daughter with a deep regret. With her lace handkerchief pushed inside her bra she looked anxious sitting 
in the chair thinking of the argument she had with her daughter before the wedding, when she tried to 
convince Claire not marry Walsh. 
‘Lady Beatrice, I think it is best if you to come and wait downstairs. I have called the police so, it’s best 
we touch nothing until they arrive,’ Thomas said, entering the room holding the door knob waiting for 
her while Walsh waited outside. 
Lady Beatrice left the room and Thomas followed her out closing the door. All three went downstairs to 
wait in the foyer near reception desk for the police. 
‘Henry! You killed my daughter! I promise, you will pay for this crime,’ Beatrice said. 
‘Beatrice, I didn’t kill Claire…’ Henry said hurt by her insinuation. He saw the pain in her eyes and the 
wild looks from Claire’s friends looking down at him from the balcony, but he too shared their pain. 
‘Ladies and Gentlemen, please return to your rooms or finish your breakfast the Police will be here soon. 
On their orders no one leave the Farmhouse,’ Thomas shouted from the foyer. After the grumbling 
stopped, the guests went about their business. 
Henry Walsh, a millionaire in his own right, was the owner of an International Road Transport 
Company, his trucks transport British goods to Europe returning with European goods. A self-made 
man he was liked by his employees and friends, his obsession of the people he loves and cares for 
creating conflicts. 
At five foot eleven inches tall, Henry has drab features and youthful skin with a fair complexion and 
often scratches his hands when introduced to new individuals. He has brown eyes and light brown hair 
with touches of grey at the temples. He clothes were expensive and stylish. He is athletic and looks fit for 



 

 

a thirty-two-year-old man. After being alone for so long after his parents died, he longed for love and 
meeting and falling in love with Claire gave him a new purpose in life with a future to belong to a family 
again. But from the start, he sensed Beatrice was against him marrying Claire. She, being a strong willed 
woman and self-determined like her father it seemed would not allow her mother influence her, so Claire 
accepted him. Beatrice, happy to spend his money, tried to divide their relationship and decide what path 
was best for Claire. Henry he feared her disapproval and her hate for him, why he did not know? 

*** 
 ‘Good morning Doctor Roberts,’ Beatrice said. 
‘Good morning, Lady Beatrice. What has happened?’ 
‘Thank you for coming so quickly. Claire is upstairs, I will take you to her.’ 
‘What is the matter with her Lady Beatrice? All Thomas said that Claire was unwell. She was married 
yesterday wasn’t she?’ 
‘Please hurry Ian, it’s urgent,’ Beatrice replied. She lead him up the stairs and as they passed ignored 
Henry as he came forward to greet the doctor. 
‘Thank you for coming Doctor. My wife is very ill,’ Henry said following them up to the bridal suite. 
Henry, frustrated, had the same feeling when everyone ignored him after his parents died and was 
determined that it would not happen again. 
The doctor followed Beatrice into the room with Henry closed behind. The doctor balked on seeing 
Claire in that state lying there on the bed. He sensed that there was not much he could do to help her. 
He bent down checked her pulse, her eyes, and then he stood shaking his head. 
‘I am sorry Lady Beatrice but Claire is dead. Has anyone called the police?’ 
‘Yes Doctor, I did I called them after I called you. They should be here soon.’ Thomas said joining them. 
‘Very well, then we all should wait downstairs and wait for them,’ Roberts said. He took Beatrice by the 
arm and led her out of the room. 

*** 
It wasn’t long before the scene of crime team arrived. The team was led by Doctor Owen, the 
Pathologist in charge, who had just been appointed to the Minehead Police Pathology unit. Doctor 
Donna Owen, was five foot three inches tall. She had dark long auburn hair which when put up in a bun 
and no make-up hides her warmth and beauty. It has been two days since joining the Minehead Police 
Pathology Unit her first job outside London forensic unit. Her parents live in Exeter where she currently 
is staying till she can find a place of her own. 
Doctor Owen got out of her small car put on the protective clothes and face mask and walked over to 
the van she had followed from Minehead. She waited while her team hurriedly dressed into their 
protective clothing. 
Another two police cars parked beside the. Two uniformed officers, a male and a female waited for the 
occupants of the car to get out. Two plain clothes detectives got out. They hurried over to the scene of 
crime team. The more senior of the two, Detective Sergeant Vincent, Minehead CID, all five foot ten 
inches of him, walked up to Doctor Owen. 
’Hello. Doctor Owen? Vincent said. 
‘Yes, and you are?’ 
‘Detective Sergeant Neville Vincent Doctor,’ he said. ‘Pleased to meet you Doctor.’ He looked down at 
the youngish looking doctor admiring her stunning looks. Even without make-up he believed what they 
were saying about her back at the station and all the rumour’s running rampant at the station about the 
new Pathologist were true. She had her hair up in a bun and he wondered what she looked like with her 
hair let down. 
‘Yes Detective Sergeant, I’ve heard you work with an Inspector Scott. Is he related to a Chief 
Superintendent Matthew Scott by any chance?’ 
‘Yes Doctor, the Inspector is his son. Did you know the Chief Superintendent?’ 
‘Yes, I met him a few times when he visited us in London. He gave talks on police procedures. Right 
where’s the body, I don’t have all day,’ she replied. 
‘The victim is a young woman, Claire Walsh, she is upstairs in the bridal suite. She was married 
yesterday.’ 
‘And the husband where is he?’ Owen asked. 



 

 

‘Henry Walsh, he’s waiting in the foyer with the others. We’ll wait for Inspector Scott to arrive and once 
you give us the word we’ll start taking statements. The Inspector should arrive soon.’ 
’Levina! Come let us inspect the body. Is the doctor still here Sergeant? 
‘He should be in the foyer with the others. that’s where we’re to meet them.’ 
‘Thank you, I’ll speak to him first before the team and I go upstairs. Tell your Inspector where to find 
me. Make sure you are all wearing protective gear. I don’t what you lot contaminating the area. Right! 
Come on Levina let’s get started,’ Owen said marching off to the Sandhill Farmhouse entrance, her 
assistant Levina Fitzgerald and the SOC team hurrying after her. 
Vincent watched her enter the Farmhouse. 

*** 
The two Detectives and one of the uniformed policeman entered Sandhill Farmhouse foyer. The 
uniformed policewoman remained outside to stop people entering or leaving the Farmhouse. 
‘Thomas Ellis-Carne is it? Detective Sergeant Vincent,’ he said walking up to the first calm man he saw. 
‘Yes Sergeant. This Doctor Roberts from Dunster. I called him first,’ Thomas replied. 
‘Detective Sergeant, Claire Walsh is upstairs, it doesn’t look like natural causes but I can’t be sure I’m 
afraid,’ the doctor said. Vincent nudged him away from the others. ‘Her death looks suspicious. I have 
no idea what caused her death, and I didn’t want to say anything in front of them. There is enough 
tension as it is,’ he said pointing to the other three standing in the middle of the foyer. Claire’s mother 
was weeping, Thomas Ellis-Carne watched the scene of crime team go upstairs, and Henry Walsh, 
Claire’s new husband stood on his own at the foot of the stairs. ‘So I will leave it in your hands 
Detective,’ Doctor Roberts said and returned to the others. 
‘Lindsay, you and I will stay here till the Inspector arrives. In the meantime we’ll get a list of the wedding 
guests and a layout of the building. Ask the Constable to remain at the entrance and not let anyone leave 
the building until we’ve spoken to them,’ he said taking out his phone and dialled the number. 
‘Inspector Scott here,’ he said pouring his first coffee for the day. 
’Hello Sir. Lindsay and I are at the Sandhill Farmhouse in Withycombe. 
‘Yes Vincent, what’s happened?’ 
‘A woman, a bride, married yesterday, she was found dead this morning in the bridal suite. Her husband 
found her in bed. I’m waiting for Doctor Owen to tell us if it is natural causes or suspicious. The local 
doctor, who was called in says it looks suspicious to him. He seemed a unsure but pleased to see us, so I 
think you should come to Withycombe Sir. Forensics are here and are on their way upstairs to conduct 
their investigation at the scene,’ he said. 
‘Right. I’m on my way,’ Scott said. He washed out his cup and left it in the sink. 
The Inspector had a sinking feeling. It was up to him to now. He couldn’t rely on his father anymore. 
Was he suited to the police profession, he thought looking at his father ring on his finger. He was alone 
now with both his parents passed away. His father, Chief Superintendent Matthew Scott, was the officer 
in charge of the Criminal Investigation Department at Portishead Headquarters. Matthew Scott was 
about to be promoted to Assistant Chief Constable when he had the Heart Attack which killed him. At 
the funeral Oliver remembered his father’s colleagues encouraging him to carry on his father and 
grandfather’s police tradition. Oliver is not sure this is what he wants and believes he will struggle and 
make a fool of himself as time goes on. 
‘We will wait for you downstairs with the others Sir,’ Vincent said. Scott hurried out his kitchen, grabbed 
his coat, checked himself in the hall mirror before rushing out to his car. 
‘The Inspector’s on his way. It should take him half an hour from his home,’ Detective Sergeant Neville 
Vincent said. 
‘How did he sound?’ Detective Constable Lindsay Thompson asked. 
‘As if he just got of bed. Come on, let’s get that guest list.’ 
‘What a terrible way to die, isn’t it. And on the morning after your wedding night. Must have been some 
party?’ Lindsay said. 
‘I’m not replying to that Lindsay,’ he said. ‘You and the Police Constable have the job of making sure no 
one leaves the building. Check if anyone has already left so we will want to chase them up as soon as we 
can to get their statements.’ 



 

 

Chapter Two 
 
 
 
’Sergeant Vincent. How long have Forensics been here? Inspector Oliver Scott said getting out of his 
police car. 
‘Forensics arrived about half an hour ago Sir,’ Vincent replied. 
‘What progress? Have you heard from them.’ 
‘No. All I know is that Doctor Owen spoke to Doctor Roberts, the local GP, who did the initial 
examination. He does not know what caused Missus Walsh’s death. but, he doesn’t believe she died from 
natural causes and looks suspicious.’ 
‘So, what’s the thinking? An accident or a homicide?’ 
‘The victim’s mother, Lady Newton, is having a shouting match with the daughter’s new husband, 
claiming he killed her daughter,’ Vincent said. 
‘Why would the mother in law accuse her new son in law? So, does she know something we need to 
know and does she have proof? We’ll run a background check on Mister Walsh when we return to 
Minehead.’ 
‘Yes Sir. What I have heard is Mister Walsh is a millionaire.’ 
‘Interesting. But we need facts and proof before we arrest anyone on hearsay or family feuds.’ 
‘Well, she is adamant he did it. He and his wife were the only people in the bridal suite, so I can see why 
she believes he killed his wife Sir,’ Vincent replied. 
‘Sergeant, you must keep an open mind. Don’t just see the forest but look for the trees as they will be the 
reality,’ he said sombrely. So, what’s the new pathologist like? I’ve heard she is a bit of a stunner but, 
hard to get on with, so I hope she is someone who works with us and not one wanting to make a name 
for herself like the last pathologist. We need that like a hole in the head.’ 
‘The boys back at Minehead are all falling over themselves to look at her, typical males. I’ve heard she 
won’t take any nonsense from anyone and that she is intimidating and forces her point of view, which 
won’t go down well with Chief Superintendent Knowlan,’ Thompson said, joining Scott and Vincent. 
‘Come on, let’s introduce ourselves and see what she can tell us on this case,’ Scott said leading them to 
the entrance. 
As they entered the building, Scott thought of his deceased father, a well-respected Chief Superintendent. 
Everybody’s expectation was that his son would follow in his father’s footsteps and be as good if not 
better than his father. It was a legacy his father left him and like a yoke around Oliver’s neck. Now 
Oliver had to prove to them all that he was good enough to meet his father’s, and others expectations? 
What would his father say to him at this point of the investigation. Oliver heard his father’s voice. Look, 
look and look again were the words Oliver remembered. 
‘I wonder what our Inspector thinks of a female Chief Forensic Pathologist running the show? He has 
led a pretty sheltered life here. Anyway we better start by looking at the guest list and organise taking 
statements or the boss will blow his top. He expects us to think for ourselves and not rely on him telling 
us what to do, You will get to know him in time, and he is not a bad fellow when you have known him 
for a while,’ Vincent said as he and Thompson waited by the stairs. Scott was introducing himself to 
Lady Beatrice, Henry Walsh, and the others. 
‘I have never heard him talk about his wife or girlfriend or family. Does the Inspector have a wife or 
girlfriend? The reason I ask is that he never talks of going out or having a social life. For a forty-two year 
old male he doesn’t seem to have many friends. He’s not you know?’ Thompson whispered. 
‘No way! He isn’t like that, and keep those thoughts to yourself. Don’t let others hear you say things like 
that. You know how easy it is to start a rumour around here and if he hears about it, our lives won’t be 
worth living. Let’s see what Doctor Owen and her scene of crime team have found? The SOC Team is 
what she calls them. Hope they have found a few answers for us and whether, as the Inspector said, it is 
an accident or murder. If it’s murder then I hope they have a few leads to help us catch whoever did the 
deed,’ Vincent said. 

*** 



 

 

Inspector Oliver Scott was a tall man with a short grey haired and trimmed beard. A bachelor, he lived 
alone in his deceased parents’ house in Minehead. He is shy with a strong sense of ethics his father had 
instilled into him from an early age. He had learnt that a policeman was a calling and just like his father 
he wouldn’t be put off when he knew he is right. 
Scott slowly walked to the group standing in the foyer near the entrance. He saw Henry Walsh by the 
stairs. Naturally Walsh was grief stricken and continually looking up the stairs to the Bridal Suite. He 
didn’t want to make a judgement till he heard from forensics but Vincent had judged that Henry was 
responsible for either the accident or murder of his new wife. 
‘Mister Ellis-Carne. Detective Inspector Oliver Scott, Minehead CID, I am in charge of the 
investigation,’ Scott said shaking Thomas Ellis-Carne hand. 
‘Hello Inspector, pleasure to meet you. It’s a sad day here in the village of Withycombe. I manage this 
establishment the Sandhill Farmhouse. It was I who made the emergency call to police.’ 
‘Yes Mister Ellis-Carne, it is never easy to come to terms with death. Did you know the deceased?’ Scott 
asked. 
’Yes I did. She and I grew up together, right here a long time ago well before it was turned into a 
function venue. Claire was always happy and bright. She was only married here yesterday before found 
dead this morning by her husband. It is terrible, a terrible thing to happen on their wedding. Her 
husband found her around seven o’clock this morning. 
‘Thank you. I will want to talk to you later. Excuse me, I’ll just answer the phone,’ he said stepping away 
and placed the mobile phone to his ear.’ 
‘Inspector Scott. I have just had Lady Beatrice Newton in my ear, she is the mother of the woman they 
found dead this morning, claiming that her new son-in-law Henry… whatever his surname is, sounds like 
fish, you probably know. Anyway, she wants him arrested at once. See to it I don’t want trouble. She is a 
personal friend of the Chief Constable, so careful how you go,’ Chief Superintendent Knowlan said. 
‘Yes Chief Superintendent. I am just about to speak to Doctor Owen,’ He said looking across the room 
and saw ta woman move away from the phone who he guessed was the Lady in question. 
‘See what you can do will you and get her off my back,’ Chief Superintendent Knowlan said. The line 
went dead. 
Scott walked over the his two detectives, ‘Neville. Let’s see what Doctor Owen has got for us,’ he said, 
heading towards the stairs where Henry Walsh was standing. 
‘Mister Walsh, I am Inspector Oliver Scott, Minehead CID. I am sorry for your loss.’ 
‘Thank you Inspector. My wife is upstairs dead and I don’t know why. She was healthy and looked 
forward to our new life together,’ Henry said. Scott saw the man’s tears. Scott saw the pain and grief in 
Walsh’s eyes and felt for him. He knew all about losing a loved one and felt sorry for the man. 
‘I am on my way to see our forensic team. Hopefully they will have answers for you. I will need to talk to 
you later, so please do not leave the building without telling me or my people,’ Scott said. He went the 
upstairs with Sergeant Vincent and both pulled on protective gloves and once outside the room they 
slipped on protective shoes. 
They entered the room. It was a hive of activity with crime of scene officers busily searching everywhere 
and everything. They had taken samples and photographs. 
‘Doctor Owen?’ Scott said to a masked officer. 
‘Sorry Inspector, Doctor Owen is over there on the other side of the bed,’ the officer said. 
‘Doctor Owen? Inspector Oliver Scott,’ Scott said hurrying over the other side to a white clad person 
kneeling over the body of a pretty blonde girl. ‘Is there anything you can you tell me?’ He said looking 
down on two eyes looking at him with an intimidating stare. 
‘Inspector!’ She said standing up and slipping the mask down. He saw her petite nose twitch but her 
black pearl eyes commanded his attention. ‘Inspector, all I can tell you at this time… is that she is dead. I 
hope to tell you more later but do not touch anything while you and your officers are in this room?’ She 
said standing in a rigid stance. ‘Can you give me a rough idea of the time she died?’ Scott said trying to 
overcome his shyness and her unhelpful reply. 
‘You will have to wait for a definitive answer when I finish the autopsy, but as a guess and the state of 
the body it would be around between midnight and three o’clock this morning. One thing I can tell you, 
she died of acute poisoning,’ she said and returned to her work. 



 

 

‘Thanks Doctor, we’ll leave you to finish your work,’ he replied. ‘Detective, let’s go down and talk to a 
few people. We have a window of her death. But now we can look at the death as murder, which 
narrows our line of inquiry,’ Scott said. They left the room together. 
Reaching the foyer Scott saw an assembly of people around Detective Thompson and a uniformed 
police officer. Lindsay Thompson, a new member of his team, had just been promoted to Detective and 
still learning. He liked the young detective, she was eager to learn, inquisitive, and very talkative. 
‘Detective Thompson what have you got for me?’ Scott said reaching Thompson and the officer. They 
had just finished speaking with the staff and could see they were eager to get away from his young 
colleague. 
‘No one saw or heard anything Sir. They, the staff, say she was the happiest they had ever seen her. 
Claire Walsh and her husband left the reception to go up to the Bridal suite around eleven thirty last 
night,’ Thompson said. 
‘Thanks Detective… So, it was all above board. But something happened in the bridal suite after that, 
and by the way we are looking at a murder,’ Scott replied. He took time to look around him inspecting 
the room and those present with his keen eyes. 
Thomas Ellis-Carne, who stood nearby overheard Thompson’s reply to the Inspector. He came rushing 
over to them. ‘As far as I am aware no one, except Claire and Mister Walsh touched anything in the 
room when we were there this morning Inspector, I made sure of that,’ he said. 
‘Thank you Mister Ellis-Carne. Do you have a room we can use to interview the guests and staff?’ Scott 
asked. ‘Detective Thompson, with me and we will speak with the victim’s husband. Sergeant Vincent, I’d 
like you to take notes.’ 
‘You can use my office Inspector,’ Thomas said leading Scott and his team to his office behind the 
reception desk. ‘It’s small but it should do for what you need.’ 
‘Thank you Mister Ellis-Carne, this will suffice.’ Scott said and made himself comfortable in the chair. 
‘Detective Thompson I’ll ask you to fetch Mister Walsh first and make sure you have officers at the 
entrances making sure no one leaves the building without permission.’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ she said hurrying out of the office. She was eager to show the Inspector she was capable. 
Sergeant Vincent watched his colleague leave and he and Scott sat down at the large desk. A knock at the 
door, 
‘Yes, come in,’ Scott said. 

*** 
Henry Walsh came in and sat down in front of Scott. Vincent open his notebook sitting at the end of the 
desk. 
‘Again Mister Walsh I am sorry for your loss,’ Scott said. 
‘Thank you,’ Walsh replied. He sat straight in his chair with his hands on his lap. No nerves or guilt, only 
grief Vincent thought. 
‘Mister Walsh. I am sorry but I need to ask questions while it is still fresh in your memory. I know it will 
be difficult but can you tell me of the events last night. You can start when you and your wife came in 
the bridal suite after the wedding reception?’ Scott asked. 
‘There is not much tell I’m afraid. We went up and got ready for bed. Claire warned me of the Newton 
family tradition on the wedding night when the married couple on their wedding night, drink a special 
mead from the Newton Silver Goblets. It supposed to help the bonding between the couple. We drank 
and talked for a while about our travel plans and went to bed, our first night as a married couple,’ Henry 
replied. 
‘Goblets! You mean plain ceramic mugs don’t you Mister Walsh?’ Vincent said. ‘I don’t remember seeing 
silver goblets when the Inspector went into the room. I’ll need to ask forensics to verify,’ he said going 
to the office door. ‘Lindsay! Could you go up and ask forensics if they found a pair of silver goblets in 
the room please.’ 
Thompson hurried upstairs. ‘Sir, Doctor Owen said they didn’t find any silver goblets, only ceramic 
mugs coloured in a brown glaze,’ she said coming inside closing the door behind her. 
‘Thank you detective. Is everything in order outside?’ Scott asked. 
‘Yes Sir, people are complaining at not being allowed to leave Withycombe. Lady Beatrice is the worse 
one saying she has an appointment at the manor. She asks if she could go to her and appointment and 
return in an hour. What will I tell her?’ Thompson said looking for guidance. Scott didn’t answer straight 



 

 

and let the problem stew, but whatever he did he would either break the rules or bear the consequences 
from his superiors because of Lady Beatrice’s connections with the police hierarchy. ‘Very well, tell her 
she may go but she must be back here by midday,’ he said looking at the time, ‘There you have it Mister 
Walsh. No goblets. Now when Sergeant Vincent and I entered the bridal suite this morning. We didn’t 
see any silver goblets?’ Scott said. He stared at Henry Walsh intensely looking for a crack in his 
statement. 
Vincent sat back thinking, verify in his mind what he saw and just like the Inspector. ‘I only remember 
seeing two ceramic mugs on each beside cabinet and definitely no silver goblets. I would have taken 
more notice if they were silver.’ 
‘No! That’s not correct. They were silver goblets. They were family heirlooms with the Newton family 
crest and definitely not mugs. One had a blue inlay inside the crest and the other had a pink inlay, Claire 
said they are made and handed down to the first born on their wedding night,’ Henry said stared at them 
with a horrified look of despair. The expression and brown eyes were filled with fear and dread. It was 
something foreign to him when people not to accept his word. He looked at each officer almost pleading 
with them that he was telling the truth. ‘They were made of pure Silver. I know that by the markings on 
the stem. Someone must have taken them?’ 
‘Thank you Lindsay. You can give Lady Beatrice permission to leave… And ask the other guests if they 
saw these silver goblets. Mister Walsh are you okay?’ Scott said after Thompson left. 
‘No. I don’t know, but Lady Beatrice, she will confirm the silver goblets and the Newton tradition. She 
accused me of killing Claire which is preposterous, but I suppose it is only natural emotion.’ 
‘What time did you find your wife dead. Sorry, there is no other way to ask the question?’ 
‘I woke first, had my shower leaving Claire to sleep a little longer. I slept soundly and I didn’t want to 
wake her as I have a tendency to snore when I drunk too much wine, but we had a train to catch. We 
were going to Paris for our Honeymoon. I called out to her. But she didn’t stir or wake, so I shook her. 
She didn’t move, there was nothing, no breathing, no stirring, nothing, she didn’t move. I rushed out of 
the room and called out for someone to ring for the doctor. Thomas was the first to come up and then 
Beatrice who, after coming out of her room, began screaming and carrying on, accusing me of killing 
Claire. I didn’t even know she was dead. So how did Beatrice know?’ 
‘That is a good question Mister Walsh. But one I can’t answer. Now, I want you to go out to the foyer 
and stay there, thank you,’ Scott said. He watched Walsh leave the office. ‘Neville ask Lindsay to come 
in. And check that all the entrances are secure and no one has left the building.’ 
Sergeant Vincent left and it wasn’t long before Lindsay Thompson entered the office. ‘Yes Sir,’ she 
asked. 
‘Lindsay has Lady Beatrice left yet?’ 
‘Yes Sir.’ 
‘Very well. Could you ask Mister Thomas Ellis-Carne to come in please.’ 
Minutes passed before there was timid knock on the office door. ‘Come in,’ Scott said. 



 

 

Chapter Three 
 
 
 
‘Excuse me Inspector. The victim’s body is about to taken to Minehead for forensic examination. Doctor 
Owen asked if you wish to speak with her before she leaves,’ Thompson said sticking her head inside the 
office. 
‘Please excuse me Mister Ellis-Carne. I will be with you in a moment,’ Scott said hurrying out. 
Scott hurried outside as Owen and her team we removing their protective clothing. 
‘Doctor Owen. Oliver Scott, Inspector, I am pleased to meet you,’ he said shaking her hand. ‘Is there 
anything more you can tell me?’ Scott said out of breath. 
‘All I can say by poisoning. What killed I don’t know yet but she died a dreadful death not knowing what 
was happening to her. It doesn’t explain why she didn’t cry out when the drug attacked her system and 
killed her,’ she said. She wrapped her discarded clothes and handed them to one of her assistants. 
Scott looked as she took off her mask. It was the first time he had seen her face and her slim body. She 
was pleasing to the eye, her small mouth was well proportioned to her face. Her petite nose was pointed 
and taking the head cap off her auburn hair unfolded flowing down her back and over her breasts. She 
caught his stare. ‘So Inspector do I pass the test?’ Owen said with a laugh. 
‘My apologies Doctor, I didn’t mean to stare. But can I say you’re much prettier than our last cranky 
pathologist.’ 
‘Don’t let my placid nature fool you Inspector. I can turn and lash out in a blink of an eye when I’m 
pushed so be warned. Now, when I have finished the autopsy I’ll tell exactly how she died, but whatever 
she had taken was a toxic drug. By the way, you better get yourself in shape. You’re out of condition and 
a candidate for a heart attack, I would join a gym if I were you. See you back at the station,’ she said 
turning and hopped into her pathology car. She in the front with Levina Fitzgerald who drove out of the 
car park. 
Scott walked back to Ellis-Carne’s office wondering whether he will get along with the woman. At least 
she was shorter than his five foot seven inches but intimidating to say the least. She came from the 
London Metropolitan Police forensics so why Somerset? Did she come to Somerset for the much quieter 
life than London and with it very little advancement prospects? 
He entered the office. Vincent and Ellis-Carne sat going through Vincent’s copy of the guest list. ‘Sorry 
Mister Ellis-Carne, I had to see if forensics pathologist could tell me anymore than what they had said 
earlier. Right. Mister Ellis-Carne, you are the manager here. So, tell me what did you see and hear 
before… What is the woman’s name Neville? I’ve been talking about her since I arrived and have no idea 
of her name.’ 
‘It’s Claire Walsh, nee Newton, Inspector,’ Vincent replied. 
‘Yes, of course it is. And she is Lady Beatrice’s daughter, is that correct?’ 
‘Yes Inspector. Claire and I, we grew up together here, before it became a reception centre. My father 
lived in the Manor house before Sir Charles Newton bought the estate and sent him packing to fend for 
himself. My father never received compensation after all those years working for the estate. My roots are 
from the Carne family line who owned the manor, then Sir Charles stole the estate from my family.’ 
‘So you had a problem with Claire? You wanted to get back at the family so to speak?’ 
‘No Inspector, I didn’t kill Claire. I liked her and was happy for her to marry Henry Walsh. You see 
Henry is no fool and he saw right through Beatrice who is only after his money through her daughter. 
It’s wonder that it wasn’t Henry that died…’ 
‘That’s interesting you say that? Do you know something we should know about Mister Ellis-Carne?’ 
Asked Vincent. 
‘Well Mister Ellis-Carne, what do you know?’ Scott asked. 
‘How should I know! Beatrice hates Henry. She only gave Claire permission to marry him because of his 
money, he is a millionaire you know. Beatrice picks on him all the time and Henry ignores her ranting 
and raving letting it go over his head for Claire’s sake. But let me tell you, if it wasn’t for the money she 
would try her hardest to destroy him,’ Thomas said, becoming agitated. 
‘So tell me about this morning,’ Scott asked. 



 

 

‘I was helping Alice in the kitchen, Alice is the cook, with a place for of guests the breakfast was hectic. 
Alice is great cook, but is a control freak and many of the young ones have trouble with her. Don’t get 
me wrong she is a hard worker and expects everyone to pull their weight. She has a respect for traditional 
ways of doing things. Anyway, about seven o’clock this morning, we heard all this screaming and 
shouting from the balcony. I rushed out and saw Henry Walsh standing outside his room yelling for 
someone to call a doctor. I rushed up to him. Beatrice was out of her room by then yelling he killed her 
daughter. How she knew Claire was dead God only knows, even Henry didn’t know, he though she was 
sick. We went into the Bridal suite and Claire was on the bed under the bed clothes. I went to her, not 
that I know that much about medicine but seeing her I knew then she was in trouble. I ran downstairs 
and rang the doctor and you lot,’ Thomas said. 
‘Then what happen and what did you do?’ Scott asked. Vincent wrote in shorthand in his notebook and 
waited for Thomas’s response. 
‘I pushed Beatrice and Henry out of the bedroom just like the police told me to do and closed the door. 
I stood there directing my staff to care for the guests from the balcony and stopping anyone going 
inside.’ 
‘So, no one went inside till the police arrived, correct?’ 
‘That’s right. No one did or tried to go into the bridal suite. Henry was downstairs in the foyer sitting on 
the lounge with his head in his hands. His friends comforted him but there wasn’t much they could do 
for him,’ Thomas said. 
‘Did you see anyone else on the balcony or hear anything during the night?’ Scott asked. 
‘No. I sleep in the cottage at the back so there is no way I can see or hear anyone. I didn’t go to the 
cottage till two o’clock in the morning after cleaning and shutting up the hall. All my staff have homes in 
the village to go to but I lock the doors when I go home,’ he replied. 
‘Thank you Mister Ellis-Carne. Now, do you remember what was in the room when you first entered the 
room with Henry and Lady Beatrice?’ 
‘What do you mean. What was in the room? I have no idea Inspector, other than Claire lying there in her 
own vomit. What was I supposed to see?’ Thomas replied. 
‘Did you happen to see two silver goblets by the bed?’ Vincent asked. 
‘I don’t know. It all happened so quick. I didn’t go around counting how many goblets… What a minute, 
now I remember…’ 
‘What Mister Ellis-Carne?’ Scott said. 
‘When I first showed your police officer the room I did look inside and saw two mugs on the beside 
cabinets.’ 
‘Thank you. See Inspector, only mugs were found and definitely not silver goblets. I’ll ask forensics to 
inspect the mugs when they’ve finished with them and check if they have a crest.’ Vincent said. 
‘Is that all. I have guests wanting my blood. Can I go?’ 
‘Thank you for your help Mister Ellis-Carne. Yes you may go for the time being, we may need to talk to 
you again. Could you ask DC Thompson to send in Lady Beatrice if she’s returned,’ Scott asked, 
preparing a new page to write his notes. 
‘Can I clear the room and move Henry to a new room?’ 
‘No. You can move Mister Walsh but not his things. Do not touch anything until we are sure we haven’t 
missed anything. Mister Walsh will have to send for new clothes I’m afraid.’ 

*** 
 ‘Come in!’ Scott said to the knock on the door. 
‘Inspector. You wanted to see me?’ Beatrice said entering the office. 
‘Yes Lady Beatrice. Please sit down,’ Scott replied. He and Vincent remained standing while Beatrice sat. 
‘Thank you for coming and speaking with us. I am truly sorry for your loss… I know this is an awkward 
time there are questions that I have to ask. So, to not waste your time I would like to hear your version 
of what occurred this morning. While it is clear in your mind,’ he said. 
‘Have you arrested Henry Walsh. He killed my daughter?’ She said. 
‘Mister Walsh is under police guard here in the farmhouse, and until I’m satisfied I have all the facts of 
this case. Lady Beatrice, where were you at seven o’clock this morning?’ 
‘I was in bed, that is until I heard the shouting outside my room,’ she replied sternly. She didn’t like being 
questioned and upset being asked by an Inspector. She sat up straight in the chair fighting the urge to 



 

 

cry. At fifty seven years old she looked good for her age. Her grey shoulder length hair in the light 
highlighted her looks to a radiant glow. 
‘I am sorry but I have to ask these awkward questions, it’s part of the job,’ Scott said. 
‘It is all right Inspector I understand. And before you ask no one can vouch for me being in my room at 
the time.’ 
‘Thank you for your honesty. Can you describe for me the events of this morning?’ 
‘When I heard the shouting. I recognised it was Henry’s voice. I hurriedly put on my dressing gown and 
rush out to the balcony. Henry was standing outside the room screaming for a doctor. Straight away I 
knew my daughter was seriously ill and had to be with her. At the same time I reached the room, 
Thomas, Thomas Ellis-Carne, came running up the stairs. Thomas and I entered the bridal suite while 
Henry followed… There was my Claire lying on the bed. I shouted her name but she didn’t answer. 
Thomas went over, bent down and looked at her before he ran out to phone the doctor. Ian came and 
gave me the bad news that my daughter was dead. I could see it in his eyes that he thought she had been 
killed and the only one who was with her in the room was that creep Henry. Inspector. He is the 
murderer of my daughter and you must arrest him and throw him behind bars.’ 
‘Did you see anyone else on the balcony or hear anything during the night?’ Scott asked. 
‘No. I was tired. I had had a busy day and slept soundly,’ she replied. 
‘What is going on outside? Neville go and see who is making all the noise,’ Scott said. 
‘Yes Sir,’ Vincent said hurrying to the door. 
‘Apologies Lady Beatrice. Where you at the time when Mister Ellis-Carne stood outside the room 
stopping anyone going in?’ 
‘I was in my room crying,’ she replied. 
‘Can anyone verify that?’ 
‘No Inspector.’ 
‘What was so urgent that you needed to leave this morning?’ Scott asked. He had to know what was so 
important for Beatrice to leave the Farmhouse. 
‘I had an appointment with my solicitor this morning. He came up from London and he wasn’t cheap.’ 
‘What is the solicitor’s name?’ Scott asked, pen ready. 
‘Eh, Barnard Ingram. Sorry Inspector I can’t say why I had to see him it’s a private matter,’ she replied. 
‘I need you, as soon as possible, to come to the mortuary and formally identify your daughter, Claire 
Walsh.’ 
‘Inspector, Can I see you for a moment. You need to hear this?’ Vincent said, sticking his head in the 
room. 
‘Excuse me Lady Beatrice.’ 

*** 
 ‘What is going on here?’ Scott said closing the office door. 
‘It’s the cook Inspector. She’s found a plate of bacon and eggs in the bridal suite. She was about to 
remove Claire Walsh’s personal processions from the room as requested by Lady Beatrice,’ Vincent said. 
‘And who gave Lady Beatrice permission to do that?’ Scott said looking at both Vincent and Thompson. 
‘Not me Inspector, I was with you all morning,’ Vincent said. 
‘I didn’t even know Missus McGraw had gone to the room.’ Thompson said. 
‘It is not Alice’s fault Inspector. Lady Beatrice returned and ordered Alice to go to the bridal suite and 
bring Claire’s things down. Alice went up with Lady Beatrice who came down carrying Claire’s handbag 
and took it out to her car, returned and that’s when you called her to the office,’ the Farmhouse maid 
said defending her colleague. Scott stepped back from the strong tobacco smell exuding from the young 
dark haired woman, who he guessed was about twenty three years old.. 
‘Thank you…’ 
‘Fiona Porter Sir,’ she replied. 
‘Yes thank you, Miss Porter?’ 
‘My pleasure Sir.’ 
‘Do not worry about Missus McGraw. I will speak to her and clear the misunderstanding,’ he moved 
away from the maid and turned to Vincent. ‘Shall we finish interviewing her ladyship?’ 



 

 

‘Excuse me Sir, but I think you need to speak with Alice McGraw first. You will be interested in what 
she found and has to say,’ Vincent replied leading Scott to where Alice was holding court with a group of 
villagers and guests. 
‘Missus McGraw. Inspector Scott would like to have a word… I private,’ he said leading Alice McGraw 
away from the group. ‘Now tell the Inspector what you found in the bridal suite?’ 
‘Oh, Inspector, we have not been introduced. I’m Alice the cook and Thomas Ellis-Carne dog’s body,’ 
she said coming up close to him. Scott look down on the woman who was as broad as an old China 
teapot. She was very excited and waved her arms as she spoke. ‘Her Ladyship Beatrice Newton came in 
before you called her in to the office and ordered me to fetch her daughter’s things from the bridal suite. 
Now mind you, I didn’t agree I should be doing that and when I told her she began shouting and 
threatening me. So doing as I’m told I goes upstairs. I tell you I had goose bumps, being in the room 
where that lovely young lady died. She was a lovely girl, not like her mother,’ Alice said in an 
uncomplimentary tone. 
‘Please Missus McGraw tell the Inspector what you found in the bridal suite?’ Vincent said interrupting 
her rhythm. 
‘Sorry, I do go on, don’t I. Well Inspector. When I went to pick up her lipstick, cream, and jewellery 
from the dressing table… There it was just sitting there. A plate of Bacon and Eggs, and half eaten too.’ 
‘That was left there from breakfast?’ Scott said. 
‘’That’s just it Sir. That plate was not there when we and Doctor Owen and her forensic team were there 
this morning. It’s been put there since the body was taken to Minehead mortuary. There was a Constable 
outside the room the whole time,’ Vincent said. 
‘Well someone put it there. It didn’t get there by itself, did it?’ Scott criticized. 
‘Joan! Joan Carne, she’s done this before.’ 
‘How come you didn’t say something before? Get an arrest warrant for this Joan Carne and have her 
arrested immediately. Where does she live?’ Scott shouted. Sergeant Vincent hadn’t seen him so angry 
before. 
‘She lives in the cemetery in her coffin that’s barred to the ground so she can’t escape.’ 
‘I don’t understand… Are you saying she’s dead? You are not telling me a ghost killed Claire Walsh?’ 
‘Yes, that’s what I’m telling you. It happened four hundred years ago and every now and then we believe 
Joan Carne comes and pays us a visit. People have seen her cooking bacon and eggs here in the kitchen. 
But, this is the first time she’s come and poisoned someone,’ Alice said. 
Scott, angry and frustrated took two steps and shaking his head. ‘Neville, have Missus McGraw wait here 
while I finish with Lady Beatrice. When her Ladyship leaves bring Missus McGraw to the office please. 
We will discuss this further.’ 
Alice waited with Vincent while the Inspector returned to the office. 
‘Sorry your Ladyship, but you had no right to ask the cook to remove your daughter’s belongings from 
the room. They will be returned to you once we have finished with them. I don’t need to speak with you 
anymore at the moment, but I may need to speak to you again. You may go for the time being and thank 
you for your cooperation,’ he said. Lady Beatrice left the room. 

*** 
 ‘Missus McGraw if you could come in please,’ Scott said. Alice followed Scott and Vincent into the 
office. She sat down and saw the look of scepticism in the two policemen’s faces. She didn’t mind. There 
had been many non-believers before. Even she had seen Joan the Witch many times cooking her bacon 
and eggs, but and no one had ever died before. So, why now, and why the beautiful Claire. Claire never 
hurt anyone, she was always kind and helpful and was so happy on her wedding day and marrying her 
Henry, they were so much in love. 
‘Missus McGraw, So, tell me what you saw and heard this morning?’ Scott asked. 
‘I not sure I can tell you much as I was in the kitchen preparing breakfast for the guests. I started at five 
o’clock with Fiona helping me. Thomas Ellis-Carne came in later and helped with setting the tables. and 
anything else I needed doing to help. It was very busy with seventy five guest to feed. I think it was about 
seven, when I heard the shouting from upstairs. Thomas, Fiona and I rushed to the foyer to see what the 
noise was about. There was Mister Henry, on the balcony calling for someone to get a doctor. Thomas 
ran up the stairs. I never seen him run like that before. Then her Ladyship came out of her room 
screaming at Mister Henry. I remember Fiona saying why was she screaming? No one knew what was 



 

 

happening? When it went quiet Fiona, and I returned the kitchen as there was still a lot to do. Next 
minute Thomas came flying downstairs and calls Doctor Roberts. Sorry, can I have a drink of water Sir?’ 
Alice asked. 
‘Yes of course,’ Scott replied. Vincent poured water into a glass from a jug sitting on the desk and 
handed to her to the sound of the throaty rick-rack call of a Cattle Egret somewhere in the distant woods. 
‘Sorry Inspector, Shall I continue?’ 
‘Yes please Missus,’ he replied. 
‘It’s just Alice, no Missus. After Thomas rang the doctor and the police, he said he was sure Claire was 
dead. Well Fiona became hysterical. She and Claire knew each other from the horse society,’ she said. 
‘Thank you Alice. So you and Fiona remained in the foyer waiting for the doctor to arrive or did you 
both return to the kitchen?’ 
‘Inspector, we stayed in the foyer and helped to settle the guests who were becoming restless. Thomas 
was still upstairs with Lady Beatrice and Henry with the doctor. Then they all came down. Thomas told 
Fiona and me to finish getting breakfast on before the guests rioted, as if they would,’ Alice replied. 
‘So when did you discover the bacon and eggs?’ 
‘That was after her Ladyship returned from her trip to the Manor. She came up to me and ordered me to 
retrieve Claire’s personal belongings from the bridal suite. She said she didn’t want Mister Henry getting 
his hands on her things. I knew we were not to go in the bridal suite but when her Ladyship gives an 
order you must obey…’ 
‘But you were told by the police not to enter the room, but you still did. That is a criminal offence and I 
don’t care want Lady Beatrice wants, this is a murder investigation,’ Scott reprimanded. 
‘It’s all right for you, Inspector, but you don’t live here. Her Ladyship, she owns this village and woe the 
person who gets in her way,’ she looked him straight in the eye in defiance. Scott needed her cooperation 
so he let the issue lie for the time being. ‘What did you take from the room?’ 
‘So, inside the room I looked around for Claire’s things but her handbag was gone so, I looked through 
her under things and found a small purse. That’s when I found the bacon and eggs. It scared the life out 
of me and reminded me that Joan Carne still roams the Farmhouse. I rushed downstair and handed the 
purse to her Ladyship. She looked inside and smiled. Then you called her to meet with you. You know 
Inspector, she didn’t even thank me,’ Alice retorted. 
‘Thank you Alice. You can go for now but I may needed to talk to you again.’ 
‘Anytime Inspector, good bye,’ she replied and left the room. 
‘Neville, we have to get that purse it may be relevant to the case. What was in the purse that’s so 
important to Lady Beatrice?’ Scott said. ‘Let’s have a word with Lady Beatrice before we head back to 
Minehead. I was hoping Doctor Owen would have finished the autopsy and given me news of what 
actually killed Claire Walsh before we left here this morning,’ he said. 
Scott and Vincent hurried to the foyer to find Lady Beatrice talking to a group of friends. 
‘Excuse me Lady Beatrice, can we have a word please?’ he said. 
‘Yes Inspector, how can I help?’ She replied. Beatrice felt confident she now had the police on her side 
to arrest Henry for killing her daughter. 
‘You have a purse that was that removed from the bridal suite without permission. I want that purse and 
everything that was in it,’ Scott ordered. His tone was stern and threatening. 
‘Sorry Inspector I meant no harm. The medallion in the purse belonged to my late husband and is 
precious to me,’ Beatrice replied. She fumbled in her handbag and produced the small purse and handed 
the purse to Scott. 
‘Detective Thompson give Lady Beatrice a receipt for the purse and its contents. With all due respect 
your Ladyship, the next time you want something that is evidence please come to me first. I have every 
right to charge you for withholding evidence,’ he said. He and the Detective Sergeant Vincent left. 
‘The cheek of the woman,’ Scott said hurrying to his car. ‘How did you get here this morning?’ 
‘I came with Lindsay Thompson. Look at that car, it’s a Ferrari. Must belong to Henry Walsh,’ Vincent 
said, walking past the expensive car. 
‘Henry Walsh, is a millionaire, and can buy a car like that. Come on, we still have a lot to do back at the 
office. Get Lindsay and get back to Minehead, I see you there and hope Doctor Owen has something for 
us on the case,’ Scott said getting in his car. He headed towards Minehead and realised that this is the 
work started. Nothing to tell them why a young woman in her prime was poisoned and by who? 



 

 

Chapter Four 
 
 
 
‘Doctor Owen!’ Scott said entering the mortuary. He saw Claire’s body laid out on the stainless steel 
bench. Donna Owen stood over her after she had finished dissecting the lungs which now lay on the 
bench behind her. 
‘Yes Inspector. What do you want? I am very busy at the moment,’ Owen said. She turned and washed 
her bloody hands over the sink. 
‘Sorry to interrupt, but I was hoping you can give me an update. How this young woman die? I waited 
for your call but by the look of it you’re up to your armpits in your work,’ he said. 
‘I haven’t had time. I have conducted an extensive analysis and so far we haven’t identified the poison. 
She had a lot of alcohol in her system, understandably I guess being her wedding night. I hope to give 
you initial results by the time I finish tonight and if it is too late I won’t disturb you Inspector.’ 
‘Please call me Oliver. So what have you found so far?’ 
‘Well, number one she was poisoned which we still need confirmation but my technicians believe she 
was poisoned with weed-killer. Also we found traces of a heavy dose of a sleeping drug that masked the 
weed-killer’s effects,’ she said. 
‘So, besides the poison and sleeping drug, what else have we got? Anything, that can tell who and when?’ 
‘She died approximately between one and two in the morning. She woke but didn’t know what was 
happening to her. She must have felt the vomit in her throat but she couldn’t do anything about it 
because the drug and poison was so strong, It was deliberate act. And we are unsure whether it was 
deliberate or accidental because we do not know how she ingested both the poison and the 
Phenobarbital,. I’m sorry but I can’t tell you much more than that at this time. If you can find the vessels 
had the poison then we could check for traces of the weed-killer and Phenobarbital.’ 
‘Are we looking for two vessels or one?’ 
‘I don’t know. We didn’t find Phenobarbital tablets in the room so it appears she wasn’t a regular taker 
of the drug. The weed-killer is another story. I am presuming that this must have been in a drink of some 
sort. We have to analyse samples from the champagne they had at the wedding but so far we found 
nothing.’ 
‘I am about to head off to the Farmhouse so I and my team will do another search and see what we can 
find. Is there anything else you want me to do?’ Scott said glancing at Claire’s covered body before 
leaving. ‘I see you before you leave tonight Doctor. At the moment my hands are tied. See you later.’ 

*** 
Scott hurried to the incident room. ‘Hello, Neville, Lindsay?’ No one was there so he wrote a note, 
telling them he would be back later and was going to Sandhill Farm. 
He drove to Sandhill. Once there he took the key to the bridal suite out of his pocket and hurried 
upstairs. Entering the darken room he closed the door and opened the curtains letting the dull sunlight 
into the room. He jumped when the Cattle Egret gave its cry. He felt uneasy sense someone else was in 
the room before laughing it off as his imagination. He looked around, through the drawers of the 
dressing table which were half empty with both Claire and Henry’s underwear. In the bedside drawers, 
on Claire’s side had perfume bottles, lipstick, and jars of skin cream but nothing else. On henry’s side the 
drawers were empty, and guessed Henry didn’t have any male cosmetics. Scott the knelt by the bed and 
saw the telltale ring of where a mug or goblet would have been placed. Now what did that mark belong 
to? Forensics will have to come and check if they haven’t already done so, he thought. 
He looked under the bed, behind the dressing table, and behind the wardrobe. Always careful not to 
touch or move anything where possible. Again he felt someone was watching him in the room, and 
turning to the door he balked at the small sign, Joan Carne, the witch of Withycombe, slept here. He 
opened the door, closed and put the key in his pocket and hastily went downstairs to his car. 

*** 
 ‘It looks so peaceful here, yet there is a murderer lurking around,’ Scott said parking his car beside the 
Ferrari. ‘I like that colour red.’ Scott said. 



 

 

‘Yes, it’s nice. You have good taste Sir,’ Vincent said unbuckling his seat belt and walked over to the 
Ferrari. 
Thompson arrived not long after them. The young policewoman drove the police car. ‘Isn’t great to see 
so many female recruits coming through,’ she said joining them beside the Ferrari 
‘Looks like it’s show time,’ Scott said walking up to her. ‘Good morning Lady Beatrice, waiting for me?’ 
‘Yes Inspector. I have news.’ Beatrice said excited. 
‘And what would that be my Lady?’ Scott replied. 
He sensed her excitement and that look of confidence. He hoped it didn’t mean trouble for him and his 
officers. 
‘I must tell. I am a light sleeper and of course with all that is going on I forgot to take my sleeping tablet 
last night. As a result I did not sleep very well. So, early this morning I walked around the room and 
when I looked out the window, at about four o’clock, a screech of a Barn Owl, its cry, that pitch which 
rises slowly for one to two seconds before it ends abruptly with the pronounced upward inflection and 
concentrated hissing. You know the sound is similar to an espresso machine steam heating the milk. in 
the café. The sound drew to my window and I saw a figure come out of the Farmhouse and walk over to 
Henry Walsh’s car. I couldn’t see the person’s face because he had a hood over his head, so I have no 
idea who it was out there. The person opened the trunk and put something in the boot and then closed it 
again. See I told you he murdered my daughter. Go on look what he put in his car?’ She blurted out. 
Scott, surprised by this news was a gift and the first real clue they had. ‘Thank you your Ladyship. We 
may have found our killer,’ he said and hurried off to find Henry Walsh. 
‘Mister Walsh… Can I have a word?’ Scott asked. Vincent was with him in case Henry tried to run away. 
‘Yes Inspector. Do you have any news, have you caught my wife’s murderer?’ 
‘Still in progress. I need the keys to your car, please?’ 
‘Why? has someone damaged my car?’ Henry said pulling out his car keys and headed, with Scott and 
Vincent to the car park. 
‘I would prefer if you remained here, Constable keep Mister Walsh company here. Detective Sergeant 
Vincent and I will look at Mister Walsh’s car,’ Scott said. He took the keys from Walsh’s hand and 
headed for the car park. 
Henry was frustrated. No one was telling him what is happening, but felt that his mother-in-law was 
behind this gossip and causing him trouble. The rumour was that she ordered the Chief Constable to 
have me arrested. He had underestimated her power in this part of the country, so he had to be careful 
with his interactions with Inspector Oliver Scott. 
They stood by the car and slipped on their protective gloves. ‘Here Neville,’ he said handing Vincent the 
Ferrari car keys. ‘Come on Sergeant open the trunk and let’s see what is inside,’ Scott said impatiently. 
Scott watched as Vincent opened the boot began searching inside. Without even trying. ‘Well, what have 
we here. Inspector! Lady Beatrice was right,’ he said holding up a mug, matching the ones that forensics 
took away yesterday from the bridal suite. 
‘Here! Put it in this bag and give to the Constable to take to Doctor Owen. Let’s hope she can find 
something that will give us that lead we need to find.’ 
‘Walsh didn’t count on someone seeing him put this in here. We were lucky because once he was away 
from here he would have destroyed the mug and got away with the murder of his wife,’ Vincent said. 
‘I want forensics here to go over the car and searched from top to bottom. But, you know this somehow 
doesn’t feel right.’ 
‘Come on Sir. We’ve caught Henry Walsh red handed, his hand in the till,’ Vincent said. 
‘Walsh does not strike me as a murderer. Alice the cook spoke highly of him. And, both he and Claire 
were deeply in love with each other. Furthermore, he paid for the wedding, and this reception cost a 
packet, Remember Sergeant, that there’s the feud between him and Lady Beatrice. And, who put us onto 
this find? Lady Beatrice. Still doesn’t feel right,’ Scott said as they walked back to the Farmhouse. 
Vincent held the bag containing the mug. 
‘But Sir. It makes sense he is the murderer. He was alone with his wife and it was he who found her dead 
the next morning. He wasn’t poisoned or drugged, and no one else could have killed her, only him,’ 
Vincent said countering Scott’s theory. 
They saw Beatrice standing at the entrance watching them, ‘Well, did you find it? What was it, something 
important I’d imagine,’ she said obstructing they’re path. ‘Are you arresting him now? I told you he did 



 

 

it, didn’t I?’ Beatrice said. The entered the foyer and headed to where Henry stood. Scott came up the 
Walsh and pondered what he should do. 
‘Sir, we have no choice,’ Vincent said. 
‘Mister Henry Walsh, I am charging you with the murder of your wife Claire Walsh. You are not obliged 
to say anything unless you wish to do so, but what you say may be put in writing and given in evidence. 
Constable escort Mister Walsh to the Minehead Police Station where he will be formally charged. I will 
be there shortly,’ Scott said. ‘Constable, take him away.’ 
‘Inspector! See I was right wasn’t I, he did poison my daughter. You found the mug?’ 
‘Lady Beatrice, you seem to know a lot. How do you know we found a mug, it could have been a 
syringe?’ and 
‘Sorry, I only guessed it was a mug. Was it a mug?’ She asked. 
‘Detective Thompson! Escort Mister Walsh to Minehead and charge him with murder. I will interview 
him later,’ Scott said. ‘Have we everyone’s statements of the night?’ 
‘Yes Sir. Lindsay has them.’ 
‘Go tell Mister Ellis-Carne he can let the guests who want to leave they can leave, and that includes her 
Ladyship. I’ll wait for you at the car.’ 
Vincent hurried inside the hall and promptly returned. ‘Done sir.’ They watched Thompson take Walsh 
to the car a police officer sat with Walsh in the back and Thompson drove. Scott watched the car drive 
off, unsure that Walsh was responsible for Clair’s death? But in recent times he heard of young people 
experimenting with poisons looking for a thrill during sex. Was this one that went wrong? 
‘See I told you that man killed my daughter, now you will believe me. I’ll take him to court to begin 
Claire’s inheritance,’ Beatrice shouted from the top step of the hall entrance. 
‘What! Just so you can gamble it away like you did with Sir Charles’s fortune,’ Thomas said, shouting 
loud enough that everyone heard. 
‘How dare you speak to me like that. You’re no better than that murderer,’ Beatrice replied vehemently. 
Scott and Vincent ignored the shouting match and hurried to their car. Vincent drove off when Scott’s 
mobile phone rang. 
‘It’s Doctor Owen,’ Scott said. ‘Inspector Scott! Yes Doctor?’ 
‘Inspector, the poison that killed Claire Walsh was Paraquat Weed-Killer. It was banned in the UK in the 
1960s,’ she said. 
‘Thank you Doctor. We are on our way back to Minehead. We arrested Henry Walsh after we found a 
mug in Henry Walsh’s Ferrari, similar to the mugs you took from the bridal suite. I’d like you to analyse 
the mug’s contents,’ Scott said. 
‘That won’t takes us long to confirm it has the poison. It will give us the source, but finding where it 
came from is imperative. See you when you get here,’ she replied and rang off before he could answer. 
‘There you go Gov, you didn’t get abused for asking a question. The gossip at the station is that she 
chews people’s ears off when they ask her something. So, you’re in the good books, even friends?’ 
Vincent said with a laugh. 
‘Just drive Sergeant,’ Scott replied. Vincent glanced over to see the Inspector blushing. 



 

 

Chapter Five 
 
 
 
Scott and Vincent walked up the steps of the Minehead Police Station. Entering the foyer and through 
the security gate to the interview room. 
‘Inspector! Can I see for a moment?’ Chief Superintendent Knowlan called out from his office. 
‘Now Sir? I’m just on my way to see Doctor Jackson,’ Scott replied. 
‘Now Inspector, if you please,’ Knowlan said. 
Scott handed the evidence bag with the mug they found in Walsh’s car to Sergeant Vincent before he 
entered Knowlan’s office and closed the door. Knowlan was immaculately dress as usual and a pet hate 
was his people making waves casting doubt on his management and putting him in a bad light. 
Knowlan’s superiors were aware of his strong-arm and persuasive tactics. But his ability to organise and 
improvise in tough situations held him in the highest esteem amongst his peers. At fifty eight he was 
running out of time to reach his goal of Chief Constable. 
‘Look here Oliver. I had a call from the Chief Constable this morning. He has ordered me to arrest and 
remand of Henry Walsh for the murder of Claire Walsh. You know she was Lady Beatrice’s daughter, 
don’t you.’ 
‘Yes Sir, I am well aware of that fact. We arrested him not so long ago on suspicion of murder. We will 
now question and if the proof is there we will charge him.’ 
‘The Chief Constable said it was black and white and blind Freddie could see Walsh was the murderer. 
So, how come you missed it?’ 
‘I only found the proof of his direct connection an hour ago, and until I had that we would have only 
been guessing, Sir,’ Scott said. 
‘All right good. Now that you have the proof, you will charge him. Off you go and I don’t want either 
the Chief Constable and Lady Beatrice chewing on my ear, understand?’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Scott replied leaving the office. He hurried to the mortuary and the Doctor Owen’s office. She 
was waiting for him at the door. He enter into her office which was much different to his open drab and 
dark office sharing with his team and instead of filing cabinets and empty bookcases, her office was full 
of books and pictures of human organs. But there was one filing cabinet, where she now stood. She took 
out a file and carried it out to the mortuary proper where she stood over Claire’s body covered from 
head to toe. 
‘Claire Walsh, nee Newton, twenty six years old, died by ingesting poison mixed with a sleeping drug. 
The poison, Paraquat weed-killer, is identified, and as I told you earlier was banned in the UK in the 
1960s. The sleeping drug was a heavy dose of Phenobarbital, enough to knock out an elephant, the 
amount in her bloodstream would have placed her in a coma. The mug you found in the trunk of the 
Ferrari, has had a quick analysis and it contains residue that match the Paraquat and Phenobarbital but in 
a diluted consistency. The potency is not the same. The killer must have made two batches of the 
substance and although the poison in the mug you brought a short time ago would have still killed but 
not it wasn’t as potent as the first batch.’ 
‘So, Doctor what are you telling me?’ Scott replied. 
‘Inspector. Oliver, I am telling you that we found an irregularity between of the poison in this mug and 
poison in the victim’s body,’ she said holding up the mug in her gloved hand. ‘I can scientifically explain 
but cannot tell you why or the reason for the difference,’ she said. 
‘Thank you Doctor. I was hoping you could give me something definite. Were you able to find 
fingerprints on the mug that match Claire’s or Henry’s?’ 
‘Claire’s fingerprints no. But there were others that can’t be identified at the moment because they are 
smudged so bad. On one set of fingerprints though, we were able to identify what appear to belong to 
Henry Walsh, but we cannot confirm this. The other fingerprint smudges are so bad we can’t be confirm 
who they belong to at the moment. We are waiting for the further analysis of these results to come, if 
we’re in luck it will give us a better idea of who owns them. So, Inspector we keep our fingers crossed, 
science can’t perform miracles,’ she said seeing his disappointment. 
‘Thank you,’ Scott said leaving the mortuary. 



 

 

He hurried to his the incident room and would leave Walsh’s interview to later but instead he visit the 
Newton Manor. He wanted to see Claire’s room. There must be a reason why Claire was targeted, could 
it be a jilted lover’s revenge? 
‘Ken, Lindsay. Get a team of officers. We are visiting to the manor where hopefully we will find 
something that will tell us who did this,’ he said. 
Thompson organised, through the Desk Sergeant Emilia Griffin, two constables to accompany them to 
their police car. Thompson joined the officers who followed the Inspector’s car. Vincent went with 
Scott. 
Arriving at the Manor the police were met by the butler, Graeme Hobday. Hobday had been in service of 
the Manor since his early twenties. He served with Sir Charles Newton in France at the British Embassy. 
At fifty four he still walked straight and was presentable at all times. 
‘Good afternoon Sir. How can I help you,’ Hobday said opening the door to Scott and Vincent. But 
seeing the marked police car his manner was subdued. ‘Has there been an accident. Shall I get her 
Ladyship?’ 
‘Yes if you wouldn’t mind,’ Scott said showing his police identification. 
‘Lady Beatrice has been through so much the last day she needs to rest. Do you have to disturb her?’ 
‘I need to inspect Claire’s room. Your name is?’ 
‘Graeme Hobday, at you service Sir,’ Hobday replied. ‘Won’t Sirs come in while I fetch her Ladyship,’ he 
said, a slight nod of the head and he left them standing in the foyer. 

*** 
 ‘Inspector. Hobday said you want to search Claire’s room. What on earth for, you have the killer, so you 
should be tending to him and his prosecution,’ Beatrice said, coming down the staircase. 
‘It is not as straight forward as that your Ladyship. I must have hard factual proof. Did he ever threaten 
your daughter? Did she have friends or associates who wished her harm, or a jilted lover maybe?’ 
‘Everyone loved my daughter. No one would ever do anything to hurt her expect that man Walsh,’ 
Beatrice replied. 
‘Well there was one person who didn’t like her,’ he said. 
‘Yes, it was Henry Walsh!’ 
‘So why did he marry her? He could have saved himself a lot of trouble?’ 
Beatrice didn’t reply turned and left them standing there. Hobday came and took Scott and Vincent to 
Claire’s room where they began examining her personal items; like her cosmetics, jewellery box, 
wardrobe and inside the pockets of her clothes, inside and out of her dressing table and beside cabinet 
drawers, and even under her bed. They found her diary. It had an annotations of her special 
appointments with her wedding day marked in red. 
‘Nothing here Inspector. But she was looking forward to her wedding day. Look here, see what she 
wrote, today I’ll be free, in capital letters. Free from what?’ Vincent said. 
‘It could mean anything? We will take the diary and this dress. There is a small amount of blood on it. 
Pack it up and back to the station for analysis,’ Scott replied folding the cotton dress and pushed into the 
evidence bag Vincent held. Vincent put the dairy in another evidence bag and followed the Inspector 
downstairs to the living room. 
Beatrice was sitting there waiting for them. Hobday came in behind Scott and Vincent to wait for 
instructions. 
‘Lady Beatrice, Detective Sergeant Vincent will give you a receipt for these items we are taking as 
evidence.’ 
‘Why? They are my daughter’s private things,’ she said. 
Beatrice could remember seeing the diary and the cotton dress in her daughter’s room. Claire was 
renowned for hiding things from her which upset her mother. It is always said that mother and daughter 
should always be friends but when Claire met Henry Walsh their relationship changed. 
‘It is evidence and may point to your daughter’s killer. I have a detective and two officers searching the 
estate right now, looking for evidence that may help us in discovering if anyone was watching the 
Manor,’ he said. Scott and Vincent left the house to see Thompson and the two officers waiting for them 
by their car. 

*** 



 

 

Scott stood inside the narrow room. He watched through the two way mirror at Henry Walsh who sat 
with his arms stretched out over the small table with his head bowed deep in thought. Why would this 
man kill his new wife after marrying her? He stepped out of the room and turned to Vincent. 
‘Sergeant, check if there is any bad blood with our man’s family and his new wife’s family. And, go back 
as far as you can,’ Scott said. 
‘Will I get Lindsay to do it or do you want me to?’ Vincent replied. 
‘Get the Detective Thompson to check and get a full background on both families. I want you in here 
with me. I will wait for you.’ Scott said going inside the interview room while Vincent hurried off. 
‘Now Mister Walsh, can I get you a glass of water, tea, or coffee?’ Scott said. He sat opposite Henry who 
looked uneasy. Scott placed his closed folder in front of him. Walsh watched Scott slide his fingers along 
each side of the folder and laid both hands palms down on top of the manilla folder. 
‘No thank you Inspector. How long will I be kept here, I still have to arrange Claire’s funeral. If you 
intend to interview me then I want my solicitor present before I answer any of your questions,’ Walsh 
said. 
‘You’re here to answer questions. You haven’t been formally charged, as yet! We’ve identified anomalies 
in your previous statements and on examination we uncovered new evidence and is now in our 
possession. So, to ensure we haven’t missed anything important from these interviews we must delve 
further into what happened on the wedding night. But first, I must remind you that you are not obliged 
to say anything unless you wish to do so, but what you say may be put in writing and given in evidence. 
Now I will ask if you can tell us again what happened Saturday,’ Scott said. There was a knock on the 
door. 
‘Yes!’ 
‘Excuse me Sir, Mister Prokofy Danilov, Mister Walsh’s solicitor, is here,’ An officer said opening the 
door. 
‘Yes, let him in,’ Scott replied and sat waiting. 
‘Thank you Inspector. I apologise for not being here earlier,’ Danilov said. He hurriedly sat beside his 
client and took out his notebook. ‘Inspector, you may start with your questions.’ 
‘We are just waiting for my Sergeant. He won’t be long… Ah! here he is,’ Scott said. He waited for 
Vincent to sit and turn on the recorder. ‘Interview with Mister Henry Walsh and his legal representative 
Mister Danilov. Officers present , Inspector Scott and Sergeant Vincent, morning of the sixth of March, 
eleven forty nine … Now Mister Walsh, in light of further evidence found in the boot of your car, tell 
me the events of the wedding night.’ 
‘I have answered this question time and time again. Inspector. First, I didn’t kill my wife. I loved her and 
she loved me. I want to know who killed her and why?’ 
‘So do we Mister Walsh and that is why we are here and what we’re working towards. Do you know of 
anyone who wished your wife harm?’ 
‘I know of no one who would want to kill Claire. She was well liked and loved by all her friends.’ 
‘There is one who did not share that love. So, who are these people that wanted to hurt her? Was she 
interested in the occult? I must stress that we need your help as to what happened after you went to bed. 
From this information we can establish the truth and eliminate you from our inquiries. It’s the only way 
we will find the murderer,’ Scott replied staring into Henry’s eyes. 
‘You suspect me, don’t you? All because I was the only one there when she died. I didn’t hear anything 
and surprisingly slept soundly. Claire and I loved each other and I would not do anything to hurt her.’ 
‘So help me Mister Walsh to remove you from suspicion. Who would you suspect if you were me? Who 
do you think would have the motive and opportunity to take your wife’s life?’ 
‘I guess all fingers point to me, but I swear I did not kill her… I don’t know how Claire died. I have 
heard rumour’s she was poisoned? How could I have made the poison and taken it to the room, a room 
which I hadn’t seen before we went up that night. So, will someone tell me officially how my wife was 
killed?’ Walsh asked determined to know the truth. 
‘I’m sorry Mister Walsh, I can’t divulge that information at this time.’ 
‘What rot, everyone else appears to know except me. Where is the justice in that? Or, is it because I’m 
rich and need to be brought down to size? I know that my mother-in-law doesn’t like me and had it in 
for me. Claire told me her mother did not want her to marry me. Sorry Inspector, but I am at a loss to 



 

 

give you reasons why I would even contemplate killing Claire,’ he said, his head bowed so they couldn’t 
see his tears. 
‘We will leave it there for now Mister Walsh. You will have to return to cells while we make further 
inquiries. Interview suspended on the afternoon of the sixth of March at ten minutes past one o’clock,’ 
Scott said. He stood and motioned to the constable in the room to take Walsh back to his cell. 

*** 
With Walsh back in cells Scott stood before the white board. Vincent finished listing the names of the 
people associated with the Claire Walsh investigation. Scott sat on his desk watching Vincent ’s final 
touches with the relationships of the Sandhill Farmhouse guests and staff. 
‘What is the thinking? Did Walsh kill Claire?’ Scott said. Vincent stood back from the white board 
admiring his work. A job well done, he thought. 
‘Sir, Look, who else had the opportunity? No one else was in the room only Walsh. Unless we include 
Joan Carne?’ Thompson said, getting in before Scott or Vincent gave a view. 
‘Don’t mention the ghost Detective. No such thing, it’s a myth, a figment of the imagination,’ Scott 
replied. 
‘But, who brought the mead in the room. Everyone we’ve talked to swear they never saw no one take the 
mugs upstairs and, they all verify that Walsh did not leave the reception any time that night, he in sight at 
all times, even when he went to the men’s room,’ Vincent chimed in. 
Scott listened taking it all in. ‘What about when he went for a pee? Surely, he went on his own?’ 
‘I asked that question too, his mates made sure someone was with him all the time,’ Thompson said. 
‘Why? Why would his mates go to the men’s with him, it doesn’t make sense, or does it? Could it be they 
knew something and not telling us?’ Scott asked moving to the white board. He drew a question mark 
beside Walsh’s name. 
‘Apparently, Walsh received a death threat before the wedding. He’ not aware of it but his private 
secretary and groomsman said he the letter came a few days before the wedding,’ Thompson replied. 
‘Why didn’t you tell us before now?’ Vincent retorted. 
‘Because he didn’t die, did he?’ 
‘Yes, he didn’t die, but his wife did! Maybe she died by mistake when all along he was the target. Where’s 
the letter now?’ Scott said giving Thompson an angry stare. ‘Come on, we will have another talk to the 
guests. I just hope for your sake the groomsman still has the letter detective.’ 
They grabbed their coats and hurried out of the room and headed for the station’s main entrance. 
‘Inspector Scott! I want to see you. Just for a moment?’ Chief Superintendent Keith Knowlan shouted 
from the door of his office 
‘Yes Chief Superintendent,’ Scott said. He went into Knowlan’s office. Knowlan closed the door when 
Scott came inside. 
‘I had a call from the Chief Constable just now. He wants assurance that Walsh will be arrested and 
charged with the murder of Claire Walsh. He wants Walsh to go to trial for his wife’s murder as soon as 
possible. So make certain the charge sticks else you will be looking for another profession, got that 
Inspector? Where are you going now?’ 
‘We have new evidence Sir, and we are off to act on and confirm this evidence.’ 
‘Right, off you go then and keep me informed of your progress.’ Scott hurried out of Knowlan’s office 
and again headed for the station’s main door 
‘Inspector Scott. Before you go,’ Doctor Owen said stopping Scott at the door. 
‘Yes Doctor. have you any news?’ 
‘Yes I have. It could be the break you’re looking for in the investigation. It might be the lead you looking 
for to find the killer.’ 
‘Thank you. We are about to go over the Withycombe to interview Henry Walsh’s personal secretary. 
Apparently, he received a threatening letter against Henry Walsh days before the wedding, which changes 
our perception of the murder entirely. Would you agree that this murder is unusual we might being led 
away from the true motive?’ 
‘It is possible, It could be why we are having problem identifying why Claire. Let me know if you find 
something,’ she replied. 



 

 

‘Yes will do, we could have a coffee later when I return and discuss the case. Your view is important in 
our review of the case?’ He said, hoping she will accept his offer. He walked out and half turned back 
waiting for her answer. 
‘Come and see me when you get back and see what you have turned up, and I don’t drink coffee,’ she 
replied and headed for her office. 
Scott hurried down the steps towards the car, he could see Vincent and Thompson waiting for him. But 
there was a bounce in his step as he opened the car do. 
‘What did the Super want Inspector?’ Thompson asked. Vincent sitting behind the wheel turned and 
gave her a long stare. 
‘I’ll tell you both later but first we need that letter. Drive Sergeant, we have wasted enough time,’ Scott 
replied. He wasn’t happy with Thompson’s attitude and respect. It was like she knew better than anyone 
else, but like all newly promoted personnel they will be cut down to size by their colleagues, he hoped 
that they wouldn’t be too hard on the young policewoman as she was a good at her job. 

*** 
At Sandhill Farm they looked but couldn’t find Darren Lewis. They had wasted an afternoon but it was 
an opportunity to talk to Ellis-Carne’s staff now that it was much quieter. 
‘Knock, knock,’ Scott said knocking on the kitchen door. ‘Alice. Inspector Scott. Are you busy?’ 
‘Hello Inspector No, come in. We are about to have a cup of tea, would you and your colleagues like to 
join us?’ She said. She and Fiona were sitting on stools at the table. 
‘Thank you. We would love a cup.’ 
‘Make yourselves comfortable and I’ll get your mugs, you don’t mind drinking out of mugs?’ 
‘No, mugs will be fine,’ Scott said sitting on the nearest stool. Vincent and Thompson sat around the 
table. Thompson was uncomfortable sitting on the stool her skirt kept riding up. Fiona saw her problem 
and left the kitchen to return with a chair. 
‘Thank you Miss Porter,’ Thompson said. 
‘My pleasure, I know the feeling, love. We have fruit cake would any of you like a serve?’ 
‘Yes please,’ Vincent said. Alice cut a piece of cake and put it on a plate and handed to him. 
‘Anyone else,’ Alice asked. No one else took the option. ‘So, Inspector, what can we do for you?’ 
‘We came to see Darren Lewis, Henry Walsh’s private secretary. Do you know if he is still a guest?’ 
‘Mister Lewis? Yes, he is still here, and waiting to hear from Mister Walsh,’ Fiona said getting in before 
Alice. ‘He is a nice young man.’ 
‘He is in Dunster, I believe,’ Alice said. 
‘Now, can you tell me what is the relationship between Lady Beatrice and Thomas Ellis-Carne? Well, 
they are related, second cousins, and both grew up here when it was a farm. Beatrice’s father was the 
caretaker and manager running sheep and pigs for the Wyndham family. Sir Charles Newton bought the 
Manor which included the farm and sacked Beatrice’s father and the family. They left and moved in to 
the village as did the family of the Ellis-Carne. The next thing we know Beatrice was engaged to Sir 
Charles and were married within three months. Two months later Claire was born. You don’t have to be 
a mathematician to know what happened. A year or so later Sir Charles became a politician and spent 
most of his time in London leaving, now Lady Beatrice to run the estate, and run it she did with iron fist. 
Claire grew up here with me and my children as her mother was too busy mixing with high society. Claire 
grew to womanhood and fell in love. She and Lady Beatrice clashed over Mister Henry. You see 
Inspector, Lady Beatrice yearned to be part of royalty and wanted Claire to marry into that world. Claire 
wasn’t interested, even though, Lady Beatrice never stopped trying to get Claire not to marry Henry. 
That is the short story and as far as Thomas is concerned he believes the manor and estate belong to 
him. It has been a bone of contention for many years,’ Alice said. 
‘Thank you Alice. That gives us a clearer picture of the situation between them,’ he said. He looked at 
Vincent and Thompson. ‘Do you have any questions to ask?’ 
Vincent and Thompson shook their heads. 
‘Again thank you ladies for your hospitality and information. We will leave you to get back to your work. 
Please tell Mister Lewis I wish to speak to him if he could ring me at Minehead Police Station,’ he said. 
‘Yes, I will do that and I am happy to help Inspector, any time you want to talk you are most welcome,’ 
Alice replied. 
‘I might come again Alice, Fiona. Good afternoon,’ he said. They all left and went to Minehead. 



 

 

*** 
On arriving at the Minehead police station, it was turning to dusk and the station office lights were 
bright. 
‘I want to see if Doctor Owen has finished the autopsy report. I want to read before it goes to Chief 
Superintendent Knowlan,’ Scott said jumping out the car. 
‘Sir, since when does the Chief Superintendent read autopsy reports?’ Vincent said. 
‘He has a lot at stack on this case Sergeant and wants to know everything. Wait for me in the incident 
room,’ Scott said rushing into the building. 
‘Where is Doctor Owen?’ He asked Levina who came out from the mortuary. 
‘Hello Inspector, I am afraid she has gone home. Can I help?’ She replied. 
‘Do you know if the Walsh autopsy report is finished, and if so, could I read it before it goes to my Chief 
Superintendent?’ He said. Levina Fitzgerald was an extremely beautiful woman and always wore 
immaculate clothes. 
‘Just a minute, Donna left something for you. She said there are things which will interest you. You are 
lucky Inspector, you are in her good books. Doctor Owens tends to be harsh with people she doesn’t 
know well and who don’t question her place and position and ability because of her gender. She said this 
is a copy and the Chief Superintendent has received the original. Donna’s comments are there and 
highlight slight discrepancies between the poison found in Claire Walsh and that found in the mug you 
found in Mister Walsh’s car, they are different. Here you are Inspector,’ she said handing him the report. 
Her strange large eyes and the contemplative stare gave a sense that she disagreed with him getting the 
report. She started her return to her office. Levina Fitzgerald, well known for her petty and obstructive 
rules, was a change in giving him the report before the Chief Superintendent read it was a bonus. 
‘Thank you Doctor Fitzgerald. Please thank Doctor Owens for me when you see her.’ 
‘Her name is Owen, without the esse Inspector, Inspector,’ Levina said with a frown. 
‘Sorry, I will have watch that, I don’t think she would appreciate it. Thank you again Doctor,’ he said. 
‘Tomorrow morning we are returning to Sandell Manor and then Sandhill Farmhouse to interview Lady 
Beatrice and Thomas Ellis-Carne,’ he said hurrying into the incident room ‘But first, we will see want 
forensics found for us.’ 
‘What do you want us to do Guv?’ Thompson asked. 
‘Can we help in any way Inspector?’ Vincent asked. Scott sensed the tension between Vincent and 
Thompson which he didn’t need but wanted them to focus on the job. 
‘Listen, if you want to be part of this team then you have to work together, otherwise you can go 
somewhere else, do you understand? Right, minds on the task at hand,’ Scott said hoping his warning will 
bring them into line. Vincent and Thompson looked at each other and mutually agreed to stop their 
bickering. 
‘Sorry Sir. We won’t do it again.’ Vincent replied for them both. 
‘Good. It’s getting late, so go home while I read this report and tomorrow we will have a better picture 
of the circumstances. Now off you go, so I can finish this before midnight. Another thing I need to ask 
is one of you organize a check on pharmacy’s with in fifty miles radius. I want to know how many 
prescriptions for the drug Phenobarbital were filled in the past month and who it was prescribed for,’ he 
said. He put his feet up on the desk and began to read. 
‘I’ll see to it in the morning. Good night Inspector,’ Vincent said as he walked out of the room. 
‘Good night Sir,’ Thompson said following Vincent out. 



 

 

Chapter Six 
 
 
 
 ‘Good morning Inspector,’ Vincent said entering the incident room. 
‘Good morning Neville, where’s Lindsay?’ 
‘She took the car home last night and will meet us at Sandhill this morning.’ 
‘Good, well we better get over there. Make sure you get the letter threatening Walsh. Our first chat will 
be with Mister Lewis. But we will take Mister Walsh with us so get an officer to come with us as escort 
while I speak to Doctor Owen, I will meet you at the car,’ Scott replied. 
‘Right Inspector,’ Vincent said hurrying out of the room. Scott collected the autopsy report he read last 
night to take with him and headed for the Owen’s office. 
‘Good morning Doctor Owen. Thank you for the report it was a big help. You raised some interesting 
points which I have noted. We’re off to speak to a Mister Darren Lewis, Walsh’s secretary, who received 
the letter threatening Walsh if he married Claire which sheds a new light on the case.’ 
‘I’ll wait for you. We might go for a coffee and discuss it if you wish,’ 
‘I’d like that. Okay, I’ll see you when I get back hopefully with positive news, bye,’ he said hurrying out 
of the station. He felt strange as it had been a while since he dated anyone. I’m stupid, it’s only a coffee, 
he thought not wanting to get his hopes up. He was attracted to Donna Owen and hoped she felt the 
same. 
‘Let’s go Sergeant,’ Scott said jumping in the police car. Vincent drove off and passed Chief 
Superintendent Knowlan coming into the police gate of the compound. Knowlan gave a startled look 
seeing Walsh in the back of the car. 

*** 
Scott and Vincent arrive at the Sandhill Farmhouse car park. With many of the wedding guests allowed 
to leave the car park was half full. They, with Walsh in tow, entered into the reception area. Beatrice was 
there and when she saw Walsh with them came running towards them. 
‘Inspector! What is the meaning of this? Why is this murderer not in jail?’ Beatrice shouted at the top of 
her voice. 
‘I don’t need to explain to you my movements and actions, your Ladyship,’ Scott replied and continued 
to escort Walsh to Ellis-Carne’s office. 
He knocked and went in. ‘Mister Ellis-Carne, I want to use your office for interviews. Is that all right?’ 
Scott said standing before Thomas Ellis-Carne sitting at his desk. 
‘Yes of course Inspector,’ Thomas replied. He and hurriedly scooped up his paperwork and threw them 
into the filing cupboard drawer and left the office. 
‘Neville, find Darren Lewis and ask him to join us, please? Make sure he has the letter with him,’ Scott 
said taking Thomas’s place behind the desk. ‘Mister Walsh could you please sit over there while I 
interview Mister Lewis.’ 
‘Inspector I don’t understand why do you think Darren has anything to do with Claire’s death. He hardly 
knew her.’ Walsh said sitting where he was told with the officer standing beside him. 
Sergeant Vincent escorted Darren Lewis into the office. Scott stood and greeted the stylish young man 
who he guessed was in his mid to late twenties. Scott motioned to Lewis to sit. Vincent sat at the other 
end of the desk. Lewis sat with a straight back placing his leather folder of the desk in front of him. 
‘Mister Lewis, we have asked you here because we’ve been told that you had received a letter threatening 
Mister Walsh…’ 
‘What letter, threatening who. You never said anything about a letter, why Darren?’ Walsh said standing 
up. The officer grabbed his shoulder and pushed him back down into the chair. 
‘Well Mister Lewis. Do you have the letter?’ Scott asked. 
‘Yes I do. I’m sorry Mister Walsh I assumed it was a hoax and didn’t want to trouble you or Claire. There 
was no reason why you should be threatened but I see now, had I spoken up earlier, Claire may be still 
alive.’ 
‘Do you have the letter?’ Scott asked. Lewis opened his leather folder and handed Scott the letter who 
wearing gloves, inspected it closely. It was typed on normal size paper. He held it up to the light no 



 

 

markings that he could see. He read the contents and then handed it to Vincent, who also wearing 
gloves, slipped the letter into a large envelope as evidence. 
‘Can I see what the letter says,’ Walsh asked. 
‘I’d rather not Mister Walsh. Mister Lewis will not disclose its contents until I tell him. We will let our 
forensics experts look this letter and hopefully they will find fingerprints other than Mister Lewis’s,’ Scott 
said. He opened his pad and after making some notes looked up at Lewis. ‘Mister Lewis when did you 
receive the letter?’ 
‘It came by the normal post in our London office on the twenty ninth of April. When I opened it and 
saw what it said I thought about calling the police before putting it aside as a hoax. Mister Walsh is 
always, because of his public profile, receiving scam mail but this was the first threat he had received 
during my time working for him.’ 
‘There were no other threatening letters other than this letter?’ Vincent asked. 
‘No. That letter was the one and only. Had there been another threat I would have gone to the police. 
Mister Walsh, the reason I didn’t tell you is that you and Claire had enough on your minds without a 
hoax spoiling your day.’ 
‘What happened to the envelope? Do you still have it?’ Scott asked and hoped Lewis retained it so they 
identify its source. 
‘No, I threw it in the waste paper bin. Sorry.’ Lewis replied. 
‘That is unfortunate. Do you remember if it had postmarks or where it was received?’ Vincent asked. 
Scott smiled glad his Detective Sergeant was on his toes. 
‘Sorry, I had so much to do I don’t remember.’ 
‘Thank you Mister Lewis, if you remember anything, anything at all not matter how frivolous it seems 
please contact us. But I will need you to come to Minehead station so we can take your fingerprints. If 
you can come this afternoon. You can go now,’ Scott said frustrated. After Lewis had left. ‘Officer, could 
you escort Mister Walsh out to the foyer and wait there. But do let him out of your sight.’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ the officer replied and took Walsh out of the office. ‘Neville, Send in Mister Ellis-Carne.’ 

*** 
 ‘Come in!’ Scott said looking up from his notes. Thomas Ellis-Carne entered followed by Vincent. 
‘Sit down Mister Ellis-Carne, I just need ask you some further questions,’ Scott said and waited for 
Thomas to sit. ‘Can you to tell me where you were on Saturday night when the reception was drawing to 
a close?’ 
‘I was in and out of the kitchen serving the last of the wedding cake. Some of the guests preferred to take 
their piece of the cake home rather than eat it then. I cleared a space on the floor for the Bridal Waltz, 
moving tables and chairs. It was a hectic time and don’t remember much about what was happening 
around me, I’m afraid,’ Thomas replied. 
‘Can you just think back on those events. But focus on when the couple went upstairs? What do you 
remember?’ 
‘I’m sorry Inspector. It is all a blank. You have to understand people were pushing and shoving to get 
the best spots when the bride and groom throw the bouquet and the garter. I had to make sure no one 
got hurt in the melee,’ Thomas replied. But he went silent deep in thought. ‘I do remember my staff 
standing at the back watching the frivolity… And, her ladyship hurrying out, but it’s all a blur, so I could 
be mistaken.’ 
‘Did you see any one go upstairs during that time?’ 
‘No, and if I didn’t then Alice or Fiona would have seen them. Why do you ask?’ Thomas said. 
‘How long was Lady Beatrice away?’ 
‘Only a minute or two, five at the most and joined the other guests when she returned.’ 
‘Thank you… But tell me if you do remember anything, anything at all. That is all for now but I may 
need to talk to you again,’ Scott said. 
‘Anytime Inspector, anytime,’ Thomas said stood and left the office. 
‘Well, that didn’t offer us anything new, did it? But, it is interesting that her Ladyship forgot to mention 
she left the reception.’ 
‘Yes, but she could have visited the ladies. She did not have time to make the mead, poisoned it, raced 
upstairs, and returned in five minutes. It isn’t possible, is it?’ Vincent said. 



 

 

‘No, she couldn’t have. But all this smells Sergeant, it smells bad. Let’s return our Mister Walsh to cells. 
He won’t like it but somehow, with the threats he’s received, I fear he could be our next victim.’ Scott 
said. 

*** 
 ‘Neville, ask her ladyship to join us please,’ Scott said. 
‘What will I do if she refuses to come?’ Vincent replied. 
‘Tell her we will be happy to talk to her at the police station.’ 
Vincent left and after some time returned with her Ladyship coming in before him. 
‘I want to lodge a complaint. This is police harassment Inspector. I am not the perpetrator here, I am a 
victim and you should show more respect,’ Beatrice said standing at the door with hands on hips 
blocking Vincent’s entry. 
‘My apologies your ladyship, but I don’t have the time to play games. I have a murder, your daughter’s 
murder, to solve. You do want me to find the murderer, don’t you, I know I do, we owe it to your 
daughter’s memory,’ Scott said. Inside he was furious by her aggression and non-cooperative attitude. 
She was an obstacle to the whole investigation. 
‘I will speak to the Chief Constable at the way I am being treated,’ she replied. 
‘That’s your prerogative your Ladyship. But now I need to ask you to tell me again the events of Saturday 
night, but I want you to focus on when the couple went upstairs?’ 
‘At the end of the reception and after the cutting of the wedding cake we danced, in between having 
drinks and coffee. Claire threw her bouquet into the crowd of women, Henry threw her garter to the 
men. They then said goodbye to everyone and went upstairs,’ Beatrice said. 
‘Who gave then the mead?’ 
‘Must have been…What’s her name, the cook, Alice. She must have taken the mead to them,’ she replied 
staring at Scott. 
He felt she wasn’t telling all she knew. There was something in the way she elected the cook made him 
feel uneasy. ‘But Alice said she didn’t know who sent up the mead. You didn’t see anyone going upstairs 
with the mugs?’ Scott asked. 
‘No. At that moment I was on the dance floor and the last one to wish them good night before they 
went up.’ 
‘Your Ladyship, that is all for now,’ Scott said as Vincent stood to escort Beatrice out. 
‘Can I return to the Manor Inspector?’ 
‘Yes, but first can you provide formal identification of your daughter at the morgue. I know it’s not 
pleasant but I need someone, preferably a relative to verify it is Claire Walsh, nee Newton. Can you do it 
please?’ 
‘Yes, I’ll do it, she’s my daughter.’ 
‘Thank you and if I need to ask further questions I will come and see you at the Manor. By the way you 
didn’t leave the reception at any time, did you?’ 
‘No, I was at the reception all the time,’ she replied. 
‘Thank you. Sergeant, escort her Ladyship to the Minehead morgue and confirm the victim is her 
Daughter Claire,’ Scott said watching Beatrice and his Sergeant leave. He was uncomfortable but 
everything she said raised more questions. He didn’t want to pursue the different statements at the 
moment it would be one’s word against the other seeing the underlying hostility between Lady Beatrice 
and Tomas Ellis-Carne. 

*** 
They all returned to Minehead and Scott watched as Sergeant Emilia Griffin escorted Walsh to his cell. 
He hurried to the Forensic Unit hoping to speak to Donna Owen and she hadn’t changed her mind on 
their coffee. 
‘Afternoon Doctor, anything new for me?’ Scott asked walking into her office. 
‘Good afternoon Oliver, I thought you had changed your mind. Do you still want a coffee?’ Donna said. 
’I had Lady Beatrice to verify the body we have is that of Claire Walsh. Thankfully Chief Superintendent 
Knowlan came with her and helped. It was sad and she was very distressed. 
‘I’m glad the Chief Superintendent was here, else I would have had to be here with her, ’ he said looking 
at the time, ‘But, being so late how about we go to dinner? If it is not too short notice?’ He said. 



 

 

‘Yes, I’d like that it would be nice,’ she said grabbing her coat. They headed to the office door. As they 
reached the end of the corridor Chief Superintendent come out of his office. ‘I have just had the Chief 
Constable yelling in my ear. Lady Beatrice has entered a complaint of police harassment. What are trying 
to do Scott? I want you to charge Walsh with murder and close the case,’ he said. 
‘I’m sorry Sir, I can’t do that…’ 
‘And, why not Inspector?’ 
‘I can’t prove he murdered his wife. If I go to court with what I have his lawyers will tear us to shreds 
and he will walk free never be tried again for the crime, if he did it, that is,’ Scott replied. 
‘Well get the proof, but I want him charged and put behind bars, understand?’ Knowlan replied, turned 
and went back into his office. 
‘They really want him charged for murder don’t they?’ Donna said. 
They left the police station and got in her car. She drove to the group of shops in the middle of town. 
They parked and Scott followed her into a Italian restaurant. They were shown to a table and sat down 
with a menu each. 
‘I hope you like Italian?’ She said. 
‘I don’t mind it but haven’t had it for a while now. What are you having?’ He asked scanning the menu. 
‘I’ll have the chicken. I make a mess with the pasta usually over my shirt,’ he replied. They laughed and 
ordered their meals with a glass of red wine. ‘So, do you think Walsh is the killer?’ He said while they 
waited for the meal. 
‘I’m not sure Oliver. All the evidence points to him, doesn’t it? He was the only one with his wife in that 
room. You’re not sure are you?’ 
‘No, I’m not. All I have is circumstantial evidence, nothing concrete. Yes, he was in that room with her 
but it does not jell. My first question is; why marry the girl and then kill her. If he did kill her then why 
stay in the same room with the door closed. See, it doesn’t make sense, does it. You’re the scientist, you 
tell me?’ Scott said. She could see his frustration. ‘I agree it all points to him. I can’t deny that but where 
is the proof? I didn’t find it in that room. The mugs by the bed didn’t contain the poison that killed her, 
although he denies he and Claire drank from the mugs. But we didn’t find any goblets he said they drank 
from that night. Then we have a breakthrough, you find a mug with poison in his car. We, you searched 
that room and didn’t find three mugs, we only found two, so where did he hide it when it wasn’t found 
till the next morning? We only have Lady Beatrice’s word she saw him or someone who looked like him 
at four o’clock the next morning putting the mug in the boot of Walsh’s car. It could have been anyone, 
but because Lady Beatrice hates her son-in-law so much she nominates him as the killer of her daughter,’ 
he said and gulped down the rest of his wine.’ 
‘Claire Walsh’s poisoning was deliberate. So, the person who gave her the poison made sure she would 
be drugged to her eyeballs and could not ask for help at any stage. Had she not taken the sleeping drug 
she could have, maybe, been saved,’ she said. 
‘Why did they want her dead? Could she have taken it by mistake?’ 
‘That’s for you to find out, the who and the why. But, let’s eat before it gets cold,’ she said 
‘Sorry, of course, I didn’t realise it had been served. I’ll get off my soap box.’ 
The rest of the meal Donna was careful not to mention the case again and tried to turn the discussion 
onto another topic. ‘What do you do in your spare time?’ She asked. 
‘Taking photographs,’ he replied. 
‘What of the countryside, people, or what?’ 
‘Buildings, old buildings,’ he said seeing her smirk, although she tried not to show it. ‘Yeah, old buildings. 
I keep a record of old buildings who someday will be torn down to make way for a modern concrete 
boxes. Once these old and beautiful works of art are gone they will never return so I keep a pictorial 
record of them for posterity. What do you do when you’re not cutting up bodies?’ He asked. 
‘I make lace shawls for new born and doilies. Just like your hobby it takes my mind from the evil we live 
and work with each day. I can understand how photographing old buildings brings you comfort. It’s like 
therapy, an outlet taking one away from all the trauma of the various situations,’ she said. 
‘What does Mister Owen do?’ Scott asked testing the water. He hadn’t heard whether she was married or 
in a relationship. The only way he will know by putting his foot in the water. 
‘There is no Mister Owen. At the moment I prefer to be on my own, no strings. Maybe one day 
someone will come along, but I won’t hold my breath. Why do you ask?’ 



 

 

He didn’t expect her question, but he had gone past a point of no return and now he had to lay his cards 
on the table. How can he tell her he enjoys her company without offending her. He knew from the 
gossip at the station she was a loner and didn’t seem to kowtow to men she worked with, on the 
contrary, she turned hostile when she didn’t agree with them. 
‘I don’t want to tread on another man’s toes and make trouble for you. I can imagine if there was 
someone they would object to us having a meal. It’s the last thing I want to do is cause trouble,’ he said. 
‘That’s very sweet and thoughtful of you. I think you and I will get along nicely. Come on, I’ll take you 
back to the station and your car, you have got a car haven’t you to get home?’ She said rummaging in her 
handbag. 
‘Yes, My car is at the station, thank you,’ he replied. 
‘I pay my own way,’ she said placing twenty pounds on the table. 
‘Independent woman. I like that,’ he said taking his wallet, ‘Waiter! The bill please.’ The waiter hurried 
over with a plate and the bill, twenty two pounds the meals came to, so he put twenty five pounds on the 
plate. ‘Keep the change, and thank you.’ 
They both stood and followed the waiter to the door who opened it for them. They got in her car and 
dropped Scott off at the station. 
‘Thank you for a pleasant evening. We should do it again,’ he said getting out of the car, waited for her to 
drive off before getting in his car. 



 

 

Chapter Seven 
 
 
 
 ‘Good morning,’ Scott said walking in to the incident room. ‘We are paying another visit the Sandhill 
this morning. I want to speak to Alice, the cook, and Ellis-Carne again. And then, I want to visit the 
bridal suite and have another look. I feel we’ve missed something.’ 
‘We’ve been over that room with a fine tooth comb, there’s nothing else to find Inspector. What are we 
looking for?’ Vincent replied with Thompson nodding agreement. 
‘If I knew that I’d be happy, but I am sure the key is in that room, it has to be. So, come on I don’t want 
to waste any more time.’ 
They got into two cars, Scott and Vincent in Scott’s car. Thompson and an officer following in marked 
police car. They arrived in half an hour and the end of breakfast. Staff were cleaning up and resetting the 
tables for lunch. Most of the wedding guests had left with only three or four couples from Henry 
Walsh’s staff remained to support and run his business while he was in custody. 
‘Detective Sergeant Vincent!’ He said into his phone, ‘Hello Doctor. Yes, we are on our way to Sandhill 
Farm. Right, I’ll tell him,’ he said closing the flip phone. ‘That was Doctor Owen. She said that Walsh’s 
prints are all over the mug we found in his car. The results just came back and there were no other 
prints. She’ll you see her when you return to the station.’ 
‘Well that’s it then,’ Scott said entering Sandhill Farm’s car park. They waited for Thompson and the 
officer to park and all four went in to Sandhill hall. 
‘Oh! Inspector you’re back,’ Thomas said, unhappy with the police taking up his and his staff’s time. 
‘Sorry to disturb you, but I need to see the bridal suite again,’ Scott said hurrying to the stairs. Vincent 
and Thompson followed leaving the officer standing by the main entrance. 
They entered the dark room. The room was airless, the windows were closed and the heavy curtains were 
drawn to keep prying eyes from looking inside. which from Scott’s point of view seemed absurd. 
‘Detective Thompson, could you open the curtains so we can see,’ Scott said. He then sat on the floor. 
‘Inspector. Are you okay?’ Vincent asked. He gave Thompson a puzzled look. Scott saw their facial 
expressions and smiled. He wasn’t mad, but wanted to see the room as a blank canvas, taking note of 
what was there not what you expected to see. Scott laid down on the floor and with his torch shined 
across the floor. The torch light showed up fluff and dust and as he crawled across the floor he looked at 
where it met the wall. He saw something yellow. 
‘What is this?’ He said jumping up and hurried over to the spot. It was a piece of silk cloth. He tried to 
pick it up but it was stuck under the wall. 
‘What did you find Sir?’ Vincent said coming up beside him. 
‘It’s a yellow piece of silk. Look see it’s been torn, must have got caught under the wall. How did it get 
under there? Bag it and we will take get to forensics. They should tell us how old it is and where it could 
have come from, but it does look new, doesn’t it.’ Scott said, strained and pulled it out leaving a small 
piece still under the door, before placing the silk into the open bag held by Thompson. ‘Now let’s do 
some fishing,’ he said leaving the room. Vincent and Thompson followed him smiling at his remark. 

*** 
 ‘Mister Ellis-Carne, I would like to speak to you if you’re free, and then Alice McGraw. I won’t take up 
too much of your time, just for a moment. I need to use your office,’ Scott said entering Thomas’s office. 
‘Of course. Do you want to speak to me now?’ 
‘Yes, if that’s all right with you.’ 
‘I remember hearing that Lady Beatrice and Henry Walsh didn’t get on. Can you elaborate on that?’ 
‘Well, they argued from the start. Lady Beatrice, after Claire said she was marrying Walsh, tried her 
utmost to get Claire to change her mind. She said Henry was a commoner, and that Claire must marry a 
man from the British peerage. Claire wouldn’t hear of it and refused. I have to say that on the day of the 
wedding Lady Beatrice confronted Walsh at the church before Claire arrived and abused him in front of 
all the guests. All credit to him he walked away leaving Lady Beatrice’s friends to calm things down. I 
remember everyone felt sorry for Walsh, except for her Ladyship’s friends and relatives,’ Thomas said. ‘I 



 

 

heard her Ladyship say she will do anything to annul the marriage before the month was out. How she 
would do that, God only knows. But the marriage didn’t last twenty four hours, did it?’ 
‘Interesting, So she had plans to bust up the marriage?’ 
‘Yes, but she wouldn’t murder anyone? That would be too extreme, wouldn’t it? Anyway, she wouldn’t 
kill her own daughter.’ Thomas replied. 
‘Thank you for that insight Mister Ellis-Carne. Now, can I speak to Missus McGraw?’ 
‘I will go and get her for you Inspector,’ Thomas said. 
‘Sorry, to trouble you again,’ Scott said. 
‘That’s okay, the sooner this is cleared up the sooner things will get back to normal,’ Thomas said leaving 
and closing the door. 

*** 
There was a knock and the door opened. ‘You want to see me Inspector,’ Alice said coming inside. 
‘Yes, come in Missus McGraw. My apologies for disturbing you I expect you are busy at this time 
preparing lunch? Please sit.’ 
‘Happy to help Inspector,’ she said sitting front of him. 
‘How good is your memory Missus McGraw?’ 
‘Good, and please call me Alice,’ she replied. 
‘Do you remember anyone wearing this colour fabric at the Walsh wedding?’ He said showing her the 
torn piece of cloth in the transparent evidence bag. 
‘It looks familiar,’ she said and continued to stare at the cloth. ‘Her Ladyship wore a similar colour, a silk 
gown I think it was, Inspector.’ 
‘Do you know if she entered the bridal suite at any time during the weekend,’ He asked. 
‘Yes, she did. Lady Beatrice helped Claire get ready for the wedding before they went to the church. I 
don’t remember if she went there after the wedding.’ 
‘Thank you Alice, as usual you are a great help. That’s all for now, again thank you,’ Scott said. Alice got 
up and left the office. 

*** 
 ‘So how did this cloth become caught where we found it?’ Scott said after Alice had gone. 
‘We could go and check with her Ladyship and take a look at the gown,’ Thompson said. 
‘Yes, and it is a gown, isn’t it, something very expensive I’d imagine. We don’t want to offend her 
Ladyship, do we. So we will go very softly when asking to see her gowns,’ Scott replied. ‘But first we will 
get it to forensics and see what they can tell us about this piece of silk cloth,’ he said and led them out to 
the cars. 
They returned to the station. Scott headed straight for the forensics unit with the torn cloth. 
‘Good afternoon Doctor Fitzgerald. Look, we found this stuck between the floor and the wall in the 
bridal suite,’ he said and saw the surprised look on Levina’s face. ‘Yes that’s right, in the bridal suite , but 
don’t ask me how it got there. I’ll leave that to you and your people to tell me. Is Doctor Owen in her 
office?’ 
‘Yes, Inspector. She is waiting to see you,’ Levina replied. 
‘Thanks, catch you later on,’ he said and hurried to Doctor Owen’s office. 
‘You wanted to see me?’ Scott said tapping on her office open door. 
‘Hello Oliver! Please come in and take a seat. Thank you for your company last night,’ she said, opening 
a manilla folder on her desk. ‘Now, here I have the results of the analysis of the mug. I must admit that 
we didn’t get it right, and where we said there were more than one fingerprint, that was incorrect. There 
was many fingerprints, all but one was smudged. That fingerprint belongs to Henry Walsh. So, I can 
safely say that Henry Walsh looks to be your murderer.’ 
‘Yes, I can see that would be logical conclusion. But, After we did another search of the bridal suite this 
morning. We found an interesting item, that somehow was missed by your team in the initial search. It is 
a torn cloth, it is made of silk which I’ve left with Doctor Fitzgerald to analyse for me. What was 
interesting was where I found it that’s suspicious. It was lodged between the floor and the wall, stuck 
there and for the life of me I don’t know how it could get there. I also discovered the reason why her 
Ladyship and Walsh didn’t get on with each other,’ he replied. 
‘So what is that then?’ She said handing him the manilla folder. 



 

 

‘Walsh wasn’t considered good enough for her Ladyship’s daughter. The daughter didn’t agree and went 
against her mother’s wishes. Lady Beatrice swore she would do whatever she could to break up the 
marriage.’ 
‘Could she kill her own daughter?’ Owen asked. 
‘I don’t know but can’t imagine she would do that, but that is another question we will have to answer. I 
must go so I’ll catch you later. I’ll have a chat to Walsh and see what he can tell me about it all,’ he said 
leaving the office with the manilla folder. 

*** 
Scott and Vincent stood on the other side of the two way mirror looking at Walsh sitting at the table in 
the incident interview room. Scott had before him a copy of the forensic report Donna gave him and a 
background report on Walsh. Walsh was an acute businessman, worth around fourteen million pounds, 
his transport business was making money hand over fist with very little debt. He had known Claire 
Walsh for seven months, meeting her at a government policy dinner. It seems they were seated together 
and to others it was love at first sight. 
Scott closed the files, picked them up and walked out of the narrow observation room with Vincent 
following. When they entered the interview room Chief Superintendent Knowlan entered the 
observation room. 
‘Mister Walsh. I see your solicitor is here today. Mister Danilov nice to see you,’ Scott said sitting in front 
of Walsh and Vincent in front of the solicitor. He opened the documents before him, taking his time 
before looking up. He sensed the anxiety and frustration by his fidgeting and huffing and puffing Walsh 
made. 
‘Tell me Mister Walsh of the altercation you and Lady Beatrice had on the day of your wedding?’ 
‘There’s nothing to tell Chief Inspector, nothing at all, just a misunderstanding,’ Walsh replied. 
‘I think it was more that Mister Walsh. Her Ladyship threatened to destroy your marriage to Claire, to 
make it fail. And why was that, what did she have against you?’ Scott said. 
Knowlan shuffled and rock backwards and forwards in the observation room. He was unhappy with 
Scott’s questioning as if he accusing her Ladyship, which if word got out that he was party to ridiculing 
Lady Beatrice he could say goodbye to promotion. 
‘Lady Beatrice is a proud woman. She was angry that I only gave Claire seventy five thousand pounds for 
the wedding reception. I explained that I didn’t see the value in spending more than that, and Claire 
agreed with me. Lady Beatrice wanted to invite politicians, Dukes, Barons, and even suggested Royalty. It 
meant I would have to provide security and guards for all the Ministers, Dukes and Duchesses, and God 
knows who else. It was going to cost a half a million pounds so these people can eat and drink at my 
expense. Sorry, I don’t play that game and Claire agreed. We just wanted a simple wedding. That’s reason 
for our argument.’ 
‘It is a bit late for her to fight with you on the day of the wedding, isn’t it Mister Walsh. Maybe you 
argued about something else. Something more personal and against you?’ 
‘I don’t know what you mean Inspector. What else would she argue about. She wanted a wedding that 
satisfied her ego and one which I wasn’t prepared to fund.’ 
‘Isn’t it true she didn’t want you marrying her daughter. You weren’t good enough were you for the 
daughter of the aristocracy. Claire rejected you urged on by her mother. So you went about to pay your 
mother-in-law back by killing her daughter. You gave Claire the poison in her bedtime drink. Isn’t that so 
Mister Walsh?’ Scott shouted. It was time to shake this man’s tree and see what falls out. 
‘No! You’re wrong. We wouldn’t have got married if Claire rejected me. And I didn’t kill Claire to get 
back at Beatrice for what she said…’ 
‘So, Mister Walsh it wasn’t about the money after all was it?’ 
‘Officer, take Mister Walsh back to his cell.’ 
The officer tapped Walsh on the shoulder and escorted him out of the interview room. Walsh’s solicitor 
hurried out after them. Scott and Vincent collected their paperwork and were about the leave. 
‘So, Scott have you charged Walsh and if not why not?’ Chief Superintendent Knowlan said coming into 
the interview room. He closed the door to keep their discourse private. 
‘No Sir, not exactly. I don’t have the sufficient proof, not enough for the criminal prosecution. With a 
good Barrister he will blow us out of the water making us look like fools. The police will be laughed at by 
the community, is that what you want?’ 



 

 

‘Of course I don’t. What do you take me for?’ 
‘Well Sir, what do you want me to do. I still need to prove how he did it. It is not just saying, well he was 
there is good enough to convict him, which I can’t accept. If he did it, then I want it to be watertight, 
and want to know how he killed his wife. Because at the moment I have no idea,’ Scott said. 
‘You are not sure he did it are you? So who else do you have as suspects?’ 
‘Walsh, Ellis-Carne, Violet Burbridge, and Lady Beatrice,’ Scott said. 
‘Are you mad! Why is Lady Beatrice a suspect? You will destroy our careers,’ he said. He walked around 
the room with his hands behind his back deep in thought. 
‘Keep me in the loop, and don’t do anything without telling me first, understand?’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Scott replied. 
Knowlan left the room ashen face. Scott and Vincent followed him out and headed for the incident 
room. 
‘Here Neville, take these. I want to speak to Doctor Owen.’ 

*** 
 ‘Doctor Owen. Can you spare me a minute?’ Scott said on entering her office. 
‘I wish you would call me Donna. It would be easier,’ she said. 
‘I prefer we keep it professional if you don’t mind. I don’t want people to get the wrong impression, you 
know what I mean?’ 
‘Yes I do Inspector. What can I do for you?’ 
‘I just finished interviewing Walsh. He still asserts that he didn’t kill his wife. I put to him that he did it in 
retaliation to Lady Beatrice’s objection to him marrying Claire, and hinted that Claire agreed. Now, I 
have a theory I’d like to put to you. You can tell me if my theory is fantasy or is plausible.’ Scott said 
sitting in the chair facing her. 
‘Okay, tell me your theory?’ 
‘How long does Phenobarbital remain in the body?’ 
‘It depends on the strength of drug administered. Where are you going with this?’ She said, 
‘Bear with me. Why didn’t Henry wake up when his Claire was convulsing? We haven’t tested Henry’s 
blood have we? Look, I know I’m fishing but because from all reports he loved his wife so much, so why 
didn’t he wake up and tender to her? Was it that he was responsible for murdering her or was it because 
he was drugged and unconscious. Can you see where I’m coming from?’ Scott said. He saw the concern 
on her face. ‘So, are you able to perform a blood test, would it show anything after three days?’ 
‘It wouldn’t hurt but I don’t know how long the body retains Phenobarbital, but I will find out. Okay 
Oliver, leave it with me. How soon do you want to know, it may take a while?’ 
‘If you can find out as soon as you can it would be appreciated and whatever you find it will be 
something we can cross off, and thank you,’ he replied. 
He hurried out of the office and headed for the incident room. They had a lot of work to do before 
visiting Sandell Manor in the morning. Neville and Lindsay were at their desks looking through the guest 
statements and checking the consistency of the information and spotting any differences the guests 
reported. 
‘Listen up. Tomorrow we will pay a visit to the Manor. First, we will search Claire’s room again, then the 
house, and after that the grounds. Lindsay, I want four officers assigned, four should be enough, to 
search the grounds?’ Scott said coming into the room. 
‘There is a lot of ground to cover Sir. I would prefer we take six officers else we will be there late into 
night,’ Thompson replied. 
‘All right, I’ll let you organise the detail. I want them to search in every nook and cranny, no stone 
unturned.’ 
‘Yes Sir. I’ll go and organise it with Emilia, she will know which officer is best to choose,’ Thompson 
replied, and hurried out of the room. 
‘Neville. You and I will go through the Manor with a fine tooth comb,’ Scott said. 
‘Anything in particular we’re looking for?’ Vincent asked. 
‘Anything that can give us a clue to solve this murder. And, silver goblets. Let’s prove one way or the 
other they don’t exist.’ 



 

 

‘Sir. Six officers have been assigned to us tomorrow. Emilia had to do some juggling but we have the 
best officers, two females and four males. Emilia assures me they are the best for the job,’ Thompson 
said coming into the room. 
‘Right. Let’s call it a night and make sure you both are on your toes tomorrow. We may have only one 
chance at this. Got it? Now I have to get a warrant for the search without the Chief Superintendent’s 
knowledge,’ he said, and seeing their looks, ‘Yes I know it can backfire but I can’t see Knowlan agreeing 
to a warrant on the Manor, can you? So on our way out I’ll ask Emilia for help. If anyone can do it she 
can. Let’s go, see you in the morning. Good night.’ 
They packed up and left the room. He followed them out and as they left the station he went over the 
Sergeant Griffin. ‘Sergeant Griffin. Do you have a moment?’ Scott said strolling up to the counter. 
‘Yes Inspector, how can I help?’ 
‘I need a warrant to search Sandell Manor tomorrow.’ 
‘Does the Chief Superintendent know about it. You are aware of the politics around this?’ 
‘Yes Sergeant, I am well aware of the situation, but he wouldn’t agree to a request for a warrant, so I’ll do 
it my way. It is the only way I can make any progress, can you help?’ He asked. 
‘Leave it with me Inspector, but I can’t promise anything.’ 
‘I appreciate your help Sergeant. See you in the morning, good night,’ he said. He left the station and 
hurried to his car and drove home. 

*** 
Detective Constable Lindsay Thompson arrived at the station early next morning. She wanted to show 
the Inspector she was as good as Vincent in policing and capable of detective work. If she can receive a 
good report on this case she will qualify to undertake her Sergeant’s exam, so will she do her best to 
prove herself worthy. 
‘Lindsay. You have come in early this morning. What did you do, fall out of bed?’ Vincent said coming 
into the incident room. 
‘Good morning Sergeant, no I didn’t fall out of bed. I thought it was best to be ready to tackle the 
Manor today. We won’t be welcome there, you know that, don’t you?’ 
‘Whether we’re welcome or not is not our problem. We’ll do what we have to do and follow orders,’ he 
said taking his coat off putting it on the back of his chair. 
‘Good morning team! And, what’s not your problem, Detective Sergeant?’ Scott said hanging up his coat. 
‘Lindsay and I were discussing the Manor Sir. Lindsay said we wouldn’t be welcome there, so, I said 
whether we’re welcome or not is not our problem. We have a job to do and we will do it.’ Vincent 
replied. 
‘Yes, you are both on the mark. We won’t be welcome and we do have a job to do, bringing a killer to 
justice. So, what have we got so far?’ Scott said sitting in front of the whiteboard. Lindsay had stuck a 
picture of Henry standing beside Claire. Below this were photos of Claire with Lady Beatrice, then with 
Thomas Ellis-Carne. Lindsay then added photos of Graeme Hobday, Georgina Jones, William Donovan, 
and Violet Burbridge. She wrote, with the black marker, their names under their photo then with a red 
marker, she drew an asterisk against the names of Henry, Thomas, and Violet and standing back from 
her handiwork she turned to Scott and Vincent looking for their praise. 
‘Good work Thompson… Now Henry Walsh. We know he had the opportunity and the means, but I 
doubt he killed his wife. My view is if he changed his mind on marrying Claire, why would he have gone 
through with the wedding, because it had cost him a fortune for the wedding breakfast.’ 
‘Yes Sir. I heard they had so much food and drink, they could have fed an army,’ Thompson said. 
‘Yes, that aside. So, what motive would Thomas Ellis-Carne have in all this?’ Scott said walking up to the 
whiteboard. ‘In his statement he said he saw no one near the stairs when they danced the bridal waltz. If 
anything, and that would have been the best opportunity to take the mead to their bedroom when 
everyone’s attention was watching the couple dance. Anyone disagree?’ Scott said. 
‘Excuse me Inspector,’ Sergeant Griffin said coming into the incident room. 
‘Yes, Sergeant? What is it?’ 
‘Sir, here is your warrant for the Manor,’ she said handing Scott the document. 
‘Thank you. I owe you one Sergeant.’ 
‘And, Chief Superintendent Knowlan wants to see you. He is not happy.’ 
‘Thanks, I’ll come now. You two get everyone ready to go to the Manor. I shouldn’t be long.’ 



 

 

Scott stopped outside the Chief Superintendent’s closed door and heard his voice, it sounded submissive. 
He waited till the Chief Superintendent stopped talking before knocking. 
‘Come!’ Knowlan shouted. Scott entered to see the Chief Superintendent standing with his back to him 
looking out the window. 
‘You wanted to see me Chief Superintendent?’ 
‘Yes! I’ve just had a call from the Chief Constable. He is not happy with the performance so far on this 
case. Why haven’t you charged Walsh for murder of Claire Walsh? You are disobeying orders. Let me tell 
you Inspector, you’re walking a fine line.’ 
‘Sir, I have Walsh in cells at this moment. I still don’t have the evidence to prove he committed or is 
implicated in the murder. We have forty eight hours than I must charge him or let him go. I have less 
than two days to charge him and he’ll remain in cells till we prove whether he is guilty or not.’ 
‘So how are you going to prove he is guilty?’ Knowlan said sitting at his desk. He wanted the case closed. 
It was making him look bad as a leader in the eyes of his superiors, and this will be a terrible mark 
affecting his promotion prospects. 
‘We’re about to continue our search for more evidence and confident we will find something by the end 
of the day,’ Scott said. 
‘All right, but I don’t want to hear of any complaints of harassment from Lady Beatrice, do you 
understand. Her friendship with the Chief Constable gives her leverage to impede your investigation and 
therefore our integrity.’ 
‘Yes Sir, I’ll try to stay out of her way. That’s my only promise. Now can I and my team do our job?’ 
Scott replied. 
‘Go Inspector. And, remember don’t rock the boat.’ 
Scott nodded and left Knowlan’s office as fast as he could, and had wasted enough time. He saw, from 
the discussion, how weak his Chief Superintendent tended to be weak when challenged. He did not 
support of his officers, which was a shame, because he was once a well-respected officer before his 
promotion to Chief Superintendent. 
Scott hurried out to his officers. They were waiting for him in the car park. ‘All right you lot, let’s move,’ 
he said getting in his car. 
The group made good time. The traffic was light for once on the road to the Sandell Manor Estate. 
Vincent sat in the passenger seat. Scott wondered why he wasn’t asked what happened in the Chief 
Superintendent’s office., but sensed Vincent’s curiosity growing as they neared Sandell Manor. 
‘How was the Chief Superintendent Sir?’ Vincent asked when Scott parked the car. Scott smiled. 
‘His usual self. Sergeant, Promise me that if I am removed from the case, you will attempt to find the 
proof before Walsh is charged with murder. Because if you don’t the prosecution, as things stand, won’t 
have a case to take to court.’ 
‘Don’t worry Sir, I do my hardest, even though I believe Walsh murdered his wife. I can’t prove he did it 
and accept your need for proof. It comes down to justice, doesn’t it Sir. By the way, Sergeant Griffin 
believes, on the information we provided, that the gardener is the killer. It is a stretch in my view, but I 
thought you should know,’ Vincent said. 
‘Thank you for that piece of information. Now let’s find the proof that Walsh did or did not kill his wife. 
If he didn’t, we must find who did. Hopefully, we will find the answer here in the Manor. Inform the 
team not to get tangled in any arguments with Lady Beatrice. She will go out of her way to put us off our 
search and us in a bad light,’ Scott said. They got out of car. ‘Sergeant, when you’re finished with the 
team come and join me at the Manor.’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Vincent replied and hurried to Thompson and the other officers. 



 

 

Chapter Eight 
 
 
 
Scott stood at the Manor’s door and knocked. The day was grey and overcast with a breeze that seemed 
to coming from the Arctic. It didn’t feel like that Spring was just around the corner. He waited for some 
time before Hobday appeared. 
‘Inspector? It’s you? Good morning, how can I help you today?’ Hobday said. He balked at seeing Scott 
at the door. 
‘Good morning Mister Hobday. I have a warrant to search the manor. If you could be so kind and fetch 
Lady Beatrice please,’ Scott replied. He showed butler the warrant papers. 
‘Inspector, if you please, and wait here while I fetch her Ladyship,’ he said and walked back inside leaving 
the front door open. Vincent joined him when Hobday was fetching her Ladyship. 
‘Yes Inspector! You want to see me? Hobday said you have a search warrant to search the Manor is that 
correct? This is outrages. You and your Chief Superintendent won’t hear the end of this!!’ She said 
snatching the warrant papers out of Scott’s hands. She stepped aside after reading the warrant and 
allowing Scott and Vincent to enter the Manor. 
‘I apologise my lady for the inconvenience. But I need to search Claire’s room to determine why Walsh 
or somebody else would kill her. Did she have any enemies or fallouts with friends.’ 
‘No. She was loved by everyone who knew her. Walsh he is the murderer. Why won’t you listen.’ 
‘I need evidence and what I have so far is not enough to convict him,’ Scott replied. From the corner of 
his eye he saw Violet watching them from behind the living room door. He turned in her direction but 
she disappeared. Now why would Violet eavesdrop and hurry off like that? He will have to talk to her 
before he leaves today. 
‘The Chief Constable said the mug you found in the boot of his car is enough to convict him. So, that is 
good enough for me. I want him hanged Inspector, and that’s what will happen,’ she said. ‘Hobday will 
take you Claire’s room, I will be in the living room if you need me to speak to me.’ She walked off 
leaving Scott and Vincent with Hobday. 
‘Inspector if you will follow me. My Ladyship’s instructions are to show you to Miss Claire’s room. I’m 
sorry, but, on her Ladyship’s instructions, I must remain with you while you conduct the search of her 
room,’ Hobday said, looking abashed. 
‘Very well. Lead the way Hobday,’ Scott replied. 
They followed Hobday up the wide staircase, the red carpet had faded in places and the brass carpet 
fittings looked tarnished and many of the stays holding in place were loose and one had to be careful not 
to trip. Inside Claire’s room Hobday opened the curtains to let in the light from outside. It didn’t 
improve the light in the room. Hobday stood by the door watching them with glazed eyes as they search 
through the Claire’s dressing table drawers and writing desk. He wondered what evidence they could be 
looking for as evidence. In the living room, he listened to her Ladyship’s instructions and heard the 
discussion so he could verify what was said if it was required at a later date. 
‘Hobday! Do you know the story of the Newton’s family silver goblets?’ 
‘Yes Sir. It is an old tradition, introduced by Sir Charles’s grandfather before I came to serve in the 
Manor when I was sixteen.’ 
‘And it still continues today, does it?’ 
‘Of course Sir. I organised the goblets for Miss Claire and Mister Walsh myself. Had them engraved 
before giving them to her Ladyship. Why do you ask?’ Hobday said. 
Vincent, was on his haunches looking inside the beside cabinet drawer and when he heard Hobday’s 
admission to the goblets presence. So the Inspector was right. Could Walsh be telling the truth after all? 
And where were the goblets now, they definitely weren’t at Sandhill? He looked over to Scott, with his 
head inside the top of the writing desk, bobbed up and glanced back. Undaunted, Scott stood and gave 
Vincent the knowing look. 
‘How old are you Hobday? Sorry, I don’t mean to offend but if you were sixteen when you came to the 
Manor it would have been some time ago?’ 



 

 

‘No offence taken Inspector. I am going on fifty four and I will have been here serving this family for 
thirty eight happy years.’ 
‘I can see you are proud of your work here. Where are Miss Claire’s and Mister Walsh’s goblets now?’ 
Scott asked. He now was looking to confirm what Walsh’s had been telling them all this time. He needed 
to find them and Hobday was the key. 
‘I believe the police have them Inspector,’ Hobday said. He saw the two men look at each other and 
knew he had said too much. 
Scott did not continue to question Hobday sensing the butler realized he had said too much and didn’t 
know what to do and what would happened. So, who took the goblets and where are they now? Did 
Walsh hide them, and did one of them contain the poison that killed Claire Walsh. ‘Sergeant. I think we 
are done here. We will join the others outside. Thank you for your help Hobday. We will see ourselves 
out.’ Scott said leading Vincent out and down the stairs and outside. 

*** 
 ‘Well that was an interesting discussion with the butler. I do believe he realizes that he said too much 
and won’t tell her Ladyship, I’m hoping, so not to get into bother. I’d hate to be in his shoes when her 
Ladyship hears what he told us,’ Scott said. 
‘He was a big help. Inspector, it coincides with what Walsh has been saying all along,’ Vincent said. 
They stepped out onto the Manor grounds where they saw Thompson and the other officers were 
searching. They were standing around the Manor’s gardener’s shed. 
‘Inspector! I was just coming to fetch you. I think we found the poison,’ Thompson said pointing to the 
shed well away from the Manor. 
‘Where did you find the poison?’ 
‘In the Gardener’s shed Sir. We found an old five gallon tin under the bench. It was covered with hessian 
bags,’ Thompson replied. 
She led Scott and Vincent to the shed at the back and a distance from the Manor. 
An officer was waiting outside the shed and stepped aside when the three detectives came towards him. 
Scott could see the young officer shivering from the cold that had set in since their arrival. The fog 
instead of dissipating had begun to rise again. ‘Get yourself in the car and get warm,’ he said to the 
officer on entering the shed. Thompson and Vincent followed him inside and let the young officer hurry 
out to the car. The officer as he hurried away blew in his hands to warm them. 
‘So, where is the tin?’ Scott said. 
‘It is under here,’ Thompson replied lifting the corner of the pile of hessian bags up with a stick. Scott 
bent down and stared at the rusty old tin sitting on the dirt floor. He saw it had a screw top, rusty on top 
but had recently been cleaned. He could just make out the brand name, Paraquat in large letters and the 
words weedkiller below the product name. 
‘I want access to this area barred. No one can enter until forensics examine inside. Looks like we found 
the poison. So now we need to find the perpetrator and what they used to administer the poison. 
Sergeant. Call forensics. I want them here as soon as they can, and have an officer stationed here around 
the clock. We will return to the manor and interview Lady Beatrice and the staff. The other officers will 
come with us and conduct a full search of the Manor, every room will be searched and I mean every 
room.’ 
‘Yes Inspector,’ Thompson said. She hurriedly assigned an officer to stand guard outside the shed and 
rushed after Scott and Vincent. She felt ecstatic that she had found an important piece of evidence. 
Scott was greeted by Hobday with dismay when he opened the Manor door. Hobday avoided looking at 
Scott. 
‘Sorry to disturb you again Hobday, but we now must conduct a search of all the Manor. I will ask you to 
assemble all staff for interview, and we will need access to all rooms including the staff rooms.’ 
‘I must check with her Ladyship first Inspector,’ Hobday replied. His face turned crimson and the pearls 
of perspiration appeared on his bald forehead. 
‘You do what you must Hobday, but it won’t stop our search of the Manor and interviewing of you and 
your staff,’ Scott said. He had to control his frustration at Hobday’s obstruction. Hobday hurried off to 
find Lady Beatrice. 

*** 
 ‘Was anything else found besides the Paraquat in the grounds during your search Detective Thompson?’ 



 

 

‘No Inspector. But the gardener, William Donovan, is complaining that someone is digging up his garden 
beds around the Manor. He showed me a freshly dug area around the Conservatorium. There definitely 
was fresh digging. Many of his flower plants were dug up and left sitting on top of the soil to rot. I took 
photographs of the damage in case he finds the culprit,’ Thompson said. 
‘All right, not sure if it is connected to the murder but one never knows. Anything else?’ Scott said. 
‘No Inspector. It is a huge estate there could be anything hidden out there,’ Thompson replied. 
‘We will leave that for another time. Can you oversee the officers when they search the rooms and when 
you have finished, let me know if you found anything. Neville and I will interview the manor staff and 
hopefully they will tell us something we didn’t know and lead us to the killer. At the moment Mister 
Walsh is becoming the prime suspect and in deep trouble, ’ Scott said. 
Thompson and the officers started their search upstairs while Scott and Vincent headed for the back of 
the manor and the kitchen. They neared the kitchen and saw Hobday and a younger woman sitting at the 
kitchen table talking. They reached the heavy door and knocked before walking inside. 
‘Inspector. I spoke to her Ladyship, and to use her words. Tell the Inspector to do what he has to do but 
he is walking on thin ice. Sorry Inspector, I am only repeating her words,’ Hobday said. 
‘Thank you Mister Hobday. While my officers are searching the manor I need to speak to yourself and 
the staff.’ 
‘Yes Sir. We will help where we can. Georgina has just made the tea. Would you and your detective here 
like a cup?’ 
‘Thank you,’ Scott replied. He and Vincent sat at the table while Georgina hurried to the cupboard and 
fetched an extra two cups. They watched Georgina pour the tea while Hobday finished his tea. 
‘Inspector. This our cook, Georgina Jones,’ he said. ‘You can start with Georgina while I fetch the 
housemaid, Violet Burbridge. I will have to find our gardener, William Donovan, who is somewhere on 
the estate. It may take some time to find him for you,’ Hobday said ready hurrying out of the kitchen. 
Georgina poured their tea and sat down. 
‘Don’t worry with Mister Donovan for now, Hobday. Detective Constable Thompson has already 
spoken to him.’ 
‘Very good Sir. I go and fetch Violet then?’ He replied and left the kitchen. 

*** 
 ‘How can I help you, Inspector. What would you like to know?’ Georgina said crossing her arms on the 
table. Georgina Jones wore a white servants cap over her brown hair. She didn’t look strong for a thirty 
three year old. Vincent noted the thick makeup hiding scars on her face that may have been caused by an 
accident at some point in her life. 
‘What can you tell me about Claire?’ Scott asked. 
‘I haven’t been at Sandell Manor long, so I didn’t know her very well. She seemed a nice young lady,’ she 
said sitting opposite them. 
‘Do you know if she had trouble with anyone. Was she threatened at any time?’ Scott asked. 
‘I never saw or heard of any trouble, but if I may say, she thought the world of Mister Walsh,’ she said. 
‘Thank you Georgina. Is the anything else you can tell me?’ 
‘No Inspector,’ Georgina replied. 
‘Thank you. I may need to talk to you again so do not leave the area without letting the police know.’ 
‘Yes of course, Inspector,’ she said and moved to the kitchen sink. 
Hobday returned with another young woman who Scott assumed was Violet. He saw a confident looking 
woman with cute clear blue eyes which darted back and forth looking at Scott and Vincent giving them a 
welcoming friendly smile. 
‘All right Violet, sit down and answer the Inspector’s questions and without your sarcasm, else her 
Ladyship will tend to you,’ Hobday said. He waited for Violet to sit before he sat at the table. 
‘Hello Inspector. Mister Hobday said you wish to ask me questions, about Claire I expect. It was a shock 
to hear what happened to her. So, how can I help?’ She said. Her bewitching smile caused him concern. 
She smiled at Vincent first, because he was young, Scott presumed. She then turned and smiled at Scott. 
It was plain to both men she was attempting to use her charms using her slim figure to interact with 
them but on her terms. Scott had been in contact with this behaviour before, but unsure if Vincent had 
ever come across this type of manipulation. His fears were unnecessary as both men didn’t react to her 
charms. 



 

 

‘Miss Burbridge, thank you for speaking to us,’ Scott replied. 
‘Please call me Violet.’ 
‘What can you tell me about Claire?’ 
‘If you want the truth. She was a spoiled brat. She treated me like a slave, just like her mother. You see, I 
am the poor cousin and they feed and give me a roof over my head and expect me to kowtow to their 
wants and needs and that is all I get for my troubles. They tolerated me because I am family,’ she said. 
‘So how are you connected to the family?’ 
’My father is her Ladyship’s brother. She gave me this work because my dad was in debt to Sir Charles. 
There was no way he could pay the debt back so they came up with an arrangement. I would be 
employed to service the Newton’s as payment. I will work and receive no wages other than my keep. I 
still have three years to repay my father’s debt. 
‘So, were you and Claire friends, being related?’ Scott asked. 
Violet thought long and hard before she replied. ‘No, I hated her and her family. They are false 
aristocrats and made my parents suffer. They thought they were the kingpins and looked down on 
others. But they are no better than the rest of us, which is even worse. They are capable of murdering 
their own to satisfy the devil within, and if you’re thinking I hurt Claire, no I didn’t hurt my cousin and 
had nothing to do with what happened to her.’ 
‘Is there any one you know who didn’t like her enough to kill her and capable of doing this?’ Vincent 
asked. 
‘I wouldn’t know. The only person who would know is her Ladyship. Best if you ask her,’ she replied. 
Scott watched Violet intently answered Vincent’s question. His instincts told him that Violet knew more 
than she was telling them. He was looking for a break, a word, something that would help them, but 
what was it she was holding back, and why? ‘Thank you Violet for your frankness. We will need to talk to 
you again as with you all, so I’ll ask you all remain in the area. Do not leave without police permission. 
Again, thank you all for your assistance,’ he said. 
He and Vincent left the Manor as it was coming on to evening. Vincent sat in the passenger seat and 
could see as they headed to Minehead, in the distance the grey clouds gathering. Scott seeing the patches 
of rain falling ahead and suspected they will drive into heavy rain. 
‘What did you think of Violet? She didn’t hold back with her answers to our questions?’ Scott asked. 
‘She didn’t tell us everything she knows. I feel she is hiding something. She is conniving and prosecutes 
her own agenda. I have a bad feeling about her Inspector,’ Vincent replied. He felt the same has Scott, he 
just hoped that her secret doesn’t turn out bad for her sake. 
‘Let’s hope we can convince her to tell us all she knows before it’s too late,’ Scott said. 



 

 

Chapter Nine 
 
 
 
‘Good Morning Inspector, Sergeant,’ Lindsay said coming into the incident room. Scott and Vincent 
were at their desks. 
‘Did you sleep in?’ Scott said. Lindsay had always came to the station first. She would go about preparing 
and updating their current investigation documents and files to the current crimes and distribute 
information so everyone was on the same page. He had gotten use to her efficiency, but knew she 
wanted to sit for her Sergeant’s exam, which when she did he knew she would pass. Once she passed the 
exam she would be transferred to another command and he would lose an important member of his 
team. 
‘I never sleep in Inspector. I am late because last night I received a call from the owner of a tea room in 
Withycombe. She told me Alice McGraw is spreading stories about the Witch, Joan Carne, returning to 
the village. Alice said it was Joan who killed Claire Walsh. So I went to the village this morning to speak 
to various shop owners. Many of the older villagers are spooked while the younger generation are 
sceptical about the myth. What are we going to do? It causing people a lot of concern and worry that 
Joan has returned, although many don’t believe the rumour but you can never tell,’ Lindsay said. 
Scott, watched closely by both Vincent and Thompson, stood and paced the floor. This is the twenty 
first century and these myths and legends still are believed by many, so is this marketing ploy to bring 
tourists to the village or to take the attention away from the murder? ‘Lindsay, go with Neville and talk to 
Alice and ask her why she believes this witch is responsible for Claire Walsh’s murder? She may be 
hiding something or she knows something she has withheld from us and is using this hide it from us. Or, 
she protecting someone, don’t let her fob you off. Okay off you go.’ 
‘What about the write up the interviews yesterday Inspector?’ Vincent said. 
‘I can do that. It won’t take long, anyway it will give me time to digest what they said. Lindsay you did 
write up your interview with the gardener, what’s his name,’ Scott said searching through the documents 
in the file. 
‘William Donovan Sir.’ 
‘It’s all right, I got it here,’ he said scanning Donovan’s record of interview. 
Vincent and Thompson hurried out the room. Scott rose from his chair and went over the white board 
and scanned the board grateful that Lindsay, with her analytical brain, had made all the connections to 
the known suspects. His hand reached out for the red marker and with it drew a circle around, first 
Walsh’s photo, and then a circle around Violet’s phot. Lastly, a circle around the photo of Thomas Ellis-
Carne and underlined his name. He stood back studying the connections again. 
Scott hurried out of the room to Donna’s office. He knocked on the door and went inside. Donna sat at 
her desk working through her day to day work. 
‘Doctor Owen. I need you and your team’s help to search Sandell Manor estate. You are aware we found 
an old tin of Paraquat weedkiller yesterday. Have you any analysis for me?’ 
‘No Oliver, the analysis isn’t complete. What do you want us to look for at the Manor, anything in 
particular?’ Donna said. 
‘I am hoping to find the silver goblets. Hobday, the butler, confirmed that they do exist. So, where are 
they and why hide them? I must answer this question and when I do, I’m on the way to solving this 
murder. When can you and the team head out?’ 
‘We could be lucky, the analysis results could arrive in half an hour.’ 
‘I’ll come with you to the Manor. I want to speak to a Violet Burbridge again. She knows more than she 
told us in our interview.’ 
‘Okay, I will let you know when we’re leaving,’ she said. Her attention returned to what she was doing 
when Scott interrupted her. 

*** 
 ‘We’ll follow you in the van Inspector,’ Donna said. 
‘Right, and thank you for dropping everything on my say so,’ Scott said. The day was milder with the 
temperature rising from the 2 degrees overnight and the expected 12 degrees. 



 

 

Scott drove out of the police compound with the two vans close behind. They reached the Manor in 
quick time. He pulled outside the old stone house and directed the forensic team vans to the gardener’s 
shed where the police officer stood waiting outside. Scott was relieved that the tape and lock kept 
intruders out of the shed was secure and as they left it yesterday, and pleased that the officer and a 
vehicle remained on guard overnight. 
‘Officer, no trouble last night?’ Scott asked. The officer seeing the forensic teams arrive stood by his 
vehicle. 
‘All quiet last night Sir. The wildlife was noisy. Do you still want me here Sir, it’s been a long night.’ 
‘Thanks, go and get some sleep they will take it from here,’ Scott said. The officer got in the vehicle and 
drove off. 
‘So, what do we have here?’ Donna asked. The team unloaded their equipment. 
‘The tin with the Paraquat weedkiller is in there,’ he said pointing in the shed. ‘I want fingerprints and 
anything else you can find. Then I want all the stable and outbuildings checked. I want you to search for 
two silver goblets that could have been hidden somewhere on the estate. I know this is a large area but I 
need to find these items which may contain the poisonous concoction that killed Claire Walsh. And 
anything else you can find that will identify the killer, ’ Scott said. ‘I will be up at the Manor talking to 
Violet Burbridge and her Ladyship if you need me.’ 
‘You heard the Inspector,’ Donna said, and entered the gardener’s shed with the police photographer. 
Two scene of crime officers followed the photographer into the shed. Doctor Levina Fitzgerald with the 
video recorder operator, the spare police photographer, and two scene of crime officers hurried towards 
the stables and outbuildings. 
Scott made his way to the Manor angry with himself he didn’t bring his Sergeant with him. He rang the 
Manor bell. It had turned chilly and he couldn’t wait to get inside and out of the cold. So much for the 
weather forecast, wrong again, he thought. At least it wasn’t raining. A Screeching Owl called from the 
forest on the estate which sent shivers up his spine. The door opened and as usual Hobday stood 
greeting him with an unwelcoming look. 
‘Good Morning Hobday, is her Ladyship here?’ 
‘Inspector. Good morning Sir. Her Ladyship is in London visiting her solicitor.’ 
‘When will she be back?’ 
‘In a day or so, Inspector. Can I assist you in any way?’ Hobday said. 
‘Yes Hobday, you can. I want to speak to Violet please. Is she here?’ 
‘Yes Sir she is, please come in,’ Hobday said. ‘I will call her for you,’ he said leading Scott to the kitchen. 
Georgina was standing at the bench cutting carrots, potatoes, and pumpkins, a pot was on the stove 
along with the kettle with its spout giving off steam into the air. 
‘Hello Inspector. The kettle’s boiled would you like a cuppa?’ Georgina said taking a cup and saucer from 
the cupboard. 
‘Thank you Georgina, yes please, I need something to warm me up. I am here to see Violet. Hobday has 
gone to fetch her,’ Scott replied. 
‘I haven’t seen her this morning. Her Ladyship missed breakfast today before going to London. I’ve 
looked everywhere for Violet but she is not in the house.’ 
‘I’m sorry Inspector I can’t find Violet anywhere. She failed to give her Ladyship’s breakfast this morning 
and when I see her I will have to give her last warning,’ Hobday said hurrying into the kitchen. 
‘When did you last see her?’ Scott asked. 
‘I saw her just before her Ladyship retired. I think it was before supper when I saw her last. She was 
going out the door.’ Hobday said. 
‘I saw her here when we had supper at about six o’clock. She was very happy about something, hinting 
she was coming into money. But I know that her family are poor unless her boyfriend had a lot of 
money. I was certainly surprised by the way she acted,’ Georgina said. 
‘Thank you both. I’ll go and see how the team are getting on outside. The estate is being searched 
including the stables and outbuildings. I will explain to her Ladyship when she returns.’ Scott said. He 
wondered if Violet could be responsible for the Claire’s poisoning? ‘Please ask Violet to call me on this 
number as soon as she returns,’ he said handing Hobday his business card. 
‘Yes Inspector. Is there anything else?’ 



 

 

‘No thank you, and I will see myself out,’ Scott said leaving the kitchen. Violet disappearing meant he 
will have to search for her. Who knows where she’s gone. Did they know the boyfriend’s name and 
address? The sting of the cold air irritated him as he walking out making his way back to the gardener’s 
shed. Donna and her team were still taking forensic samples when he reached the shed. 
‘Find anything?’ He said. 
One of Doctor Levina’s scene of crime officers came racing towards them. ‘Inspector, Doctor Owen! 
You need to come and see this. We found a woman dead in the stables,’ he said. 
‘Finish off here,’ Donna Owen said to her team gathering up her equipment and ran after Scott and 
officer. 
They entered the stables and there at the back wall they saw Levina and her team tending to a body 
sitting up against the back wall. Scott hurriedly put on shoe protectors and waited while Donna joined 
Levina. While he scan the barn and saw the empty stables that were clean and presentable. A large horse 
poked its head out of the box looking at the commotion around it and soon returned to eating its chaff 
without a care. The stables looked to have two horses in well-kept boxes while the other four boxes had 
hay stacked inside along with saddles and other equine accessories. Doctor Fitzgerald, on her haunches, 
and Donna waited for the police photographer to finish taking photos of the victim. Scott waited 
catching a glimpse of the woman’s body, he couldn’t see her face, sitting on the ground with her back 
against the wall behind bales of straw. Once the photographer finished and moved away. Doctors Owen 
and Fitzgerald bent over the body and the motioned to one of the officers. He, to Scott’s repulsion, 
removed a handle out of the body. It was a large wide pitchfork and placed it into a large plastic bag. He 
hurried past Scott with the large four pronged fork to the forensic van. 
‘Inspector, you come over now. It’s a young woman, about twenty two years old,’ Donna said. Scott 
moved closer. 
‘It’s Violet Burbridge! She’s Lady Beatrice’s maid. What a way to kill someone… Is it too early to ask 
what time she died? I do know she had supper around six o’clock last night and then went out, 
presumably to meet her boyfriend. No one has seen her since,’ he said. 
‘A rough estimate of the time of death. Her body is in full Rigor mortis and as you can see the body is 
totally frozen. My guess, she has been dead about twelve hours.’ 
‘Which fits in with when she was last seen.’ 
Scott saw the blood covering the body and the dark discoloration on the floor beneath her. He moved 
back and scanned the scene, looking for any clues like; footprints, discarded objects, anything that will 
tell them about the killer. ‘I want a full search of this area. There has to be something the killer left here. 
Where did the pitch fork come from?’ 
‘All the tools were hung on the wall Sir. We’ve dusted the fork for fingerprints, but there are too many 
for us to trace and appears every man and his dog used these tools,’ a forensic officer said. 
‘All right thanks. With Lady Beatrice in London I will have tell the butler. Then I want Violets room 
examined, so I’ll need an officer to assist me.’ 
‘Roger. Will you go with the Inspector, there’s not much more to do here?’ Donna replied. 
‘Thanks Doctor,’ Scott said. He went to the stable entrance and slipped off the shoe protectors and 
hurried, with the officer, to the Manor the forensic officer following. 

*** 
Scott, accompanied by the police officer, knocked on the kitchen door. It was quicker than going in the 
front door. He saw Georgina from the kitchen window standing at the table pounding dough and 
sprinkling flour and pounding again. 
‘Inspector!’ Georgina said, as he entered the kitchen. Georgina’s brown hair was wrapped in a head scarf 
and there was more flour on her apron than what was on the table. ‘What can I do for you. Violet still 
hasn’t come back yet, she must be enjoying herself somewhere and I hate to be in her shores when she 
comes back.’ 
‘Where is Hobday?’ Scott said as he and the officer came into the kitchen. 
‘He is inside,’ she said. 
‘Could you go and tell him I what to speak with you both please,’ he said. 
‘I will get him for you,’ Georgina hurried out of the kitchen. 
Minutes passed when Scott heard an angry exchange between Hobday and Georgina coming from the 
hall outside the kitchen. 



 

 

‘Inspector. I am sorry I did not hear your knock at the front door. My hearing is not so good these days. 
How can I help you?’ Hobday asked. 
‘I didn’t knock on the front door Hobday, so you have nothing to apologise for. We have news of 
Violet.’ 
‘Have you. Well her Ladyship will have words with her when she returns, I suspect. Violet will be asked 
to leave her Ladyship’s service and has been troublesome and insulant of late,’ Hobday said. 
‘I am sorry to tell you that Miss Burbridge was found dead in the stables this morning.’ 
‘Dead! How! She was happy when she left here last night. Are you sure it’s Violet?’ Georgina said tears 
running down her face. ‘She had so many plans. Her young man in Dunster made her happy and when 
she wasn’t in the house this morning my first thoughts were she had stayed with Richie last night.’ 
‘Yes I did too. Violet and this man, Richie Audley, appear to be close but in past days there seemed to be 
a rift between them. He works as a shop assistant in the Village craft shop not far from the Memorial 
Hall in Dunster. So, like Georgina, I thought they had made up. Lately, Violet had been sprouting more 
and more about her coming into money,’ Hobday said. 
‘And where is this money coming from, is it an inheritance?’ 
‘I don’t know, Inspector. Violet never said. She was very secretive,’ Hobday replied. 
‘Could I see Violet’s room, please?’ Scott asked. 
‘Yes, of course you do. I will get you the spare key. She hated anyone going into her room uninvited,’ 
said Hobday rushing out. 
‘Was she involved in an accident Inspector?’ Georgina asked while waiting for Hobday’s return. 
Hobday returned. ‘Here is Violet’s room key. I will take you to her room, it’s on the top floor,’ he said 
leading Scott out. 
Hobday, Scott, and the officer climbed the stairs to the second floor. Scott was puffing, out of breath 
from walking up so many stairs, and promised himself to exercise more. He followed Hobday along the 
dark corridor, the wooden panels absorbing any light that might breached the place. He wondered the 
dread Violet must have felt coming and going from her room. They reached the far end of the corridor 
and stopped at the last door. Hobday opened it and Scott and the officer enter. They stood inside the 
room with Scott scanning around the room looking for anything out of place. All looked normal. On the 
dressing table was a picture of an older couple sitting outside a thatched roof house. In another was a 
young man smiling with the coast behind him. Scott walked over to the window and looking out could 
see the forensic team place and Violet’s body being pushed into the black mortuary van, the same that 
took Claire Walsh from Sandhill Farm. He turned back to the room and with the daylight behind him he 
let his eyes search the small narrow room. 
Roger, the scene of crime officer wearing gloves, started his search. He worked his way through Violet’s 
personal property. Scott also wearing gloves searched the small wardrobe, in which he found five dresses, 
blouses, and long trousers hanging inside. On the bottom shelf he found her travel bag, but it was empty 
and left it in its place. The one three drawer bedside cabinet stood near the window. He opened each 
drawer in turn and removed three letters addressed to her. He found nothing else of significance. 
‘Nothing here Inspector, except for this address book,’ the officer said handing Scott the small address 
book the officer had placed in an evidence bag. 
‘Thanks Roger. We’re finished here. Lock and seal the room Officer. We may need to take another look 
later,’ Scott replied. ‘Give this to Doctor Owen for cataloguing and analysis, and I’ll see you back at 
Minehead.’ 
‘Yes Sir.’ The officer said. 
Scott left the officer to lock and place police tape across the door before following the Inspector 
downstairs and out of the house to join the others of the forensic team. 
‘We are finished here Inspector. You will get the autopsy report as soon as I can and after I examine 
Violet Burbridge,’ Donna said. ‘Levina pack up and let’s get back to Minehead,’ she said and watched her 
team packed their into the vans. They drove leaving Scott, who watched disappear down the gravel road. 
He now had two murders to deal with. Were they connected in some way? First he would have to 
interview the boyfriend in Dunster, but didn’t have time to pay him a visit on his way to Minehead. With 
the Forensic team gone he got in his car, took a quick scan the estate before getting driving off to 
Minehead. 

*** 



 

 

 ‘Well, it’s about time you got back. I had another call from the Chief Constable today. He isn’t happy 
and I can tell you I am not happy either,’ Knowlan said sitting at his desk. ‘I want you to stop looking for 
this phantom poisoner when we both know it was Henry Walsh who killed his wife. No more excuses. 
Charge Henry Walsh with murder and hand over all you have to the prosecutor. He will take him to trial, 
understood?’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Scott replied. 
‘Now, Violet Burbridge’s murder. Where are you at with that case?’ Knowlan asked. He shuffled through 
papers on his desk before opening a file. He scanned it. 
’I have interviewed the Hobday, the Butler and the cook at Sandell Manor. I am about to organise to 
interview her boyfriend a Richie Audley. 
‘Yes, I’m listening,’ Knowlan said continuing to read the paper. 
‘I was on my way to see him when I got your message wanting to see me. This Richie, and Violet were 
having a tiff. Now, whether it got out of hand we are still don’t know Sir.’ Scott said. 
‘All right get on with it first thing in the morning. I want the case closed and perpetrators jailed. 
Minehead is due for an inspection by the Commissioners and I don’t want them finding any open 
investigations to look into when they are here. So close this case as quick as you can. Right, are you 
finished? I have work to do so get on with it Inspector,’ he said. The meeting had finished and Scott left. 
‘Sergeant, did you speak to Alice McGraw?’ Scott said walking in to the incident room. 
‘Yes Sir. She gave us a cock and bull story of this Witch, Joan Carne, who in 1612 after she was buried 
relatives saw her frying eggs and bacon in Sandell Manor. They held an exorcism that supposedly drove 
Joan Carne into the pond. So with that said, they believe that she returns to fry eggs and bacon in a pan 
every now and then.’ 
‘You are joking, aren’t you? Did anyone see this ghost frying eggs and bacon?’ 
‘No Sir. But they found that plate of bacon and eggs in the bridal suite which seems to have sparked this 
myth. What’s interesting is, the Witch had three husbands, a John Newton of Sandell Manor, then within 
weeks of marrying her John died. He was barely in the grave when a Charles Wyndham came and offered 
his hand to Joan and very soon she was leading him down the aisle of the village church. Then he died 
soon after the marrying Joan making her richer than ever. This started the tongues wagging. Soon after 
that a Thomas Carne, hearing of this charming lady came and soon the bridal march was being played in 
the 12th century church of St Nicholas. And again soon after the wedding, Thomas Carne was taken 
seriously ill, even with his relatives protecting him from his wife, Thomas Carne died. So that’s the story 
Sir. I’ve trimmed the story to the essentials. Alice knows Joan the witch’s story inside out, but I believe 
Thomas Ellis-Carne put Alice’s up to tell the story around the village,’ Vincent said. 
’So, did you warn Alice McGraw to stop spreading her version that this witch killing Claire Walsh? Check 
Ellis-Carne’s financial situation. Let’s see what activities he is involved in, somehow he strikes me as a 
troublemaker. Also, we know Beatrice Newton has money issues which Mister Ellis-Carne was quick to 
point out. Her gambling debts were heavy that is when we spoke to him last. I suspect he wants to be the 
Lord of the Manor, but how bad does he want it? does he want it enough to kill? 
Scott paced the floor stopping now and again in front of the white board. ‘If the Manor was to go on the 
market, I’d imagine there will be many high rollers bidding for the property. So, how much can Ellis-
Carne afford to pay and what does he know that we don’t? Go softly asking questions about Ellis-Carne, 
we don’t want to spook him. I have enough issues dealing with Lady Beatrice’s complaints, But we are 
missing something. It’s here staring us in the face and we can’t see it, so make sure you look closely at 
everything, ask questions, and listen.’ Scott said before hurrying out of the room. 

*** 
 ‘Knock, knock,’ Scott said walking in to Donna office. 
’I suppose you’ve come to ask me to tell you what killed Violet Burbridge? Donna said leaving the office 
with Scott hurrying behind her. They went in to the mortuary. Violet’s body lay on the stainless steel 
table, her body except for her head was under a sheet. Scott saw the stitches starting from either side of 
her neck and then continue to become one line on under the sheet. He had seen this before and knew 
the cuts continued down past her abdomen. 
‘So, what’s the verdict?’ He asked. 
‘The pitch fork enter her abdomen, under her stomach region. It went in straight with a lot of force but 
this happened three times. So, whoever did this, did it in a state of rage. We have plenty of fingerprints 



 

 

on the handle, from the Donovan the gardener, Violet, Georgina, Claire, and Beatrice. We can rule Claire 
out, unless she’s returned from the dead, sorry that is in bad taste. But everyone on the estate at one time 
or another used the pitch fork. Unfortunately Oliver, I can’t give you much more,’ she said covering the 
Violet’s head with the sheet. 
‘Looks like we have another dead-end. The Chief Superintendent wants this case closed with suspects 
arrested before the station is audited. He wants no black marks against his leadership as it may harm his 
impending promotion.’ 
‘I didn’t think he was on the list?’ 
‘What list?’ 
‘In the past two years the Chief Constables have complied a list of senior officers who they believe 
would be eligible for promotion. Chief Superintendent Knowlan is not one of them.’ Donna replied. 
‘Well, you are full of surprises, a font of knowledge. I suppose working in London you hear these 
whispers. By the way he has been acting lately he believes he is in the running, and that gave us the 
impression he was being promoted. So, you say he won’t be? How do you know?’ 
‘Let’s say, I heard the whispers from a reliable source.’ 
‘Anyway, it’s none of my concern and I really don’t want to know. Thanks Doctor, I have two murders 
and no definite clues, so I’ll go and grill Henry Walsh. You never know he tell me something he hasn’t 
mentioned before, he might even crack and admit he killed Claire. that would make my life a lot easier,’ 
Scott said and left the room. 
He hurried to the custody Sergeant to ask to see Henry in the interview room. It was late. He was hungry 
and tired. 
‘Come in Mister Walsh, please take a seat,’ Scott said as Henry Walsh entered the interview room. 
‘How many times are you going to ask the same questions. I don’t have to answer any of your questions, 
you know that, don’t you?’ Walsh said sitting opposite Scott. 
‘Yes Mister Walsh I know. But, if you don’t cooperate then I will keep asking till I’m satisfied you’re 
telling me the truth and everything you know.’ 
‘I don’t how much more than what I’ve already told you. I’ve gone over our wedding night again and 
again, and there’s no more to tell,’ Walsh said. He slouched in his chair depressed and feeling abandoned. 
‘Tell me what you know about Violet Burbridge?’ 
‘Violet! What she got to do with Claire’s murder? She wasn’t invited to the wedding. Claire didn’t wanted 
Violet there. She asked Violet to help her getting dressed, Beatrice carried on and wouldn’t allow Violet 
to be anywhere near the wedding. One strange woman that one, but she is my mother-in-law.’ 
‘When did you last see Violet?’ 
‘When I said goodbye to Claire on the Thursday before our wedding. Violet was packing Claire’s clothes 
in the suitcases to take on our honeymoon. She and Claire didn’t seem to get on, something to do with 
Beatrice’s family. Why do you ask?’ Walsh said. 
‘Well there seems to be some animosity between Lady Beatrice and Violet, but no one can give me a 
definite answer as to why? So you can’t give me anything that I can pursue?’ 
‘Sorry Inspector I don’t know what was going on at the house,’ Walsh said. 
‘Officer take Mister Walsh back to his cell,’ Scott said. He followed them out of the interview room and 
walked to the incident room. 
On entering the incident room he saw Donna sitting at his desk. ‘What took you so long?’ She said, 
grabbing an evidence bag. 
‘I had another chat to Henry Walsh. It is still the same story. Is that Violet’s address book and letters?’ 
‘Yes. There are no other fingerprints other than hers, I’m afraid. We are still waiting for results on the 
weedkiller tin, There is so much rust on the can it’s hard to pull fingerprints from, but hopefully I should 
have something for you tomorrow,’ she said leaning back in the chair. ‘Will you join me for dinner 
tonight, nothing elaborate mind you. We could go to a pub?’ 
‘Okay. I was planning to go home and have a sandwich on my own, but since you’re offering, thank you. 
There’s a quiet pub not far from here I think you’ll like,’ he said. 
‘I’ll meet you outside. Do you want to go in separate cars or go in mine?’ She said. He saw her eyes 
glisten with expectation. 



 

 

‘Thanks Donna. but, I think it would be better if we go in separate cars,’ he replied putting the evidence 
bag in the filing cabinet and locked it. ‘Get Henry Walsh to identify Violet. He knows her. Okay I’m 
ready?’ 
‘I have to get my handbag, I’ll only be a minute,’ she said hurrying out the room. 



 

 

Chapter Ten 
 
 
 
 ‘Good morning Inspector. Did you have a good night?’ Vincent asked as Scott came in to the incident 
room. 
‘Yes, I did, thanks,’ Scott replied noticing the smirk on Vincent’s and Thompson’s faces. ‘Why do you 
ask?’ 
‘Just that you look tired when we left last night. Did you sleep well?’ Thompson asked laughing along 
with Vincent. 
‘Okay you two. What’s going on?’ 
‘Nothing Inspector, nothing,’ they replied and went back to their work. 
Scott removed the evidence bag from the filing cabinet and put it on Vincent’s desk. ‘These are Violet’s 
diary and address book and letters. I want you and the Constable to go through them and see want you 
find. Doctor Owen handed them to me last night after Forensic analysis. They only have Violet’s 
fingerprints. Don’t gloss over anything and make sure you follow up. I’m going to call in on forensics 
and hope they can tell me more about the tin of weedkiller. I’ll be there if you need me,’ Scott said 
leaving the room. As he walked to the forensic lab he could hear them laughing. What was all that about? 
The church bells chimed calling parishioners to prayer, he forgot it was Sunday. 
‘Morning Doctor Owen,’ Scott said entering her office. She and her team had finished their daily 
briefing. Doctor Levina and the team filed out the room smiling and smirking as they passed him. He 
looked down to his trousers and checked his fly, all good there. Then he checked if hid socks matched, 
and then looked at his reflection in the glass door, but everything was in order. ‘What’s everyone 
laughing at today?’ He said. 
’You look fine to me Oliver. I ‘ve been getting the same reaction and when I asked. It appears we were 
spotted having dinner in the pub last night. Your Detective Sergeant and Detective Constable came this 
morning with the revelation, and spilled the beans as the saying goes, so, the gossip has gone like wildfire 
around the station. I’m not sure how you feel about it? As far as I’m concerned I am not concerned we 
were just having dinner, true?’ 
‘Yes true, I extend my apologies if you’re offended, but you know how they can jump to conclusions. I’ll 
speak to them later and give them an ear bashing they won’t forget for a long time.’ 
‘Don’t be so harsh with them. Let’s face it, it has lighten the mood around the station. It’s a diversion. 
For the first since coming here, I’ve seen people smiling, so let them have their fun,’ she said. 
‘Okay, so dinner’s on me tonight, that’s if we don’t have another murder. What do you say, it’ll keep the 
tongues wagging?’ 
‘I accept, but only if we are free,’ she said. 
He saw her face redden and wondered if this was a chance to get to know her better. ‘Anyway, I’ve come 
to see if you have received any results on the weedkiller tin?’ 
‘Yes, we got them first thing this morning. They managed to lift four sets of fingerprints, heavily 
smudged, but still identifiable. The first clear fingerprint belongs to the gardener, William Donovan. The 
others are Henry Walsh, Thomas Ellis-Carne, and Lady Beatrice Newton.’ 
‘So, we have the gardener, the bridegroom, her Ladyship, and Ellis-Carne. Why would Thomas Ellis-
Carne need to access the weedkiller. Guess they’re questions I’ll ask and he’ll have to answer. Thanks 
Doc, So, now there is another possible suspect. Ellis-Carne, now how did he have the opportunity, the 
means, and by the time I finish I’ll find whether he had the motive. I call you later,’ he said. The forensic 
staff stared at him and smiled as he walked out of the office. He grew a little taller in that moment as he 
headed for the incident room. 

*** 
 ‘Sergeant!’ Scott said coming into the incident room. 
‘Yes Sir,’ Vincent said looking up from his desk. 
‘I want you to pay Richie Audley a visit and ask him the usual questions. Find out when he saw Violet 
last and how did she act. Get more information on where the money she told everyone she was coming 
into and where it was coming from,’ Scott said. ‘Detective, I want you to take an officer and ask Mister 



 

 

Ellis-Carne to come to the station and keep searching in Violet’s address book. I’m about to interview 
Mister Walsh, so I’ll see you when you both get back.’ He hurried out. 
‘Sergeant Griffin. I need your help. I have to interview Henry Walsh can you assist me?’ 
‘ Yes Sir, I’ll have a Senior Officer take over at the desk.’ 
‘Thank you. Could arrange for Mister Walsh to be shown to interview room one, please.’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ she said hurrying towards Custody Sergeant and the cells. 
Walsh was brought into the room where Scott was waiting with Sergeant Griffin. ‘Mister Walsh. I need 
to ask you an important question,’ Scott said, waiting for Walsh to sit. The room was so quiet one could 
hear a pin drop. 
‘Will my solicitor be coming. I’m not answering any questions till Prokofy gets here.’ 
‘Officer go and see what is keeping Mister Danilov please, if he hasn’t arrived get the officer at the desk 
to ring him on his mobile,’ Scott said. 
‘Let me go I know where to find Danilov’s contact details, it’ll save time,’ Emilia said. She hurried out of 
the room. 
‘Inspector. Mister Danilov has arrived,’ she said returning into the room. 
‘My apologies again Inspector. I am forever taking the wrong road,’ Danilov said and hurriedly sitting 
down beside Walsh. ‘Inspector you can begin.’ 
‘Thank you Mister Danilov, maybe it is a good idea you buy a road map. But we have business to attend 
to at the moment. Mister Walsh, we found your fingerprints on a weedkiller tin we found in a gardener’s 
shed on the Sandell Estate. It is the same poison that killed Claire your wife,’ Scott said. Sergeant Emilia 
Griffin sat beside him frantically taking notes. It had been a long time since she assisted in a suspect 
interview. Both Scott and Emilia observed Walsh’s reaction to the news of his fingerprints being found 
on a can of weedkiller. ‘How do you explain your fingerprints on the tin Mister Walsh?’ 
‘Really don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t remember holding a tin of weedkiller. I’m sorry 
Inspector, but I don’t know,’ Walsh said. 
‘The last time I saw Claire was on the Thursday before the wedding, She and Beatrice were in the garden, 
yes near the garden shed you mentioned, Beatrice asked me to help her with a tine which I took to the 
conservatory because it looked untidy with so many weeds and dead branches. So I held the tin, I don’t 
even know what it was because I was talking to Claire. Then at the garden shed, Beatrice handed me the 
tin and asked me to pour it and tap water into a spray bottle. She hurried off to her conservatory and I 
left with Claire for Afternoon tea in Dunster. It was no use asking me to kill weeds, and Beatrice knew 
that, I wouldn’t know one weed from another so I just left it to her. If that’s the tin I touched then yes, I 
touched the weedkiller tin,’ Walsh replied. 
‘Why did she ask you to pour the weedkiller in the spray bottle and not her gardener, isn’t that what he is 
there for?’ 
‘You will have to ask her. Her prints would’ve been in the tin as well not only mine. Because she handed 
me the tin.’ 
‘Yes, they were. So where did you pour the weedkiller in the spray bottle exactly?’ 
‘Just outside the garden shed door. William was nowhere to be seen, which I found was strange, because 
he was always running around telling me not to touch this flower or that one, used to drive me up the 
wall. Maybe she didn’t want the plants there that he wanted, I don’t know. She did say she would be 
digging and planting something special there to remember our wedding, which I thought was a white flag 
and our relationship was on the improve.’ 
‘Thank you Mister Walsh. That’s all for now,’ Scott said. 
‘Can I go back home now. I still have my wife’s funeral to arrange and I’ve answered all your questions 
truthfully. I can’t see why you are keeping me here.’ 
‘No Mister Walsh. I can’t let you go. We’ve extended your stay for another forty eight hours. If we don’t 
charge you at the end of the forty eight hours then you can leave on bail,’ Scott said. He and Griffin left 
the interview room while Walsh was escorted back to his cell with Danilov following him. 
‘Thank you Sergeant, I appreciated you help,’ he said taking her notes and putting them on his desk. 
‘My pleasure Inspector, happy to help. Would you mind if I gave you my opinion of this investigation?’ 
‘No I wouldn’t mind at all. I would like a fresh point of view. So, what is your feeling?’ He said. 
‘Well Sir, I don’t believe Walsh did it,’ she said and put up her hand seeing he was about to interrupt. ‘I 
tell you why Sir. Walsh is a planner and if he planned this crime then why would he do it when he is the 



 

 

only one there when she dies. Sorry, but it doesn’t make sense, as from all accounts he was deeply in love 
with his wife, he would not have put himself in that position unless they had a death pact of some sort. 
To kill Claire when you’re alone with her is a big stretch when you think about Sir, really,’ she replied. 
‘Yes I agree Sergeant, but you forget it could be one big bluff on his part. Something so illogical as killing 
someone when the proof is that you were the only other person there. Logic will also say you killed them 
as no else was there. Then there is Lady Beatrice and the Chief Constable who are convinced that Walsh 
is the murderer. How the Chief Constable knows that I don’t know. I have to be cognisance of his 
requests even though I am trying to prove Walsh’s innocence because like you I don’t believe he did it 
either.’ 
‘Well Sir, I leave you to it, good luck. Maybe you will get some joy when Neville and Lindsay get back,’ 
she said. He watch her leave, grateful someone else thought like he did. He sat down in front of the 
white board. The links were increasing but still nothing to point to the murderers. One thing they had 
not asked was whether there were two murderers or just one? 

*** 
 ‘Hello Sir,’ Vincent said coming into the room. 
‘Ah Sergeant, you’re back. What did Richie Audley say? Is his that his real name or is Richie a nickname?’ 
Scott replied. 
‘Richie, his real name is Richard but his parents shortened it to Richie. He was interesting to talk to, and 
told me he and Violet broke up on Monday the day after Claire’s death. And, the breakup was instigated 
by Violet herself who told Richie she had come into a lot of money that will lift her into high society. 
When I pressed him further he said he didn’t know where the money was coming from or who it 
belonged to, but Violet was sure she was coming into a lot of the money.’ 
‘No one at the Manor knew anything about any money. So, where was the money coming from and from 
who?’ Scott said. 
‘Richie didn’t know, and I believe him. He is a softy and I’m sure Violet lead him by his nose. He said he 
loved Violet and they had planned to marry. He was a mess this morning and he has an understanding 
who is helping him through the man’s trauma,’ Vincent replied. 
‘Have a look at Violet’s finances. Hopefully you’ll find a money trail. I asked Lindsay to bring Thomas 
Ellis-Carne here. Doctor Owen found his fingerprints on the weedkiller tin, so he needs to explain why 
and when he handled the weedkiller.’ 
‘Sir, I’ve got Thomas in the interview room waiting,’ Lindsay said coming into the incident room. 
‘That was quick, did he give any problems?’ 
‘No Sir,’ she replied. 
‘Do we still have a guard outside the bridal suite?’ 
‘Yes Sir, a very bored officer.’ 
‘Okay, I’ll get Emilia to send a relief officer to relieve him. Thanks Lindsay, and you will join me at 
Mister Ellis-Carne’s interview. By the way, do we know what his connections are to this Joan Carne?’ 
‘Records show his father is a direct descendent of Thomas Carne’s family, he was the last of Joan Carne’s 
husbands. He has always maintained that he should be the lord of Sandell Manor. I don’t know any more 
than that Inspector,’ Vincent said. 
‘I’ll go and see Emilia before I forget about our bored officer, I won’t be long,’ Scott said hurrying out of 
the room. 
‘Sarge, has the boss said anything about, you know, seeing Doctor Owen and him at the pub,’ Lindsay 
asked. 
‘No, not a word. I expected to be told off well and good by now. I first expected a dressing down when I 
returned from Dunster, but nothing happened. Maybe he hasn’t heard,’ Vincent said. 
‘Or, he is waiting to the right moment to get us back.’ 
‘We will just have to wait and see when and what he does, and whatever he thinks up to punish us we 
will have to accept,’ Vincent replied. 
‘Right Lindsay, you ready,’ Scott said coming in. He went to his desk and picked up Ellis-Carne’s file. 
‘Yes Sir,’ Lindsay said following him out to the interview room. 

*** 
 ‘Sorry to keep you waiting Mister Ellis-Carne,’ Scott said sitting down and turned on the tape machine. 
‘Interview with Mister Thomas Ellis-Carne, at eleven forty five, tenth of March… Mister Ellis-Carne, I 



 

 

must warn that you are not obliged to say anything unless you wish to do so, but what you say may be 
put in writing and given in evidence. Do you understand?’ 
‘Yes Inspector,’ Thomas replied. 
‘We found your fingerprints on a rusty tin containing Paraquat weedkiller that is the poison that killed 
Claire Walsh,’ he said pushing a document showing a copy of his fingerprints towards Ellis-Carne. ‘Can 
you explain why your fingerprints are on the tin Mister Ellis-Carne, and when you handled the tin?’ Scott 
asked. 
‘I needed to kill some weeds at the Sandhill Farm. I went and asked Donovan so he gave me a small 
amount to use. That was before Claire’s wedding and was the one and only time I touched that damn tin. 
I hate using poison but in this case her Ladyship kept hounding me to do something about the weeds. 
She said I was trying to embarrass her in front of her friends,’ Thomas said. 
‘When was this?’ 
‘About two weeks ago. Lady Beatrice and Claire came and finalized the reception numbers and choose 
the menu. She carried on so much about the weeds I could have killed her right then and there… I 
shouldn’t have said that, sorry. I had nothing to do with Claire’s death, cross my heart,’ he said making 
an ‘X’ with his hand across his chest. 
There was a knock on the door. Vincent opened the door. Excuse me Sir. Can I see you for a moment?’ 
‘Interview postponed,’ Scott said turning the tape machine off. He hurriedly left the room leaving 
Lindsay with Ellis-Carne. 
‘What is it?’ Scott asked. Vincent handed him two spreadsheets. On the top sheet of the first sheet was 
the name Thomas Ellis-Carne in the header, and on the second sheet’s header was Violet Burbridge’s 
name. Each sheet had a list of money transactions over the past twelve months. 
‘So, what have we got here?’ Scott asked. 
‘These are the financial reports of Ellis-Carne, man that is a mouthful, and the other is Violet’s. Violet 
was broke without a penny to her name, so all this talk of coming into money wasn’t true or hadn’t 
happened. I can’t find anywhere of her coming into an inheritance, but she told the bank manager she 
was expecting a large sum of money she will be depositing next month,’ Vincent said. 
‘Somebody must know something. When Lindsay talked to the staff at the Manor they said they didn’t 
know anything. I want you to ask again what they know about this money. It has to be a clue,’ Scott said. 
‘If you go now you won’t be too late, I’ll be here waiting for you.’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Vincent replied and left. 
‘What about Ellis-Carne?’ 
‘Totally the opposite Sir. He has holdings, land investments, and small farms who are managed by 
tenants. They pay him a percentage of their crop or income and provide him with a substantial income. 
He spends very little, and the rumour is he’s saving to buy back his ancestral home.’ 
‘Did he and Violet have contact with each other?’ 
‘Not that I can see Inspector. They rarely met or were seen with each other, other than he saying hello 
when Violet came into the Village. That is as far as their relationship went,’ Vincent said. ‘I did took the 
opportunity and looked into Lady Beatrice’s finances, and this was an eye opener. From what I can 
gather, looking at this list,’ he said holding up a spreadsheet. She is in hock up to her ears. She is a 
chronic gambler and owes a fortune to a casino owner on Soho. This is where Ellis-Carne comes into the 
picture. He is preying on the fact that Lady Beatrice is in so much debt that he can buy her out, but there 
is no guarantee he can outbid some of the highflyer’s, who will see Sandell Manor as the crown on their 
brand, if it went to an auction,’ Vincent said. 
‘Yes, but the question we have to ask is he involved with Claire’s murder?’ Scott replied. 
‘I don’t know Sir. He has a motive, but don’t think he would go that far.’ 
‘Not sure how long I and Lindsay will be with Ellis-Carne. You better get going and don’t let them fob 
you off, make them answer your questions Sergeant. I better get back and finish interviewing. Send me a 
message when you’re leaving Sandell Manor. Off you go. It’s five o’clock now,’ Scott replied. 
Vincent hurried off and Scott returned to the interview room. 

*** 
 ‘Oh! You’re still here Inspector? Sorry I took so long, but they fiddled about saying nothing. In the end I 
realised either they didn’t know anything and all they’ve told us about Violet showing off may have been 
in her imagination,’ Vincent said. 



 

 

‘Thanks for coming back. Yes I had the same feeling when they told us, but her boyfriend, Richie 
Audley, has also mentioned she was expecting to come into money so there may be some truth in it. 
Someone promised her money, why? Was it to keep her quiet about something she saw or heard. We’ll 
keep an open mind for now. Get yourself home and I’ll see you tomorrow,’ Scott said. 
‘Good night, Inspector,’ he replied and left. 
Scott remained at his desk. His thought of his father’s and the process he had seen him use so often that 
always resulted in solving the crime. But, Scott was struggling with this case and his father’s shadow there 
looking over him. He felt that he couldn’t solve this case his first at leading a team. They were watching 
him. Waiting for him to fail yet his team looked to him to show them the path in solving this mess, but 
he just couldn’t do it. 
‘You’re still here Oliver? Are you all right?’ Donna said poking her head in the incident room. 
‘Yes, Yes, I’m all right thanks. What are you still doing here?’ 
‘I came back to check something. You look strange, what’s wrong Oliver? You look like you lost your 
best friend. Can I help?’ 
‘Well if you must know, it’s this case. I’m getting nowhere fast. Everyone is watching me, waiting for me 
to fail. That’s the trouble walking in your father’s footsteps. I don’t have his skills and I’m at a dead-end,’ 
he said. 
’Do you think you’re the only one who feels like that. This my first case leading an experienced forensic 
team. They’re watching me too, and waiting for see me to fall flat on my face. But, I’m going to show 
them why I am the leader and have all the answers even if at times I need to refer to the text books. So, 
you should do the same. Get out of the doubt pond. You know what to do, so do it your way and you 
will be surprised what you can achieve when you trust yourself. 
‘Yes, you’re right. Thank you,’ he said. 
‘Right, sorry but I do need to get home. You should go home too and sleep on it Oliver. Listen, I won’t 
say anything about our talk if you don’t, deal?’ 
‘Deal. And thank you Donna, see you tomorrow,’ he said. Donna smiled and hurried out of the incident 
room. He packed up when she left turned off the lights and went home. 



 

 

Chapter Eleven 
 
 
 
‘Excuse me Sir, I received a call from the constable guarding the bridal suite at Sandhill Farm. He and 
Alice , the cook, were talking outside the room and heard a whistling noise coming from inside. They 
went in to check and found all the windows were shut. They continued to search where the noise was 
coming from and found it was blowing in under an interior wall. The Constable believes there is a large 
cavity behind that part of the wall. He asks what he should do?’ Lindsay said. 
Scott at his desk looked over to Vincent who shrugged his shoulders. He had to do something, he 
couldn’t ignore this and in his head heard his father’s voice. ’We will go and check it out. ‘The winds 
today are very strong, isn’t it. So to make sure we will go and look, and take a crow bar with in case we 
may need it,’ he said. 
‘But before we go, I’ll ask forensics if they have anything to detect a wall cavity. I won’t be long and I’ll 
meet you outside,’ Lindsay said hurrying out of the room. 
Scott and Vincent waited for Thompson in Scott’s car when Lindsay finally got in the car. ‘Well I got it. 
A pocket-size endoscope camera that has a 1m camera tube wound inside the back of the product. They 
gave me a drill to use with the drill. Forensics said it is a great tool for inspecting hard to reach areas 
behind a wall. We can record what we see behind the wall, but we have drill a 5.5 millimetres hole for the 
endoscope. It may work, may not. They had used it before to find a secret passage once, so the 
technician is confident it will help,’ she said. 
‘Good, well done Lindsay. A secret passage? Well that is something we should think about. I’m surprised 
you two didn’t think of a secret passage? This could open a new line of investigation. When we check the 
wall none from the farm will be with us, and if there is a passage it could change everything and explain a 
lot in this investigation,’ Scott said. Maybe now they will see the light at the end of the tunnel. 
Vincent parked in park empty Sandhill parking area. The three made their way inside and while Scott 
hurried to find Thomas Ellis-Carne. Vincent and Thompson went up to the Constable outside the bridal 
suite. Scott went to Thomas’s office knocking as he entered. 
‘Mister Ellis-Carne, sorry for the interruption but I need to look at the bridal suite,’ he said. 
‘Inspector. How many times are you going to look in that room. if there was anything there you would’ve 
found by now. I desperately need the use the room. When can I have the room back I have customers 
who want to stay there,’ Ellis-Carne said. 
‘Soon Mister Ellis-Carne, soon.’ 
‘Do you want me there with you? I have a lot of work to get through,’ Ellis-Carne said. 
‘No, I think we know our way around the room by now, don’t you.’ 
‘Very well, if you need me you know where to find me,’ Ellis-Carne said and went back to his paperwork. 
Scott hurried out of the office with a spring in his step. They were closer to finding exactly what 
happened on that night. Vincent and Thompson were waiting for him at the top of the stairs with the 
young Constable outside the bridal suite keeping watch and stopping anyone entering. 
‘Constable, show us what you found,’ Vincent said. They followed the young policeman inside closing 
the door behind them. 
The Constable led them across to the wall opposite the foot of the bed. ‘If you stand here you can hear 
the whistling. I think there is a large space that is subjected to how hard the wind is blowing outside. 
Listen. It’s stopped. There! There it is again. I am sure it is coming from under this wall. When you look 
out the window and see the wind blowing through the trees coming and going you can hear the 
whistling. I got on my hands and knees and looked and feel the air but you can’t see where it is coming 
from yet there is no gap,’ he said. 
‘When you know what you’re listening for it makes sense Inspector. Lindsay, let’s have the drill,’ Vincent 
said. Lindsay handed him the drill. They were fortunate the wall was plaster board and not stone and the 
drill went through the wall quickly. Lindsay pushed the endoscope into the hole and turned the camera 
on. An image emerged on the small screen. Scott looked over her shoulder and when she turned on the 
light the image went from pitch blackness to a grey white. Lindsay wriggled the cord from the left to 
right and the image showed a large cavity, similar to a cave. Scott nodded. At last he had proof that 



 

 

someone else could enter the room unseen. But where was the entrance? His suspect list had grown 
larger including all the guests. He had opened a Pandora’s box. Vincent and the Constable ran their 
hands and fingers up and down the wall looking for an opening or a gap between the wall. ‘Sir, I can feel 
a lip but I can’t get my fingernails inside,’ Vincent said. 
‘I’ll get a screwdriver, that might help,’ Lindsay said rushing out of the room. 
Scott came to the wall tapping with his knuckles working across and the wall. Where he started the 
sound was muffled but he tapped across the sound became more hollow. He repeated the process from 
the bottom travelling up till he reached to a point where the sound was dull. Stepping away he guessed 
the cavity was approximately four feet high by two feet wide in size. ‘There has to be a passage on the 
other side, I’m sure of it and all we do is to get in there,’ he said. 
‘Here is the screwdriver Sir,’ Lindsay said handing the tool to the Constable. 
They stood watching the Constable pushing the screwdriver under and in between the lip now noticeable 
to them all. The policeman worked his way down on the right-hand side and then the left-hand side. He 
couldn’t find a way and in anger kicked out at the bottom of the left-hand side of the wall. 
‘What was that?’ Lindsay asked. 
‘Something clicked. Look, there, the gap is bigger. Well done Constable, you found the passage,’ Vincent 
said. 
‘Shush, keep your voice down. Lindsay’s checking outside the door,’ Scott said. 
‘All clear Sir,’ she said. 
‘Right everyone put your foot protection on before entering the passage,’ Scott said. They all fitted the 
sleeves over their shoes and ensured gloves were on. ‘Constable open it. Have we got a torch?’ He said 
waiting while the Constable opened a small door. Vincent and Lindsay both shone their torches into the 
dark opening. Scott felt for his torch but he had forgotten to bring it with him. Not a good example to 
your people he heard his father say, and again was wanting in his own performance. If only his mother 
was here she would support him from his father’s high expectations of his son and it became worse after 
her death. 
They entered the darken space following the beams from their torches. They realized the passage 
descended as they were met by dusty steps just wide enough for one person. Each step took them down 
that went on forever and then there were no more. The Constable, enthusiastic at finding the passage, 
was proud and will be the talk of the station. He led the way following his intuition. ‘Sir, I can see a light 
up ahead and smell something cooking,’ he said. 
They walked towards the light. Before them as a door, left slightly ajar. Scott taking the lead pushed it 
away from him but the door closed. Concerned that door was locked Scott pulled it towards him. It 
opened and before wasn’t what he expected to find. 

*** 
Scott walked past shelves of canned vegetables and fruits. They entered into a narrow room as Alice 
walked past carrying a stack of plates. 
‘Where did you come from!’ Alice said dropping the plates. 
She looked down to the smashed plates on the floor which brought others from the kitchen. ‘Hello 
Alice. Sorry for the scare. We had an incredible journey to get here,’ Scott said. 
He was thrilled finding the passage and now had proof that someone else had access to the bridal suite 
after all. It gave Henry Walsh’s stand that he and Claire had drunk mead from goblets, and not mugs 
now sounded reasonable. Could Henry Walsh be telling the truth after all and someone somehow 
entered the bridal suite. They had proof that it was possible someone after the room was locked that 
morning they switched the goblets for mugs? Was it Henry? But, he was downstairs and he did have 
access to the kitchen during the drama and commotion, and so did a number of other people. 
‘Sergeant Vincent. Call forensics and close off the pantry until forensics have done what they have to do. 
Constable Thompson, you and the Constable lock the bridal suite. Then I want you to bring Mister Ellis-
Carne here. Let’s see what he says about this passage. If he knows it was here then why didn’t he say?’ 
He said. At last could see the cards falling his way at last. The pressure released off his shoulders. A 
Screeching Owl let out its cry bringing him back to the pantry. But, looking out the kitchen window he 
knew the investigation had just got a lot more complicated. It meant interviewing all the wedding guests 
and the farm staff all over again and meant more resources that Minehead didn’t nor afford under the 



 

 

current budget climate. Chief Superintendent Knowlan won’t be happy and will object, as will his 
superiors, to the cost the station will incur. 
‘Inspector! What is going on? Am I under arrest?’ Thomas Ellis-Carne said. 
‘Sir, he refused to come when I asked,’ Lindsay said removing the handcuffs from Ellis-Carne’s hands. 
‘Thank you Detective. Mister Ellis-Carne, do you know anything about this passage way?’ 
‘… Oh? It has always been here Inspector. Sorry, I never gave it a thought,’ Ellis-Carne said. 
‘Never gave it a thought? What do you take me for? How many others know about this passage?’ 
‘Not many.’ 
‘Don’t push your luck, you’re on shaky ground. How many other people know of this passage?’ 
‘Two that I know of. Me and another.’ 
‘And who is the other? Is it Henry Walsh?’ 
‘I can’t say Inspector,’ Ellis-Carne said. 
‘Alice. Did you know of the passage?’ Scott said turning his attention away from Ellis-Carne giving him 
time to think of the consequences of remaining silent. 
‘Sorry Inspector, I have worked here for close to thirty years. I never knew we had a secret passage. Just 
think of the scandals I have learnt about if I had,’ she said bearing a hearty grin. 
‘Listen Alice. I want you to think hard of who had been coming and going to this kitchen on the night of 
the reception. I’ll ask you and your staff to sit with Detective Thompson here and go through the names 
of every guest and where they were during were the evening. I hope with your memory helped by your 
staff you can give us a clearer picture of people’s movements,’ he said. ‘Detective, I’ll leave it in your 
hands.’ 
‘Thank you Sir,’ Lindsay said, pleased he showed confidence in her. She herded Alice and her staff out of 
the kitchen to the foyer where she opened her notebook and read out each guest. She had made her own 
list of every person in Sandhill on the night of the wedding and now with what Alice and her staff said 
ticked off each guest. 
‘Now Mister Ellis-Carne, you’ve had time to think. Are you going to tell me who else knew of the 
passage?’ Scott said. 
‘No comment.’ 
‘This puts you in the frame along with Henry Walsh for the murder of Claire Walsh. Even if you don’t 
tell me the other person’s name, you are still one of the prime suspects. So, you will have to come with 
us to the station for questioning, you understand don’t you?’ Scott said. 
‘I understand Inspector. Can I lock up my office first?’ 
‘Detective Sergeant Vincent!’ 
‘Yes Inspector,’ 
‘Escort Mister Ellis-Carne to his office so he can lock it. Then arrange to have him escorted to Minehead 
station. Did you by chance ask for extra resources when you called forensics?’ 
‘Yes Sir, They should be arriving soon. I’ll send Mister Ellis-Carne to the station with officers or do you 
want me to take him?’ Vincent asked. 
‘I want you here Sergeant, we have a lot to do. I feel we are close to getting a result.’ 
‘Forensics have arrived Sir. Come Mister Ellis-Carne let’s secure your office,’ Vincent said taking Ellis-
Carne by the arm and leading him out of the kitchen. 

*** 
 ‘Morning Inspector. What have we got here?’ Donna said looking into the opening of the walk-in 
pantry. 
‘It is an old secret passage trick Doctor. I need you to find me a definite clue,’ 
‘Well Oliver, you were on the right track in your thinking. You wondered if there was another way to 
enter the bridal suite without being seen, and there it is a dream come true. Give yourself a big pat on the 
back. Your dad would’ve been so proud,’ she said. ’Come on team, this won’t be easy but were lucky that 
the flat foots wore protection when trudging through the passage. 
Scott stood there, uplifted and shocked at the same time. Proud by the praise she gave him, but her 
comment about his father now disturbed him. How did she know his father? 
While Donna organised her team with their instructions, she was conscious of Scott’s look of shock 
when she mentioned his father. She had met Chief Superintendent Scott when attending the 2014 British 
Society of Criminology Conference. She represented the Pathology Unit of the London morgue, 



 

 

volunteered by her colleagues because she asked too many questions and wouldn’t accept any answer 
without a reasonable analysis of the facts. She remembered that he stood straight as a rod of steel, 
immaculately dressed in his uniform and his civilian clothes at the conference dinner. He would call her 
now and again to ask her opinion on a Pathology inquiry he had with an investigation. He had high 
hopes for his son, telling her on a number of occasions that he will make a fine policeman. 
‘The passage will take you up to the bridal suite and is steep in places so warn your people. I want you to 
look for any evidence as to who has used the passage in the past few weeks. At the moment we are 
looking to re-interview all the guests and staff again. Depending on what you find I could have so many 
possible suspects to blow my budget and it will take months to question everyone again. So Doctor, I’m 
counting on you to help me here,’ he said. Hurt that his father had confined in a stranger that he would 
be proud of him. Why didn’t she mention knowing my father when they met? 
Scott waited in the pantry watching and listening to Donna and her team while they worked their way 
along the passage. ‘What’s taking them so long?’ He said. 
‘Sir, it’s not easiest place to search. All you have to do is blink and you’ve missed an important clue. I’m 
just hoping they find something give us a clue to the killer,’ Vincent said. ‘Whoever it was had planned 
the murder Claire Walsh, that is for sure. So, who is our prime suspect now Sir?’ 
‘I’m sure it wasn’t Walsh, but a few questions about the secret passage will either prove or disprove his 
innocence, It’s definitely not her Ladyship. So Sergeant, who doesn’t have an alibi?’ 
‘No one. All our suspects have alibis’ and all have been verified. Is there someone who we haven’t seen 
or spoken to yet. Someone who did not come to the wedding as a guest?’ 
‘The letter threatening Walsh, have we any idea who sent it?’ 
‘We’re still investigating. It had a London postmark and sent to Walsh’s London office. The Met will 
contact us as soon as they have something,’ Vincent replied. 
‘Excuse me Inspector. We found two items that are recent. The footprints we’ve found in the dust. One 
is a woman’s footprint and the other is a male footprint. As we continued to the bridal suite door we 
found this caught on the inside of the door leading into the bridal suite,’ Donna said. She handed him an 
evidence bag and inside was a piece of cloth inside. ‘Don’t ask me what it belongs to or where it comes, 
it looks like yellow silk from a dress, but we will know more after we have done an analysis and will tell 
us exactly what it is, so you will have to wait for the results. Plaster castings have been taken from the 
footprints. First impressions is the male footprint is a standard size nine but a wide fitting. The woman’s 
footprint is a size five and unusual so should be simple to identify,’ she said, showing him the two plaster 
casts. ‘You will have to conduct a search to who’s foot fits, I would start with the wedding guests who 
attended the wedding and live around these parts. Failing that we will help to check those guests who live 
outside the area. We’re finished here and are heading back to the Minehead,’ she said, as her team came 
out of the passage. It was late in the day and coming on to dusk. Church bells rang out along with the cry 
of a Screeching Owl. 
‘Thanks Doctor. See back at the station. I taking Ellis-Carne in for questioning. His shoe print will be the 
first one we’ll check back at the station. He knew of the passage existence and another but he refuses to 
give their name,’ Scott said. ’I would have a wild guess, that he was the instigator of the plate of bacon 
and eggs we found in the bridal suite. He persuaded Alice McGraw to spread the rumour of Joan Carne’s 
return to Withycombe, why, I don’t know. But, what I do know is that he wants to be the Lord of the 
Manor. How is leaving a plate of bacon and eggs going to help him get the Manor? 
Scott and his team left the Farm and returned to Minehead. Donna and her team followed them after 
collecting and labelling the staff shoes for analysis back at the Minehead. 

*** 
Thomas Ellis-Carne was escorted into the interview room to wait for the Inspector. ‘Mister Ellis-Carne. I 
need your shoes. Please take them off and put them in here,’ Sergeant Griffin said coming in carrying a 
large evidence bag. ‘I’ve brought you a pair of slippers to wear.’ 
‘Why are you taking my shoes. I don’t understand,’ he replied. 
‘The Inspector might tell you, but I don’t think he will so, sit tight he’ll be with you shortly,’ she said. She 
left the room leaving Ellis-Carne sitting there concerned. 
‘Mister Ellis-Carne. We’ve been here before haven’t we,’ Scott said sitting opposite the fidgety man. 
‘They took my shoes. My feet are cold in these slippers.’ 



 

 

‘You’re lucky you have slippers, but if you rather walk around without anything on your feet I’ll take 
them back?’ 
‘No, it’s all right.’ 
‘Now, The other person who knows of the secret passage. Who is it?’ 
‘I’m sorry Inspector, but I can’t tell you,’ Ellis-Carne replied. 
‘Why won’t you tell us. What do you get out of keeping your mouth shut?’ 
‘That’s my business Inspector. I want my legal representative here before I say any more.’ 
‘Very well,’ Scott said. ‘Officer take Mister Ellis-Carne to his cell. We will do it all again when his legal 
representative is present,’ he said leaving the room. 
‘Oliver,’ Donna said coming in to the incident room. 
Scott looked up from the file before him. ‘What have you got for me?’ 
‘Thomas Ellis-Carne shoes. They do not match the footprints found in the secret passage. His is a size 
eight and a half and the sole imprint is total different. Further analysis of the plaster cast shows the heel 
of the shoes have a metal plate to halt the wearing down of the heel. So, we will have to look for 
someone else,’ she said. ‘And the yellow silk cloth is part of what we suspect is a ballroom gown. It is 
made from expensive silk, sorry I can’t give you more information.’ 
‘Yellow silk, and a ballroom gown. Thank you Doctor, there is hope yet.’ 
‘Good night Oliver, see you tomorrow,’ she said and left the room. 
‘Sir, Ellis-Carne’s attorney is here demanding to see his client. And guess what? He is the same attorney 
that represented Lady Beatrice?’ Vincent said. 
‘That’s interesting. What do you make of it Sergeant?’ 
‘It’s strange when Ellis-Carne is attempting to take the Manor from her?’ 
‘Yes. Let’s get on with interviewing Thomas Ellis-Carne’s shall we, and his shoes do not match the 
footprints they found in the passage. So, We don’t have anything substantial to hold him on, but I want 
to know who the other person is who knows of the secret passage. Go get his shoes,’ Scott said 
following Vincent out. 
‘I object to you holding and questioning my client without me being present,’ Barnard Ingram said. 
Ingram stood straight and tall. Scott had heard of him before but never had the pleasure of have him 
with client in an interview. He is supposed to be knowledgeable in the law and if you don’t have proof he 
crucify you. 
‘Sir, the shoes,’ Vincent said handing them to Scott. 
‘Well Mister Ellis-Carne, it seems your shoes do not match the footprints we found in the passage way, 
so you can leave. I request that you do not leave the district, we may need to talk to you some more. 
Have you changed you mind on disclosing the other person who knows of the passage by any chance?’ 
Scott said. 
‘No Inspector, I haven’t. So, are we done?’ 
‘Remember, withholding information crucial to an investigation is an offence and your attorney, Mister 
Ingram, should advise you of that fact.’ 
‘Thank you Inspector but my client has no further comment to make. Now, is he free to go?’ 
‘Yes, he is free to go,’ Scott said. 
Ellis-Carne finished tying his shoelaces and the two men hurried out of the interview room. While Scott 
and Vincent hurried back to the incident room. ‘Well, that didn’t go well Sergeant. Looks like I will have 
another mark against me,’ Scott said sitting at his desk and stared at the white board listing the suspects. 
‘Which one of them killed Claire Walsh?’ 
‘Sir, I just saw Thomas Ellis-Carne leaving. Did we let him go free?’ Detective Thompson said rushing 
into the incident room. 
Yes, Lindsay, that is correct. His shoes did not match the footprint found in the passage way. So, we now 
know that there are two males and one woman who knew of the secret passage. Is there anyone else?’ 
‘He got in Lady Beatrice’s noisy Bentley,’ Lindsay said sitting at her desk. 
‘It has a hole in the muffler. I heard it the other day when I was in Dunster interviewing Richie Audley. 
And why are they the best of friends all of a sudden?’ Vincent said. 
‘Good question Sergeant. How will we find the answer,’ Lindsay said. Scott smiled and nodded. 
‘Okay, let’s call it a night. Tomorrow’s a new day and might open the door of good fortune. Go home 
you two, see you tomorrow, and thanks for your support.’ 



 

 

‘Good night Sir,’ they said. With his team gone Scott packed up and before leaving he stood in front of 
the white board, and then left. 



 

 

Chapter Twelve 
 
 
 
Scott was met by Doctor Owen walking into Minehead Police station. ‘Hello Inspector, I have bad news 
for you, I’m afraid,’ Donna said. 
‘What is it?’ Scott replied. 
‘It’s Mister Ellis-Carne. It looks like a hit and run. What he was doing here last night God only knows,’ 
she said. 
Scott turned and went back to his car ringing Vincent before he drove off. 
‘Sergeant. Where are you?’ 
‘I have arrived at the crash scene Sir,’ Vincent said. ‘Lindsay’s with me. It looks like Thomas Ellis-Carne 
Sir. We are waiting for forensics before we enter the area, which has been roped off blocking the road to 
Withycombe.’ 
‘I join you shortly. The forensics team are on their way and you should see them soon,’ Scott said 
shutting his mobile. 
Scott arrived and for once the sun was shining. Donna met him and he followed her to where the body 
lay. Scott put the protective shoe covers on and joined Donna in the dip in the side of the road heading 
to Withycombe. Scott, on his haunches studying the body. 
‘They ran over him and backed up over him again before doing it all again leaving him for dead. They 
made sure he didn’t survive, and from what I tell they hit him a high speed,’ she said. 
‘Who is it?’ Knowlan said joining them. Scott stared that him wondering why the Chief Superintendent 
was there. It is, after all a road accident, not a usual course of action by him. 
‘Mister Ellis-Carne Sir,’ Scott replied. 
‘Didn’t I see him at the station last night?’ Knowlan asked. He knew Ellis-Carne was at the station 
because he had asked Emilia Griffin why Ellis-Carne was there when they brought him for questioning. 
When he saw Doctor Owen and then Scott rush from the station this morning he sensed that it could 
mean trouble, trouble for him which could place his promotion in jeopardy. So much depended on him 
being promoted and with only two years before retirement, his wife was badgering him that she wouldn’t 
have the prestige of being the Constable’s wife. 
‘Yes Sir. He left the station around seven thirty last night he was seen getting in Lady Beatrice’s Bentley. 
There is no car here so we can assume Mister Ellis-Carne was dropped off to meet someone or left here. 
I really can’t say much more until we speak to Hobday and inspect the car.’ 
‘You are not suggesting Lady Beatrice is involved with this, do you?’ The Chief Superintendent said. 
Donna sensed his anguish as did Scott. The word around the station was that the Chief Superintendent 
wanted his promotion by hook or by crook, and they were right. 
‘Sir, I’m not suggesting anything. I will collect the facts and then take the appropriate action and if the 
evidence identifies the person driving the car then they will be arrested. As you can see someone wanted 
Thomas Ellis-Carne out of the way and by the looks of it they succeeded, He won’t telling us any truths 
or untruths anymore, will he,’ Scott said. ‘We will go and inspect the Bentley and speak with Hobday. 
Whoever picked Mister Ellis-Carne from the Station knows what happened here and why this man was 
on the road before being hit. So shall we go Doctor Owen? Will you be coming Sir.’ 
‘No. I have too much to do. I will be in office so keep me informed,’ Knowlan said. He went scurrying 
off to his car and drove off. 
‘Why did he come? He doesn’t usually attends vehicle accidents, not till now at least. Sergeant, Detective 
meet you at the Manor, you too Doctor,’ he said heading to his car. 

*** 
Scott, Vincent, and Thompson, in his car, arrived at Sandell Manor first and then waited for Donna and 
her team. Donna parked her car next to him 
‘Where’s the garage, Oliver?’ Donna said, winding down her window. 
‘I don’t know. I’ll ask Hobday to show us to the garage. Wait here,’ Scott said. He hurried off towards 
the house and the kitchen where he was sure to find someone. Hobday was sitting at the table polishing 
the silver tableware, so Scott tapped on the window pane and got Hobday’s attention. 



 

 

‘Inspector. I wasn’t expecting you today. Her Ladyship still has not returned from London,’ Hobday said. 
Georgina stood at the sink uneasy and shaking her head at Hobday’s reply. Her uneasiness didn’t go 
unnoticed by Scott. 
‘I have a forensic team waiting to inspect her Ladyship’s Bentley. Where Is it garaged?’ 
‘Yes Inspector. It is in the garage behind the stables. I’ll come and show you,’ he said. He took his apron 
off and hung it on a hook behind the open door, hurried to the opposite wall grabbed a set of keys off 
the hook on the wall. Scott followed Hobday as he hurried out of the kitchen. Scott, as soon as they were 
in sight of Donna’s van, waved vigorously to her pointing to the stables. Hobday and Scott reached the 
stables as Donna’s van came up behind them. Hobday continued round to the back of the building and 
selecting the key, he went to unlock the padlock, but as he did the padlock fell into his hands. 
‘Inspector, they have broken into the garage again. See the lock is shattered.’ 
‘Don’t touch it Hobday. Donna! The garage lock is broken.’ 
‘All right we’ll take it from here. We’ll check for fingerprints and then take a look inside,’ she said. An 
officer in full protective garb removed the broken padlock and placed it into an evidence bag. Another 
officer came and opened one of the double doors. They walked inside. ‘Well! It wasn’t hard to guess 
what we would find in here?’ 
‘Hobday! Where’s the Bentley?’ Scott said. 
‘Sir? It was here last night. I put the Bentley in here last night,’ Hobday said, standing at the door 
shuffling back and forth. 
‘Well Hobday, It’s not here now, is it?’ Scott replied. ‘Has Lady Beatrice returned from London?’ 
‘No Sir, but we are expecting her back soon.’ 
‘So, why was the car used yesterday and who was driving?’ 
‘Yes Inspector. I drove to Minehead yesterday and in evening I picked up Mister Ellis-Carne to take him 
home,’ Hobday replied. ‘Mister Ingram, Lady Beatrice’s attorney, called and asked me to take care of 
Mister Ellis-Carne.’ 
‘What time did you pick up Mister Ellis-Carne, Hobday?’ 
‘I believe it was approximately seven thirty Sir.’ 
‘Thank you Hobday, you can go back to the kitchen and to what you were doing. We will investigate 
things here. I’ll come and see you before we leave.’ 
‘Very good Sir,’ Hobday said and returned to the kitchen. 
Donna and her team started their search inside the garage. Scott rang Vincent back at Minehead station. 
‘Sergeant, has the Chief Superintendent?’ 
‘No Sir, haven’t seen him,’ 
‘Okay, we found Ellis-Carne’s body in a ditch on Withycombe Lane. I am with Forensics at the Manor to 
inspect the Bentley, but it’s not here. We suspect it’s been stolen.’ he said. 
‘What do you want us to do?’ Vincent said. 
‘Just a minute.’ Donna came hurrying out of the garage. 
‘Oliver, you need to come and see this,’ she said. Scott with the phone still on his ear followed her into 
the garage. 
‘See this,’ she said pointing to the tyre tracks imprints in the damp dirt. ‘The car was here some thirty 
minutes ago. We’ll take plaster impressions of the tracks and see if they match the impressions we took 
at the hit and run scene.’ 
‘Thanks Donna, I feel we’re heading for breakthrough. If we find who did this to Ellis-Carne, then we 
might also catch Claire Walsh and Violet Burbridge’s killer or killers. But I still believe it’s one and the 
same person,’ he said. ‘Neville, did you hear all that?’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Vincent replied. 
‘Neville, I want you and Lindsay to find a map of the Sandell Estate. What I’m after are the locations of 
all out buildings. Once you do that, I want you and Lindsay to bring a team to search the estate for these 
buildings.’ 
‘Yes Sir. We’re on it straight away,’ Vincent replied and rung off. 
‘Oliver, that’s going to be a big job. Do you know how big the estate is?’ Donna said overhearing his 
instructions. 
‘No. I have no idea, but we will know soon enough,’ he replied. He hurried out of the garage leaving 
Donna to finish her forensic search. Outside he walked around checking the garage surrounds looking 



 

 

for damp tyre tracks and hoped they will tell him what direction the Bentley had gone. He found fresh 
tracks leading away from the garage towards the forest at the back of the Manor. He remembered the 
short grass at crime scene, and that it had been cut recently. So, has either been removed and hidden 
somewhere on the estate or as Hobday said it was stolen. This awareness Scott had, his father said was 
from a rare sixth sense, and with this gift just visualize and believe in himself can look inti the past. Scott 
waits for his team to arrive, hopefully with the map of the estate. 

*** 
Scott hurried to his car parked in the driveway outside the manor. He leant up against the car waiting for 
his team. His leg became wet and cold leaning against mudguard and looking down found he was 
standing in a pool of water. Then a jet of water washed over him as the automatic garden sprinkler came 
round and went. He jumped into his car as his team arrived being met by another jet of water. The drive 
away from the sprinkler’s arc to a dry patch. 
‘Got wet Sir,’ Vincent said smiling. 
‘Thank you Sergeant, did you get the map?’ 
‘Yes Inspector, we got the map you wanted,’ Vincent said. Thompson to brought the map and was about 
to unfold it on the bonnet of his car. 
‘No, not there. Open it on the front seat.’ 
‘Sorry Sir, I didn’t realize the bonnet was wet,’ Lindsay said spreading the map on the of the car. 
‘Well done, thank you,’ Scott said, as Lindsay opened the map. ‘Now let’s have a look,’ Scott said. The 
extra officers brought in to help with the search gathered around them. 
‘Okay, There’s a building here and here which are in the direction I believe the car had been driven 
towards. So, I want one team to focus on this building, and the other on this building. The evening is 
setting in and we don’t have much time, but I want the car found today,’ Scott said. They only had one 
to two hours before the nightfall. He wanted the car found before it was moved off the estate. The two 
teams set off, each one led by one of his team. 
‘Lindsay, I bet my squad will find it before yours,’ Vincent said. 
’Sergeant, you do not have a hope. Woman’s intuition will find it first. Scott smiled at his team’s attempt 
to make their search interesting, the wager they made was to buy the first squad to find the car, the other 
would buy lunch for all of them. 
‘How many buildings do you need to search,’ Donna said, coming up behind him as he stood over the 
map. 
‘Four, but I reckon it has to be one of these two. Let’s hope I’m right on this one,’ he said. 
‘You’re pretty sure about this, aren’t you Oliver?’ 
‘The tyre tracks lead from the garage heading in that direction, so it’s the only logical choice.’ 
‘I checked the same tracks. It is the same car as the one that killed Mister Ellis-Carne, I have trouble 
getting my tongue around his name. See here,’ she said showing Scott a plaster cast of a tyre. ‘We found a 
similar impression of tyre surface at the crime scene on Withycombe Lane. And they are a match, so the 
car, the Bentley, is the same one that hit our dead friend.’ 
‘The next question is, who was the driver. Hobday, or her Ladyship?’ 
‘But Lady Beatrice is in London. So it has to be someone from this house, either it was Hobday or 
someone else?’ She said. 
‘Yes. Anyway, I can’t see a mother causing the death of her daughter, do you?’ 
‘No. I see what you mean.’ 
‘Someone poisoned one of those goblets or mugs targeting either Claire or Henry Walsh. It doesn’t make 
sense to me but why? So one or both were targets of poison?’ 
‘I’ll leave that to you to work out. What will you do if the car hasn’t been found before dark?’ 
‘I will put patrols around the estate. I can’t let them move the Bentley off the estate because once it’s 
gone we will never find it again,’ Scott replied. 
‘My team and I are heading back to Minehead. We have a lot of work to do… Good luck Oliver. If you 
need support, call me.’ 
‘Thanks Donna, I appreciate your help,’ Scott said. 
Donna hurried off to her van where her team were waiting. She waved him goodbye before stepping 
inside the van. He watched the vehicle head along the dirt road and back to Minehead. His phone rang, it 
was Vincent. 



 

 

‘Inspector. We’ve search the first building and found nothing. The other shed is near us so we’re heading 
over there to look. From what we’ve seen no one has opened these places in a long time.’ 
‘Thanks Neville, I just hope Lindsay’s squad has better luck. As soon as you’re finished with the second 
building, make your way back unless you find the car,’ Scott replied. He closed his phone. Could he have 
been wrong and the car is already gone off the estate, and wasting his time. Then his phone rang, it was 
Detective Thompson.. 
’Yes Lindsay?“ 
‘Sir. we found it in a hay shed. We are about two hundred metres from where your standing. Can you see 
me?’ 
‘You found it. Well done Lindsay. Yes I can see you and I’m on my way,’ he said. He ran to his car and 
drove where Lindsay was waiting. Dusk was setting in and an officer with a torch waited for him at the 
end of a trail, shining his torch further along the track. He pulled up outside and old dilapidated hay 
shed. Lindsay emerged from the doorway, smiling with satisfaction that it was she who found the 
Bentley. Scott rang Donna. 
‘It’s me. We found the Bentley. Do you want to look at it before we tow it to Minehead or would you 
rather look at it first?’ He said. ‘Yes, it would be better if we waited till tomorrow. Yes understand the 
risk of contamination is too great. I will have two officers guard the hay shed tonight.’ 
‘Lindsay, have two officers guard the shed tonight. Make sure you organise meals and hot coffee 
delivered for them, and get blankets to. Call Sergeant Vincent and get his help. And well done,’ he said, 
got in his car and drove to the Manor house. 
‘Hobday, we found the Bentley and I’ve placed it under guard tonight. Forensics will be here shortly to 
make an initial examination of the car,’ he said. ‘Have you heard when her Ladyship will return?’ 
‘No Inspector, Lady Beatrice hasn’t rang. Where did you find the car, by the way?’ Hobday said with a 
sheepish grin. 
‘In an old hay shed. Let me know as soon as you hear from her Ladyship, I need to speak to her 
urgently.’ 
‘I will let know as soon as I hear from her. Is there anything else?’ He said, his hand grinding on the door 
handle. 
‘No Hobday. We will be back in morning, the car is under guard so it isn’t driven it off the estate,’ Scott 
said. Hobday closed the door and Scott hurried to his car. It would be a long night for the officers 
guarding the car, it will be a cold tonight and already the fog was building into a thick grey mist. 



 

 

Chapter Thirteen 
 
 
 
 ‘Morning Sergeant, Detective. How were our officers this morning?’ Scott said arriving at the hay shed. 
The sun’s warmth was a pleasant change from the cold grey morning of the last weeks. 
‘All good Sir, Do you want to talk to them before they leave?’ Lindsay asked. 
‘No, let go and rest. Did forensics come last night?’ 
‘Yes Sir, and they returned this morning to finalize their investigation. They are about to head to 
Minehead.’ Lindsay said. 
‘Good. They will need time to finalize their report on the Bentley. But, before we head back to Minehead 
I want to check with Hobday first. See if he has an idea when Lady Beatrice is expected back from 
London,’ Scott said. They boarded his car and drove to the Manor house there Vincent and Thompson 
spotted the gardener Donovan who was digging near the conservatory. 
‘Listen, Did any of you check the hole the gardener was complaining about? I was going to but I got 
distracted,’ Scott said. 
‘No Sir, I never gave it a thought, sorry,’ Vincent said. 
‘You think something is buried there, don’t you Sir,’ Lindsay said. 
‘Well, we won’t know till we look, will we. Go and speak to him will you and see what his gripe is about,’ 
Scott said walking towards the kitchen around the side. 
‘Hello! Hobday? Georgina? Anyone here,’ Scott said. He stuck his head inside the kitchen. 
‘Inspector. Georgina and I were dusting in the living room, sorry. How can I help,’ Hobday said, out of 
breath from rushing from the living room. 
‘Sorry to disturb you Hobday, but have you heard from your mistress?’ 
‘As a matter of fact Sir, she is returning today. I am still to organise her transport, But, you have taken 
her Bentley.’ 
‘If you tell me the time she’s arriving I can have someone pick her up from Minehead Railway Station 
and bring her home,’ Scott said. ‘After I’ve asked several important questions.’ 
‘That’s not a good idea Inspector. She will be tired and grumpy from the trip, it is better if I fetched her. 
I will hire a taxi from the village. I’m sure you understand. I have to explain why the Bentley isn’t there 
and what happened while she’s been away,’ Hobday said. 
‘Yes, very well. But tell her I will drop in tomorrow to speak to her.’ 
Scott waited for Hobday close the door before making his way around to the front of the house. As he 
turned the corner he saw Vincent and Thompson watching Donovan digging the garden bed near the 
conservatory. 
‘Have you found anything?’ Scott said before hearing a metal on metal sound as Donovan pushed the 
spade into the ground. ‘What was that sound?’ 
‘Something metal at least,’ Donovan said as he kept digging. ‘It’s a metal tool box. It looks like mine that 
went missing two weeks ago.’ 
‘Why would anyone bury a toolbox?’ Thompson said keeping away from the frantic digging. Vincent 
grabbed the handle of the toolbox and with a big heave pulled it out of the soil. He placed on the lawn 
and let Donovan open it. 
‘Well! Bugger me, it’s two silver goblets. What are they doing here?’ Donovan said. 
‘Don’t touch them Mister Donovan. Lindsay get a large evidence bag from the boot of my car. We’ll take 
it as is to Forensics for examination,’ Scott said. Lindsay returned with the evidence bag. They placed the 
toolbox into the evidence bag, and then in the boot of the Scott’s car. Scott rang Donna. 
‘Hi, I have some extra work for you and your team. We just found a toolbox and inside were two silver 
goblets, and other things which we have checked yet. I expect they are to ones Walsh kept saying he and 
Claire had drank from on their wedding night. I will be interested to know what fingerprints you’ll find. 
We’re taking the toolbox back to the station. Are you almost finished at the hay shed?’ 
‘We are packing up the evidence and towing the Bentley to Minehead. I’ll see you there,’ she said 



 

 

‘All right, I see you back at the station. Thank you Mister Donovan. You will get your toolbox back as 
soon as we’ve finished the examining its contents,’ Scott said, ‘Come on, back to the station. The Bentley 
is on its way to Minehead.’ 
‘The Bentley, what happened to it?’ Donovan asked. 
‘Let’s say it is part of our inquires Mister Donovan. We will speak to you more later,’ Scott said turning 
to Vincent and Thompson. ‘Escort Hobday to the station for questioning. I want to see what he knew 
about the death of Ellis-Carne, especially when he is the driver of the Bentley. Now why would he do 
that?’ 
Vincent went to officers waiting by their car. The officers hurried off towards the Manor and returned 
with Hobday and an officer on either side heading for the police car. Thompson opened the back door. 
The officers placed Hobday in the car and drove to Minehead.’ 

*** 
 ‘Inspector Scott. Good you’re back. What developments have we made on the hit and run accident?’ 
Chief Superintendent Knowlan said shouting from his office door inviting Scott inside. 
‘Detective Sergeant Vincent. Make inquires as to Lady Beatrice’s whereabouts. Ring her solicitor Barnard 
Ingram and ask him when she is due to return to the Manor. Detective Constable Thompson. Can you 
go through Violet’s diary again. See if she wrote down seeing or hearing anything that she could use for 
blackmail?’ 
‘Yes Inspector,’ Lindsay replied. She and Vincent hurried away for the incident room in case the 
Superintendent spoke to them. 
‘Sir. On the death of Mister Ellis-Carne… It wasn’t an accident. He was run down by Lady Beatrice’s 
Bentley. We haven’t identified the driver as yet, but we will by the end of the day,’ Scott said remaining at 
Knowlan’s office door. 
‘That’s impossible! The car must have been stolen Inspector. I heard last night that the car was missing, 
so why haven’t we searching for the car instead of throwing dispersion around the place involving 
important people?’ 
‘Sir, but we found the car hidden in a Hay shed on the Estate. Hobday drove it there.’ 
‘Surely, you don’t suspect Hobday. I’ve known him for years and he wouldn’t kill anyone.’ 
‘Sir, his footprints, and only his footprints, were found all around where the car was normally garaged 
and where we found it in the hay shed. I at least have to ask why only his footprints were found, Not her 
Ladyship’s but his?’ Scott said. The churning in his stomach was making him feel ill by the Chief 
Superintendent’s hindrance in protecting the Newton family was becoming close to corruption. 
‘I have had the Chief Constable on my back again. He has received another complaint from Lady 
Beatrice’s solicitor, Barnard Ingram, accusing you of bullying his clients, Lady Beatrice, and the 
intimidation of Thomas Ellis-Carne during his questioning. The Chief Constable does not appreciate 
bullying tactics from his officers. You are causing me much concern and anymore complaints I will have 
no other option but to remove you from this investigation and place a more reliable and competent 
officer in your place. You are damaging my reputation. I told the Chief Constable I didn’t believe you 
were a good enough officer to be in charge of the homicide section but he overruled me, all because of 
your father’s reputation. If I lose my promotion I can assure you that you will pay with your position in 
this station. Do you understand me?’ 
Scott hurriedly left Knowlan’s office feeling his position as an Inspector was entirely based on his 
father’s influence. He was on the cusp of solving this case, it was complicated and not as straight forward 
as everyone believes. The Chief Superintendent’s threats had pushed him back into despair and digging 
up his personal inadequacies. He had to find the strength to resolve the investigation his way. It was 
Donna’s praise that lifted him when he fell into the mental doldrums but he will carry on knowing he 
was on the right track, at least until they remove him from the investigation. 
‘Okay, where are we at people,’ he said walking into the incident room. Vincent had the phone at his ear, 
and Thompson was at her desk searching through Violet’s diary, opened in front of her. 
‘Found anything yet Lindsay?’ He said standing at the front of her desk. She shook her head. ‘No Sir, not 
yet. She’s written a lot of gobbledygook down the margin of the page on the first of March. I can’t make 
any sense of it all to what she’s written. It has to mean something else why would she write it in her 
diary?’ 



 

 

‘Can I see?’ He said taking the diary from her. ‘Your right, it doesn’t make sense, does it. But as you say, 
she wouldn’t have written it in her diary without a reason and if it didn’t mean something special, to her 
at least. Have a play with the letters, turn them around, reverse them. The more I think about it she may 
have developed her own secret code to stop anyone from reading her words… See if she put a code 
translation somewhere in the diary, maybe in the front or back, but keep trying to decipher her writings,’ 
he said handing the diary back to her. 
Vincent put the phone down. ‘Lady Beatrice is on her way to Minehead Inspector. She’ll arrive sometime 
this afternoon. They couldn’t tell me which train she caught, but I don’t expect there are too many trains 
from London to Minehead,’ Vincent said. 
‘Get down to the station and wait for her. Bring her Ladyship here when she arrives, and no excuses. 
Lindsay with me. You can finish you cipher hunt later. I want you with when we chat to Hobday before 
either she or the bruiser of a solicitor come and sits with him. Oh, by the way Neville, take two officers 
with you when you pick up her Ladyship, I don’t want her to do a runner.’ 
‘Sir! The more I look at the words Violet wrote the more I’m confused. There isn’t a code translation 
anywhere here,’ she said closing the diary. ‘She’s written a lot about her and Richie’, their lovemaking and 
it’s pretty hot stuff,’ she said blushing. 
‘Forget that for now. Let’s go and interview our loyal butler. When we finish you can return to cracking 
the code but just concentrate on deciphering Violet’s words. Write them up on the white board so we all 
can see them. Maybe they will mean something on their own. Come on, bring your notebook,’ he said 
and followed his young Detective out. 
Lindsay hurriedly found another white board so she can copy the words from the diary onto it when she 
returned. 

*** 
Hobday sat in interview room one,. He was alone at the table looking tired and confused. Outside 
standing in front of the one-way mirror Scott and Lindsay watched their suspect. 
‘I’m hoping he’ll tell us what we need to know and stop all this confusion,’ Scott said walking to door. 
They walked and Hobday sat up straight and erect. Scott sat opposite Hobday and Lindsay next to Scott 
as he stared into Hobday’s eyes, but Hobday looked away so not be intimidated. 
‘Mister Hobday I must warn you that you are not obliged to say anything unless you wish to do so, but 
what you say may be put in writing and given in evidence. So why did you hit Thomas Ellis-Carne with 
the Bentley?’ Scott asked. 
‘I do not know anything about Mister Ellis-Carne’s accident. I was at the Manor and did not leave the 
house,’ Hobday replied. 
‘Come on Hobday! Do you think I was born yesterday? You know we found your fingerprints all over 
the steering wheel, your footprints in the garage, in the hay shed. We have no other evidence of anyone 
else driving the car. We know Thomas Ellis-Carne had been in the car because his fingerprints were 
found on the Bentley’s front passenger door. We also have a witness who saw Ellis-Carne get in the 
Bentley at approximately seven thirty last night. The Bentley is being examined of the damage caused 
when you drove into Ellis-Carne’ Scott said. 
‘I did not drive the Bentley last night, and I did not drive into Mister Ellis-Carne Inspector.’ 
‘ I can also inform you the car has sufficient damage which corresponds with having contact to a person. 
Traces of blood on the grill, which will be matched to the Ellis-Carne’s blood type. So if we do find a 
match then you will in trouble. We are waiting for Lady Beatrice to arrive from London, so I guess she 
will be disappointed with you over this,’ Scott said watching Hobday’s reaction. But Hobday didn’t flinch 
just looked down. 
‘Inspector. I have nothing to say. I had nothing to do with Mister Ellis-Carne’s death. Why would I do 
anything to hurt the man? He was a pleasant man.’ 
‘Why did you hide the Bentley in the hay shed?’ 
‘No comment. I am not answering any more questions till I speak to my solicitor.’ 
‘Well Hobday, I am sorry, but you give me not choice. I gave you a chance to help yourself out of this 
mess. You haven’t answered my questions truthfully, have you?’ Scott said. He rose from the table. ‘I’ll 
give you another chance. Who was the other person driving the car taking Ellis-Carne to Withycombe, if 
it was not you?’ 
‘No comment,’ Hobday replied. 



 

 

Scott shook his head and he and Lindsay walked out of the room. 
*** 

 ‘Hobday is protecting someone. It can’t be Lady Beatrice, so who? He will go to jail for someone else, 
stupid, stupid man,’ Scott said walking into the incident room. ‘We will have to wait for forensics either 
confirms Hobday drove the car and killed Ellis-Carne, if it isn’t him then we are back to square one,’ 
Scott said throwing his notebook and file on his desk. ‘Why have we got two white boards in here?’ 
‘I want to put Violet’s message on a separate white board to help us jumble the words around and 
decipher the message. I did ask before taking it from the Chief Superintendent’s office.’ 
‘Let’s hope he won’t want it back before we’ve finished with thing,’ he said. 
‘I will write up the interview with Hobday first and then work on Violet’s message,’ Lindsay said. She sat 
at her desk, opened her notes and started writing. 
‘Was there other examples of Violet’s strange words in the diary?’ He said standing before the white 
board. 
‘No Sir, only on that page.’ 
‘Has Neville looked at this?’ 
‘I don’t know Sir. He hasn’t said anything. I’m not sure if he approved me doing this, he may have 
wanted to do it himself,’ Lindsay said. 
‘I can tell you that he nominated you as the best person to do this, so there you are, it is a high 
recommendation,’ he said. Lindsay looked at him and wondered whether he was just saying that to put 
her at ease or Vincent never said such a thing. 
‘Write the words horizontally across the board. Seeing them as a list confuses the mind, at least it does 
mine,’ he said looking up from his desk at the words listed vertically down the board. She left the 
finished the Hobday interview report on Scott’s desk and went back to her primary task. And using a red 
white board marker she wrote down. ‘Well Sir, that’s it. But, it still doesn’t make sense.’ 
‘Yes, I see what you mean,’ he said after Lindsay recopied Violet’s words. 
‘Inspector. You need to look at this,’ she said. 
‘Aah, yes! Now it makes more sense,’ he said. He stood in front of the board staring at the muddled 
words. He stared at them as a whole. paragraph. “elttob llams otni rellikdeew gniruop dehs nedrag edistuo reh duuof 
thginot”. 
‘What do you see Lindsay?’ 
‘Sorry, What do you see?’ 
‘The words, they are written back to front,’ he said. He went to the board. ‘She wrote them back to front 
so others wouldn’t know what she had written. And because they didn’t make sense the words they were 
ignored.’ 
‘Right Lindsay! Violet wrote the words down the page margin to confuse people even more and seeing 
them vertically wouldn’t make sense to anyone. Okay… You know what to do now we reverse the whole 
sentence on the other board. I’ll read out the word and you write it down on the other board. I’ll start off 
and then you can continue on your own. Let’s see what we can make out some words. Look here. This 
word, rellikdeew, reverse it, and reads weedkiller,’ he said. He stood staring at the board frozen it time. 
‘She saw it all. So who did she see? The answer is here.’ 
‘So, on what you’re saying all we do is reverse the other words.’ Lindsay said coming forward. ‘Let me 
have a go, so instead of writing “thginot” I reverse it and it becomes “tonight”, that makes sense.’ 
Lindsay wheeled the white board to her desk and began the process of changing the words into 
something in English. 
‘While you’re doing that, I’ll go to forensics and see if they have any further information for us,’ he said 
leaving Lindsay happily working away. 

*** 
‘Sir? I have her Ladyship in the car but she refuses to get out. She wants to go home. What will I do?’ 
Vincent said meeting Scott on his way to see Donna. 
‘Please your Ladyship. Remaining in the vehicle will not solve anything,’ Scott said. ‘I need to have a 
word. I have new evidence as who was involved in your daughter’s death. So, the sooner you speak to 
me, the sooner you can go home to the Manor.’ 
‘You have Henry locked up, don’t you?’ Beatrice said. ‘I want to see the Chief Superintendent first, 
agreed.’ 



 

 

‘Agreed your Ladyship. The quicker we do this the quicker you can go home.’ 
Scott looked on as Vincent escorted Beatrice inside Minehead Police Station. She sat down on a bench 
outside the security screen while Sergeant Griffin hurried to Knowlan office. Scott hurried off to 
forensics. 
‘Your Ladyship. How are you and how can I help?’ Knowlan said coming out of his office behind the 
security screen and motion Griffin to open the security gate. 
‘Every time you and your officers help me it causes me worry. You know I’ll have to tell the Chief 
Constable about this treatment, but it seems he can’t deal with police incompetence either,’ she said 
walking through the gate. ‘I was humiliated at the train station by that Detective Sergeant. His insolence 
and abuse caused me much embarrassment and fear. He treated me like a criminal and, I will not accept 
his behaviour. I want him punished,’ she shouted as Knowlan urged into his office closing the door 
behind them. 
‘Lady Beatrice is with the Chief Superintendent. Where’s the Inspector gone?’ Vincent said sticking his 
head inside the incident’s room. ‘And she’s on the warpath. The old girl accused me of being insolent 
and treating her like a criminal.’ 
‘Did you?’ Lindsay Thompson asked. 
‘No. I didn’t thank you Detective. I asked nicely and courteously for her to come with me. I did have 
two officers with me but I was polite.’ 
‘Well, I wouldn’t worry about it. The Chief Superintendent will smooth things over,’ said Lindsay her 
concentration lessening as she wrote the reversed words on the other white board. ‘As soon as her 
Ladyship is ready, The Inspector wants you to take Lady Beatrice to the interview room. There are some 
important questions he said she must answer.’ 
‘Where is he?’ 
‘He’s gone to see Doctor Owen to see if she had any further evidence on the Bentley and the running 
down of Ellis-Carne,’ she said. 
Vincent hurried back to the counter and sat sit near Knowlan’s office. 
‘Don’t worry about anything your Ladyship. Leave it with and I will see you’re not disturbed again by my 
officers,’ Knowlan said escorting Beatrice out and towards the security gate. 
‘Thank you, Keith. I will tell the Chief Constable how helpful you have been,’ Beatrice replied. ‘Could 
one of your officers take me home?’ 
‘Of course, my apologies. Sergeant Griffin. Arrange for an officer to escort Lady Beatrice home to the 
Manor.’ 
‘Yes Sir,’ Griffin said looking around the office. ‘Don. Take her Ladyship home.’ Don stood and hurried 
to the gate. 
‘This way your Ladyship,’ he said and led her to the main door. 
‘Goodbye Ladyship, you’re in good hands,’ Knowlan said before darting back into his office. 

*** 
‘Hello Donna. Have you got anything new we can use?’ Scott said walking into Donna’s office. 
‘The only new information I have that will help you is circumstantial, and Oliver. I hope it will help. The 
evidence we found hasn’t linked yet, but we are still waiting your feedback on your questioning,’ she said. 
handing him the forensic findings. 
‘So, you know who killed Claire?’ He asked opening the document. ‘Is it Henry Walsh? I got it wrong 
didn’t I?’ said Scott while letting the pages flick through his fingers to the last page. He stared down at 
the conclusion page. 
‘Doctor Owen. Have you finished your findings on the hit and run on Thomas Ellis-Carne?’ Knowlan 
said rushing into her office. ‘I’ll take that Inspector,’ he said snatching the document out of Scott’s 
hands. 
‘Inspector, here’s your glass of water,’ she said taking a full glass and pushed into his hands. The gesture, 
and the touching of her hand, was enough to distract Scott from losing his temper. 
‘Thank you Doctor,’ he said with a nod. She had stopped him from having an quarrel with his superior 
and couldn’t believe how rude this man had become. Now he would wait for Knowlan’s instructions and 
what they would be he didn’t know. But he feared that the Chief Superintendent will likely conceal any 
unfavourable evidence that may point to his friends or associates. Scott, still didn’t know who Donna 
had identified in her findings. 



 

 

‘Hmm, Are you sure you have the sufficient proof of this murderer? You are sure of this finding or is it 
just a guess. I know Doctor Owen of your not following due process in the London Met Forensics team. 
Is that what this is?’ Knowlan asked. 
‘With all due respect Chief Superintendent my work has never been disputed for the science and facts I 
produced in my investigations. And as you very know they were all successful and highly commended. 
What did leave a sour taste in every one’s mouth was the corruption the facts uncovered. Chief 
Superintendent. I have no doubts on the evidence presented in that document you’re holding I can 
happily say, that I have done my part, and it is all for the Chief Constable, you and Inspector Scott to 
bring the investigation to a close,’ she said. She gave Scott a glancing look and sat behind her desk. 
‘Yes, yes all right. I will discuss this further with the Chief Constable, Doctor.’ Knowlan said with 
resignation in his voice. ‘Yes Doctor, I place this in your hands Inspector . You will not discuss this with 
anyone till I speak with the Chief Constable,’ Knowlan said handing Scott the document. 
Scott took the document with a feeling of been given a ticking bomb that was about to go off in his face, 
but he still didn’t know who Doctor Owen names as the killer or killers.’ 
‘One, there was always only one Inspector,’ she replied. 
‘Remember, tell no one until I tell you. You are not to act on the information that is in there, understand 
Inspector,’ Knowlan said and walked out of the office. 
‘I will never understand that man,’ Scott said. Here, he had the name of Claire Walsh and the others and 
yet he could make an arrest and show the world he was good enough to follow in his father’s footsteps. 
‘Once you read it you will know why. Remember what you have is a forensic report, bringing the 
evidence and facts together, and from that we, the team, have concluded,’ she pointed to the document 
in Scott’s hands. ‘One person committed these cold blooded crimes, and if you manage to get a 
confession or more compelling evidence you will succeed to make the charge of murder be taken to 
trial.’ 
‘God. You make it sound I am to run a gauntlet of uncertainty.’ 
‘You will do it Oliver. I believe you can bring this person to justice.’ 
‘Thanks, but you don’t sound too convinced. Can I sit and read this here? I’d like to do it on my own to 
digest it all,’ he said. 
‘Go ahead, I’ll leave you to it,’ Donna said leaving him and closing the door behind her. 
Scott sat and opened the forensic report. First he checked what evidence they found. He read through 
the list; the goblets with one having traces of poison, the tin of Paraquat weedkiller, the Phenobarbital 
and the bottle they found in Beatrice’s bathroom, the mug with traces of the poison, the toolbox that the 
goblets were hidden inside, Claire’s car keys to Henry’s car, which were found in the toolbox, and the 
small bottle with a mixture of poison and Phenobarbital also found in the toolbox. On further reading 
Forensics found Ellis-Carne’s blood was on the front of the Bentley. The force of impact will require and 
replacement grill. The report went on to support of the footprints in the secret passage at Sandhill Farm. 
There were two set; a woman’s light shoe and a man’s heavy shoe. Forensics were not able to prove 
beyond a reasonable doubt the woman’s shoe but they confirmed that the man’s shoe belonged to 
Hobday. Did he kill Claire? Why? It doesn’t make any sense. 
Scott continued reading and as the evidence accumulated he began to guess who was the killer of the 
three victims. On the second last page was the identity of the perpetrator, but it could not be proved 
beyond reasonable doubt. But what was missing in the report was Violet’s diary account. He and his 
team were still to break Violet’s code. Scott sat transfixed then hurried out of the office. 
 

 


