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    Preface




    The Mandaten family are making the final arrangements for their big annual event which is to take place at the weekend. They have all been summoned to the Manor to discuss certain aspects of the continuance of the Mandaten family dynasty. One and a half hours after the last member of the family had driven through the gates, they were all sitting in silence around the dinner table.




    Mandaten Manor had been the family seat since the Norman conquest back in 1066 when the Baron Louis François Mandaten arrived in England with William. Generations later, the head of the family, Lord Lionel Mandaten, is seriously ill and has been told that he has just a few months of life remaining and, knowing this, the time is short to announce his successor. There are fourteen family members present at the table and there is an uneasy air as they eye each other with suspicion, knowing that the time will soon be here to lay their father to rest. Though ill, he still sits at the head of the table with his wife, Florence, sitting at the other end facing him. At the table sit the two daughtwers and three sons with their respective wives and husbands. The Mandatens have two girls and one set of boy twins and a younger brother.There is also the adopted son who they have a disliking for and his wife.The four grandchildren are due to arrive on Thursday 25th.




    The household comprises three housemaids; two footmen, and a very old butler, Mister Bradinham. In the kitchen are two cooks, accompanied by three helpers, all overseen by the housekeeper who is the butler’s wife. The stables and livestock are controlled by the Livestock manager, whose wife, is the head cook, he is assisted by their sons. Running the farm and living in the Manor farmhouse is the arable farm manager. His wife is the second of the cooks, he is assisted by their three sons. They have one daughter, who also works in the kitchen. These families have all worked faithfully through the generations for the Mandatens and at eighty-five, the old butler has been the longest-serving current employee and has been with them for sixty-four of his eighty-five years. Alongside him, and always close at hand, is his faithful wife. The rest of the staff range from five to thirty years respectively.




    The three sons eagerly await to hear who will become the next Lord Mandaten, all of which have a plan to achieve this and ensure it is they who will inherit the Manor, its land, and the amassed fortune, with evil eyes they watch each other all were wondering who would be the one to be crowned the next Lord Mandaten and after that to inherit everything, it would take time and patience was not one of their strongpoints.


  




  

    Chapter One – The Family Dinner




    The gates to Mandaten Manor stood wide open, waiting for the arrival of the family who had been summoned to arrive early by their father, Lord Louie Mandaten. The livestock managers son, Jeremiah, had reluctantly left the stables and waited patiently at the gates for the family members to arrive before he could close and secure them.




    The first car to arrive was that of the twins: Malcolm, accompanied by his wife, Greta, and his brother Grant, accompanied by his wife, Bonnie. There was no mistaking the friction between them as Jerimiah could hear the arguing even as the car sped past him. “No change there then, always arguing and getting at each other it is no wonder that they do not kill each other, they have everything where there are so many people that have so little and they are never satisfied. The best one is their adopted brother, Chadrick. He is so different from the other three, now there is a real gent.” Whispered Jeremiah. Thirty minutes behind them, in separate vehicles, came the two daughters: Lizabeth with her husband Tomas in their Rolls Royce, followed by Sammie with her husband Walter in their Jaguar. It was all they could do to greet Jeremiah with a wave.




    “And hello to you as well, (Jeremiah mouthed and almost put his fingers up but thought better of it, they were now well past and well out of earshot so his voice was raised.) snobs! That is what you lot are, not a bit like your parents – now there is a real Lady and Gentleman. One more to arrive in my reckoning. Hope they get here soon because I want to get back to my mare, she is due to foal at any time now and I want to be there when that happens.” Jeremiah heard the vehicle coming down the private road long before he saw it and was surprised when a taxi drove slowly through the gates he was quick to step in front of the vehicle, it immediately pulled up. The instant that he saw who its passengers were, he was quick to apologise, “Sorry Master Chadrick, Miss Demmie, I did not realise that it would be you in a taxi. Hello ma’am it is good to see you both again.” “You too, Jeremiah, are the others here?”




    “Master Kevin and his wife have been here three days, everyone else has arrived in the last hour and a half, you are the last, sir.” “Drop the sir please, Jeremiah, and the master, I have said it before, just call me Chadrick or even Chad. The others may but I do not want any formality or standing on ceremony and neither does my wife, do you Demmie?” She did not reply but gave a long stare of indignation at this statement. It was noticed by Jerimiah but missed by Chadrick. “Now a personal question for you, how is Star doing? Has she foaled yet?” “Any time now, sir, sorry Chad.” “Then my friend, we will get out of this taxi and walk from here so that the gates can be closed and locked, then you can get back to her.” “But it’s a tidy step up to the Manor.”




    “Not a problem my friend, (Chad was quickly out of the taxi and handing over the fare to the driver, Demmie relucktantly followed him.) anyhow, a good walk will do us both good and give us a chance to stretch our legs after all the sitting to get here.” Demmie threw a look of disagreement but Chad was out of the taxi with their cases from the boot, the driver was paid so she had no choice. “Now then without argument, you get away to your mare my friend and we will close the gates for you”. “But I –” “No, but Jeremiah, get on that horse and be away with you and let us know when the foal is born”.




    “God bless you both and thank you Chad, you are a real gent.” In seconds Jeremiah had mounted his waiting horse and was galloping away. The taxi reversed and with the gates closed and secured, Chad and Demmie began their long walk up to the Manor.




    “Glad we decided to travel light and only have one small suitcase each.” Said Chad “I bet that your brothers and sisters have a lot more luggage than this and even if they did not, they would not make this long walk.” Demmie said grudgingly then added. “Ten pounds bet on the luggage.” “Cannot do that my dear because what is mine is yours and what is yours is mine.” Replied Demmie slyly, “True, and that is one of the reasons that I love you, we share everything equally. You are not a bit like my sisters or brothers, they are filled with greed and out for all they want and can get and now that father is seriously ill, they will be even more at each other with their bickering and wanting to cut everyone’s throat as they continue with their fighting to gain the title of Lord in fact, I am surprised that they haven’t killed each other this far as they each stand in the others way.”




    “They are welcome to all this wealth and grandeur Chad, we may not be rich but we are comfortable and I am quite happy with our simple way of missing, thank you.” He smiled and although he said nothing, he sensed an air of falseness in her statement. “You do not want me to be the Lord of the Manor then?”




    “You Chad?” She shook her head and laughed quite loudly, “Most definitely not you, well the very thought.” He sensed something truthful in her reply but did not challenge it. “Well anyhow, I don’t think that there is any chance of that, besides, the title usually goes to the eldest son and that is Malcolm by four minutes and fifteen seconds over his twin Grant according to what has been said.” Remarked Chad, “And Grant should be the one to have it all.”




    “Grant hmm, tell me Demmie, why do you say Grant”? She answered without a seconds hesitation. “No reason other than otherwise it will go to Malcolm and not to Kevin.” He thought her answer was extremely strange so he asked again, “Why do you say Grant should be the one?” This time she hesitated before replying, “No reason, just a name slip I guess,” “Well, you can be sure that he will want it over the other two and I can guess that they each have a plan to gain the title so there will be a lot of rivalry and animosity between them. Even the two sisters will want a bite of the cherry because they all want to have the title and all that goes with it, it is just a simple matter of who father thinks will be the best suited for the role.” “Will they physically fight each other for the role?” “You can bet on it and knowing them it could turn particulary violent.”




    “You do not count yourself in the running then and do not come into the equation?” “I am not of Mandaten blood so that counts me out straight away and either sister would only stand to inherit if there were no male heirs to bare the title. They are both filled with greed and I feel very sorry for Tomas and Walter, it is just as well that they did have fortunes of their own thanks to Father, although they are sinking and in the current climate, they will need to appraise their businesses.” “Not like us then?”




    “Not like us, having too much causes problems and I can well do without them, what do you say?” “Well, let me think, with all that wealth I would wear designer clothes and there would be no more work or having to do the washing, cooking or any housework at all, I would have staff at my beck and call … Umm, now that would be really lovely, oh how I want that.” He glanced at her, a bit surprised at her answer and again felt that it carried a note of truth, and then she produced a forced half-smiled. “Only kidding, it would all be far too much to handle anyway, we are fine as we are.” “We sure are but for a minute there I thought you were being serious.” He looked ahead just as her face changed into a full smile. He noticed that she was beginning to tire so he tried to give some encouragement. “Well, there she is, Demmie, there stands the good old homestead Mandaten Manor. She looks very impressive and you will not need to walk much further as we are almost there.”




    They must have been observed walking up the long drive because waiting at the front door were both footmen and as they approached, Alfred disappeared. “It is good to see you both again. Come right in, now let me take your cases and show you to your room.” “Good to see you, Jonas.” Walking up the long staircase, they continued to chat, “The Sir Lowel Mandaten suite?” “Just so, it is ready for you and as we observed you walking up the long drive, we timed it to let Katrine know so she will have a hot bath already run for you, she will be your maid for your stay. Dinner will be served at seven-thirty sharp and as you know his Lordship does not like to be kept waiting.” “Thank you for reminding me, Jonas, Father was always a stickler for punctuality, I guess that comes from his days in the army.” Arriving at the Lowel suite, they were greeted by Alfred. “Welcome home Chad, Demmie, everything is ready for you, this is your room key although I have never known the doors to be locked and we hope you both enjoy your stay.” “Thank you and I can safely say that it will not be as enjoyable as three months ago with Father being taken so suddenly ill.”




    “Very true Chad and it did come on extremely suddenly, one day he was absolutely fine and even went for a long ride on Thundist, then in the evening started to feel unwell. The next day he was rushed off to hospital but if I may speak out of turn?” “Just between us then.”




    “He has had a good life, although tough at times and my grandfather served in his regiment during the great war and was sadly lost at Pashendale, the were both young but went anyhow and your father has reached his ninety-seventh year and it seems to me that he will just go on and not roll over and die, definitely a tough old cuss if you will excuse the saying.” “Just between us, you are perfectly right, Alfred, and I for one wish that life would allow it to be so and he could go on forever.” “You are a good man, Chad, not a bit like your three brothers and we would all be more than happy to serve under you if it were you who was our next Lord.” “Thank you for that Alfred but not possible as I am not a Mandaten by birth. I have a hard job to understand their way of thinking, maybe because I am from a different stable but that is the greed in them.” “As far as we are concerned and that is all of us that work here, you are a pure true blood Mandaten.” “Thank you for that, Jonas, and the time is ticking so now we had better get a move on.” “Us too, Chad, so we will leave you now as we have to finish preparing the dinner table.” They both turned and left.




    Demmie shook her head as though in despair, “Goodness gracious, you amaze me how you talk to the staff the hired help and allow them to talk to you, surely there should be some sense of decorum between you and them. From the moment that we came through the gates and you spoke to Jeremiah, you told him no formality or standing on ceremony and I felt that it makes you just like them. To my mind, to an outsider nothing more than just one of the employed personnel, it may be alright for you but for me, I do not like that. I guess in your mind it does not really matter what anyone thinks. You told him not to call you master or sir so do you not think that you should be a little bit better than that and rise up a bit more so that they know that you are above them to ensure that they know their lowly station?” He sensed a touch of anger and snobbery in her voice and that was something he had not experienced before. “Not at all Demmie and I am surprised that you should say such a thing because like them is just what I am my darling woman, I have no visions of grandeur and I have never and will never consider myself any better than they are. Lord Mandaten, as you know, adopted me minutes after my birth and he is the only father that I have ever known and his wife the only mother, and that in my book makes me no better than any of the members of staff that are employed here or, come to that, those that we employ. They are all working for a living just as we are, the only difference is that we run our own business and they work for us and my mother and father.” He shook his head in total disbelief at what she had said. “Hmm, of course, you are right Chad, it just seems so strange to hear you speak to them on the same level, your brothers or sisters would not accept it and, I dare say, neither would their respective wives or husbands.”




    “True, they would not but I am not them. Besides, there is one who seems much different in their way of thinking and that is Malcolm’s young second wife, Greta. She is a very nice person and appreciates everything that she has but as for the rest of them, they always want more and think it is beneath them to treat the staff with respect. Plus, they have always been a bit above themselves. I, for one, will always treat everyone as a human being on the same playing field and not as they do – like a doormat to wipe their feet on. Our staff works hard for us and I always promised that as we made money through their endeavors, they, in turn, would make more through their wage packets and I have stuck to that.” “And if you had not paid them so much we would have a lot more”. “I told them they would do well and better as the business grew and that is my agreement with them and will not be changed”. She now sensed his anger so changed her direction. “That is why all the staff in our business and here at Mandaten like you because you treat them all with respect and they return it to you.” “You have to earn respect Demmie, it is not something that is just given. My father told me that a long while ago and that is why his soldiers liked him, and all the staff here like him and mother equally and that is why they have remained faithful to them for so many years. He has been a strict disciplinarian but because they have always been fair with all the staff they both have their respect.” “I know that it cannot be and will never happen but that fairness, I can see, would continue with you as the next Lord and in charge of the estate and all that is connected and goes along with it. But don’t you think you would be too soft on them and that they would take advantage of that? Now, your Brother Grant, on the other hand, is much stronger than the other two and he –” He could not understand her attitude and did not wish to discuss it further so he raised his hand to stop the conversation from progressing further. “Grant again, enough said on that subject and as I have already said I am not my brothers, plus, I am not a Mandaten so I do not come into the selection at all. Now we have less than an hour to get ready for dinner so into the bath with you before it gets cold.” She looked at him then with a scowl and attempted a curtsy and said sarcastically, “Yes my lord and master.” He tapped her across the bottom.




    “Lord and master indeed, not me cheeky.”




    She mumbled under her breath, “Too right you are not.”Right on time, the family had bathed and dressed, ready for their evening meal and observing protocol, took up their respective position at the dinner table, and were standing by their chairs, waiting for their parents to arrive. At precisely seven twenty-seven p.m. they walked in and immediately took up their seats, the footmen instantly slid the chair into place for them to sit. With a wave of the father’s hand, the family followed suit and the instant they were all seated, the first course arrived and was served.




    “Have you remembered our daughter-in-law Bonnie’s nut allergy Bradinham”?




    “We have, my Lady, and as before, cook Flora has prepared all her meal with the greatest of care.” “Thank you, Bradinham.” After grace was said, the meal began and there was complete silence while they consumed the first course as the rule of the house was ‘no talking whilst eating’. The moment that the cutlery was laid down, Malcolm broke the silence. “I find this all a waste of good money but why did you need to call us to be here today, Father? As you know, we are all busy finalising our own section of the arrangement for the weekend’s show, plus we normally arrive on a Thursday with the children, not the Monday so would that not have been soon enough?” “What gives you the right to question why Malcolm?” “As the eldest son and in line to be the next Lord, I would say that gives me the perfect right, Father.” “You presume much, Malcolm. Now that aside, I have asked you all to be here early because, as you are aware, I have been informed that my remaining days are limited and while I live, I must choose and nominate my successor to be the next Lord of the Manor. My will is already written bequeathing to those that I desire the things specifically for them to have. But the matter of who steps into my shoes is a totally separate issue and it is for that reason I have brought you together early so that I can have the time to make my decision.”




    “Fair enough, Father, but as the eldest son, surely there should be no question at all as to who it should be and an easy decision to make as it is I that should automatically be the next Lord. And while I am on the subject, isn’t this all very grand, and do you not think that as costs are rising, this type of formal family gathering is a bit too costly and well outdated?” “You grow very bold, Malcolm, but while I still rule at Mandaten, it shall be so.” He glanced at the three sons, Malcolm and Grant and then Kevin. “You can be sure that I am fully aware of all your thoughts and I made a special point of knowing yours just because you are the eldest son and I do not like or agree with any of them.” “My thoughts, Father? But how could you possibly know them? Surely you are not some kind of mind reader?” He then chucklad, his father smiled at him. “I have my ways and they are for me to know. I know that you would sell the Manor to the National Trust to be kept for prosperity and take up residence in the Manor farm house, which would turn our farm manager, Jacob, and his family out and I can assure you that is not going to happen. We have given a good number of local people work and have gained their loyalty and it is my desire that this continues and you, Malcolm, would break up what has taken us years to build so I will hear no more of it.” “B-but I –”




    “Silence!” He said in a raised voice. “I said that I will hear no more of it.”




    Kevin smiled and took his chance to speak. “Do as Father says big brother. I, for one, have no desire to see what has taken years to build broken in the stroke of a pen.”




    “Well, no big surprise there, little brother Kevin, of course, you would not want to break anything up, you may be the youngest but let us face it, you would like to be the Lord and master of all this just as they both would,” Grant replied, directing his comment at Kevin and his two sisters. Demmie almost rose from her seat but instead sat bolt upright before speaking.




    “I agree with you, Grant, and I do not think I know that you would not see it broken up, what is ours shall always be ours if you were at the helm,” Demmie stated with a smile. All eyes were on Demmie now, all surprised at her comment. Demmie knew that she had spoken out of turn and turned sheepishly away trying to avoid their stares.




    “Strange for you to join in, Demmie, as it does not concern you in the slightest. Now, it does concern you three boys and quite honestly, all you brothers make me sick the way that you all squabble, admit it you all want the title. So do not make it any more difficult for father than it already is please,” said Chad angrily. “Even our darling sisters, who look so demure, have a problem, the three of us are in their way.” Grant said with a provocative grin. “True, Grant, so that makes all of us want to rule.” Kevin said. “Not all of us, Kevin, you three brothers can fight it out amongst yourselves with pistols, swords or with whatever you chose. I have no desire to be at the helm so leave me out of the equation.” Chadrick said looking extremely annoyed. “You are a little creep, Chadrick, anyhow you are not really one of us true blood Mandaten’s and not to be considered in the running at all.” Said Malcolm. “That is very true, you are only adopted so your thoughts do not count. Plus, as Malcolm said you are not a Mandaten so you are in no position to be a Lord. In fact, I do not know why you are even here.” Lizabeth spat. “Well said, Lizabeth, and so say all of us, so that is clear enough, Chadrick, you may as well toddle away as you are not wanted or needed here and never have been.” Grant then made the movement of walking with his fingers.At this remark, Lord Mandaten snapped. “Enough of that kind of talk, Grant! Malcolm, Lizabeth, all of you, Chadrick has always been much more than a good son to us and a very good brother to you all. You have a very short memory and you forget easily that if it were not for him, even though he was years younger when it happened, then you would not be here today Grant, for you would have surely drowned in the lake if he had not risked his own life to save yours.”




    “True enough, Father, and I am not allowed to forget it and that act sticks in my throat. He has been thanked for it many times and I have been reminded on more occasions than I care to remember but we do not live in the past, Father, and need to move forward if we are to survive in the future.” Grant said with a sour look on his face.“You have all done very well with what the Manor Estate has given you and that is only because it has been well run and we have indeed moved with the times and the changing situation.” He glanced around his family with steely eyes. “I can smell the greed in all of you as it spills out like an overflowing cup. I can also sense your jealousy and dislike of each other, even though you are brothers and sisters, your falseness and lies are like n overflowing cup. There are only two amongst you that have none of those traits and that makes my task extremely difficult. Now all be silent and eat.” Lord Mandaten said and focused on his plate. “And we can all guess who one of them is.” Grant said bitterly. “I said silence Grant and –.” Lord Mandaten then began to choke and without hesitation, Chadrick was the first to react and be at his side. He spoke calmly. “Take it easy Father, it is not worth upsetting yourself over, they are only words and they do me absolutely no harm.” Lord Mandaten calmed and patted him on the hand. “Thank you, son, you are a good boy and I will be alright now.” He returned to his seat under the evil constant stare of Malcolm, Grant, and Kevin, there were also long stares of hatred from Lizabeth and Sammie. Their father’s angry, long, and ice-cold glance was more than adequate to reign them in and once again silence reigned supreme but whilst they ate the building hostile atmosphere between them could be cut with a blunt knife.




    With the main course finished and the cutlery laid still, the signal was given and instantly the table was being cleared. “May I be excused please, Father, as I need the restroom?” “At last some respect and not from one of my own children,you are excused Demmie.” “If she is to be excused, may we be also father?” Lord Mandaten gritted his teeth as he could sense the animosity in Lizabeth’s voice, “Lizabeth, Greta, you are also both excused.” “Thank you father.” Replied Lizabeth. The three girls rose from the table and made their way silently from the room. In the hall, they saw the trolley filled with their desserts and noted the one that was separated from the others with Bonnie’s name clearly marked on it. “They all look very nice.” Remarked Greta but Lizabeth and Demmie appeared to pay little attention although observing all that the trolly contained. Alfred and Jonas were busy removing the used main course dinnerware and, although they noticed them, paid little or no attention to the three girls as they walked past. The three met again in the hall and, without a word passing between them, re-entered and took up their seats in the dining room. “The ladies are returned, Bradinham, so serve the desert.” Bonnie’s was the first to be served to ensure that there could be no possibility of it being mistaken or contaminated. “Bonnie, I must say that your dessert looks rather delicious, cook has excelled herself for you.” said Demmie. “So do all of yours. Look delicious.” Replied Bonnie. “Enough chat, I will have silence at the table.” “Please accept our apologies, Father.” Said Bonnie shyly. With a nod of his head, there was silence again.




    The only sound to be heard was Bradinham as he breathed erratically, the only other sound was the occasional chink of a spoon as it connected with the dessert dish. They were all enjoying the dessert and when they had finished, the spoon was laid down. “That was –” Greta never finished her sentence because suddenly Bonnie started to choke and convulse and moments later, collapsed, falling heavily from her chair. Demmie cried out, “Bonnie, what is it? what is wrong?” There was no response. “Quick, call for an ambulance, she is struggling to breathe and her heart rate is very rapid or even low –. Oh I don’t know but it is not right!”, cried Sadie. “Look at the raised rash, what could be wrong with her?” “If Kansas was here now, then he would know.” Lizabeth wailed. “But he is not here, is he? And will not be until Thursday, will he Lizabeth?” Grant’s snapped. “No need for that, Grant, Lizabeth is only trying to help.” Snapped her husband, Tomas. “I am not clued up on medical conditions but knowing Bonnie and her condition, plus, I have seen this once before,as one of my staff has the same condition, it looks as though she is suffering a reaction to something that she has eaten, get the Epipen she has in her handbag we need to try that.” Chad administed the pen but it appeared to have little or no effect, “Dam”, said Chadrick looking very concerned.“But how can that be, Chadrick? Everything was prepared with great care and she has not had a problem before as Cook is very particular when preparing Bonnie’s meals.” Said Lady Mandaten.




    “Well, she has eaten something now, Mother.” snapped Grant, who was by her side trying his best to keep her breathing. Demmie moved forward to be right at his side and with her hand resting on his shoulder she whispered in his ear, “It will be alright, Grant.” “For goodness sake, move back all of you and give her room to breathe.” Shouted Greta as she ushered the family away from her, they all wanted to be by her side but were helpless as none of them had a clue what to do and could do nothing to help her. Greta began to cry and held her hand. “I wish that I knew what to do, oh! my dear sweet Bonnie.” But all that could be done was to wait for the ambulance to arrive.




    A call had gone to Herbert the livestock manager who had sent one of his sons to open the gates and within eight minutes the medical team was in attendance. “This is very serious, Rob, she is suffering a severe anaphylaxis reaction and is in a deep anaphylactic shock, almost a coma. Her airway is terribly restricted and almost closed. She needs an emergency tracheotomy, try the Epinephrine and hopefully that will help.” “Trying to establish a tracheotomy that but this is not good, not good at all. I feel that she needs to be somewhere with someone who is much better equipped than we are to carry out the required procedure quickly if she is to be saved. We will keep feeding her oxygen and get her to the hospital as quickly as possible. Make the call ahead so that everything will be in place for our arrival. Now let us be away.” In a matter of a few minutes, the ambulance was on its way and speeding down the road with the siren blasting out and the blue lights flashing, following in its wake was Grant. Demmie sat beside him, calling out as she ran to his car, “He should not be going alone.” And before Chadrick could answer, she was in the passenger seat and they were speeding away. “Kevin, Lizabeth, Sammie, with me, the rest wait here for news, they will not want us all there, especially if not blood family.” Malcolm said with urgency staring directly at Chadrick.




    Malcolm had his car fired up and hardly before the doors were closed and the safety belts fastened, he had the car in gear and was chasing after Grant and the ambulance. The ambulance crew fought hard to keep Bonnie breathing and stabilised whilst in transit and their efforts were being rewarded but she needed urgent care if her life was to be saved. Arriving at the hospital, there was no delay and when the ambulance pulled into the parking bay, two porters were already opening the rear doors before the vehicle had come to a complete halt. As they wheeled her in, the consultant called out, “Ok team, let’s hustle and do our best to save this young lady’s life.”




    “This is Bonnie Mandaten, she is suffering a severe allergic reaction and has been unconscious for at least twelve minutes. We tried to bring her around without success and on the way here, she suffered a cardiac arrest, we managed to resuscitate but she is very unstable we tried to do an emergency tracheotomy to open her airway but were unsuccessful and her airway is virtually closed, we also administered Epinephrine but it appeared to have little effect.” Said Dave the paramedic. “Ok team, let’s get those drugs running and –.” Before the consultant had finished speaking, at that moment Bonnie’s body arched, held for a few seconds, then collapsed “Cardiac Arrest.” Said the sister in charge. “Stand clear, paddles ready!” shouted the consultant with his medical team of doctors and nurse’s in close attendance. Her body jumped as the charge ran through her. “Nothing.” Cried the emergency sister. “All clear, paddles ready!” said the consultant as he prepared to deliver another shock, Again her body jumped. “Nothing, she is gone.” Said the nurse as she felt for a pulse. “Once more please team, clear paddles ready.” Said the consultant and delivered another shock to her body. Again Bonnie’s body jumped as the charge passed through her chest but there was no response, the emergency sister felt for a pulse, then shook her head. “We are too late, she is gone.” She said reluctantly. “I think that we will need to have a post-mortem to see what has happened to this young woman and confirm the cause of death but by the appearance of the swelling and the rash on her body, it was very severe Anaphylaxis. I will do the unenviable task of breaking it to her husband.”said the consultant. Grant, with Demmie at his side, was the first to arrive and they were in the family waiting room when the rest of the family turned up. “Any news Grant?” “Not yet, Lizabeth, they would not let us in with her and we got ushered into here so don’t know a thing yet, only that they are fighting for her.” Grant replied. At that moment, the door opened. “I am Mister Manier, the emergency consultant, and have been treating Bonnie Mandaten. Which of you gentlemen would be her husband?” “That would be me, tell me what is going on, and do not fob me off with any of the medical jargon, just give it to me straight, is she alive or dead.” Grant said sternly. “And are these people with you?” “They are, so you can speak freely in front of them, is Bonnie going to be alright?” Grant urged. Before answering, the consultant hesitated for a moment, shaking his head. “I hate this part of my job.” He said quietly. “It is my solemn and sad duty to inform you that your wife sadly passed away precisely ten minutes after her arrival, we tried desperately to carry out an emergency procedure called a tracheotomy to open her airway.” He shook his head “It is unfortunate as she had another massive cardiac arrest and regrettably we were unable to save her. We did everything that we possibly could to save your wife, Mister Mandaten, but sadly her condition was beyond serious. Because of the way that your wife died we will need to carry out a post-mortem just to be certain of the cause of death, we must do that for the record. We will also need to inform the police, merely a formality, you understand because of the suddenness.” “Is that really necessary when you already know the cause of death?” Grant sounded dismayed. “It is, sir, I am deeply sorry that we failed in our attempt to save her and you have my deepest sympathy.” Said the consultant. “Thank you, can I see her?” Grant’s voice shook. “Give us a few moments, then a nurse will come to fetch you.” The consultant turned and walked away. “Bonnie’s gone, I can hardly believe it, we were eating dinner only half an hour ago, and now this. Grant, you must be devastated at this.” Said Lizabeth and started to cry. “I don’t know why you are crying, the tears are all false. Besides, you did not really like her anyhow.” She stopped crying instantly. “You ask how I feel, well, I don’t know how I feel, Lizabeth, just numb is how I feel at this moment. Time is nine p.m., you can all go back to the Manor now. Demmie will wait with me and she can drive me back.” Grant said sharply. Kevin hesitated before speaking, “Should it not be one of us family staying with you?” “Maybe Kevin but I would like it to be Demmie, she will have a calming effect on me.” Grant looked at the sad faces staring at him then continued. “A family member may be a bit stressful.” “Alright, Grant, if that is your wish, I will not argue the point, not the time or place. Come on then the rest of you, we will be getting back to inform the others.” Said Malcolm in an authoritarian voice. In silence, they left the waiting room, and as the car made its way home from the hospital, not a word was spoken, they had sped there but the return drive was much slower. As the car pulled up near the Manor, Malcolm seemed to growl. “Someone will pay for this and heads will roll, her allergy was well known to every single person employed so it is quite apparent that sufficient care could not possibly have been taken in the kitchen.” “I think that Father will have something to say on that score, brother.” Kevin said. “Well not without our input, Kevin, this is a case of just plain carelessness by either of those cooks and look at the outcome – a death.” Malcolm said irritably. Lizabeth swallowed hard then spoke, “True, but even so we cannot go jumping to conclusions can we Malcolm.” “Clear enough to me, Lizabeth.” They left the car and went into the Manor. Waiting back at the Manor, the rest of the family were eagerly waiting for news and when they heard the car pull up at around nine twenty p.m., they could hardly contain themselves and began to ask questions even before the returning family members were through the front door. “What happened?” said Chadrick. “Is she alright?” cried Greta. “The news, one of you for goodness sake tell us the news!” said Chadrick as he looked at the returning family. “I see that Grant and Demmie are not with you, why is that and what is the outcome? Is poor Bonnie going to be alright?” “She stayed with Grant, Chad.” “Stayed, but why Sammie?” Chad sounded confused. Sammie replied. “To drive him home, of course, as that was what he wanted.” Said Kevin.




    “Well, all of that is immaterial so If you are quite done move away from the door so that we can come in, the sad news is that Bonnie did not make it. There is no easy way to explain or to say it but straight to the point and that is simple, truth is, she is dead. Grant is waiting to see the body and requested that your wife stays with him, said she would have a calming effect, whereas we, as blood-family, may be stressful.” Again, Malcolm had to get a dig at Chadrick’s adoption and continued, “He said that was what he wanted so due to the situation we did not argue the point.” “But surely one of you should have done that even so?” Chadrick said. “That is what Kevin said but Grant insisted on Demmie staying and, quite honestly, under the circumstances, we were not going to argue.” Replied Malcolm. Chadrick looked sad and wiped a tear from his eye before replying, “Understandably, he must be devastated.”




    “Lizabeth asked him that and he replied that he was just numb.” “He did seem remarkably calm, though.” Said Sammie. “Probably because the truth of Bonnie dying so horribly has not hit him yet.” Replied Lizabeth. “Give it time, Sammie, and when it does, we must all be there to support him.” Said Kevin.




    “And we as a family most certainly will.” Replied Malcolm looking at Chad as he spoke. “Of course, that goes without saying, after all, he is our brother.” Replied Sammie.




    “Better go tell ma and pa the sad news, we will leave that to you, Malcolm, as you are the oldest.” Said Kevin. “Thought you might, you all go through to the lounge and I will get some coffee sorted, then find them.” Kevin gave a salute, “Yes sir”, then turned and walked away. They all headed in one direction while Malcolm went in the other. They entered the lounge in silence and were surprised to see that their parents were already there. They looked at each one individually as they entered. “No Malcolm? And I see no Grant or Demmie, where are they?” asked Lady Mandaten. “Grant and Demmie are still at the hospital and –” Just at that moment the door swung open and Malcolm walked in. “I was about to say he is ordering some coffee and looking for you but no need as he is here now.” Said Sammie, wiping her eyes. “So, tell us, my boy, what is the news on Bonnie?” Their mother asked.




    “No easy way to say it, Mother, Father, Bonnie is dead and that is the truth of the matter. They fought as hard as they could and did all that was possible to save her life and, regrettably, they were not successful, therefore someone will pay for it.” Malcolm announced. “Do not presume, Malcolm, because while I live, I am still the head of this family and it is I that will make that decision once we know all the facts. Until then, we support Grant, got it?”




    “Got it, Father.” There was a knock at the door and upon its opening, in walked Mister Bradinham the old butler, followed by Alfred the senior footman, with a tray containing the jugs. They were closely followed by the junior footman Jonas who had the cups and when each person had received a cup of coffee, the old butler asked, “Is there any news about Miss Bonnie, sir?”




    “Not that it is any concern of yours as it is a family matter and you are just our butler but for your information – she is dead.” Snapped Malcolm in reply. Even at his age, he was close to tears. Bradinham, with his two footmen, turned and left. “There was absolutely no need to speak to him in that way, you are such a pig and after all, he was only showing concern.” Chadrick said with a tone of disgust.“None of this concerns you or them, it is a family matter, so save your sympathy, Chadrick – oh, I forgot you are one of them and not one of us, definitely not a true blood Mandaten.” Sneered Malcolm.




    “Bradinham has been with us since before you were born and he has become a part of our family and has grown with us.” Lord Mandaten glared at his son and continued,“Your bullish attitude is helping me to make up my mind, Malcolm. To step into my shoes and be the next Lord, you must also have compassion, be caring, understanding, and have some gentleness and that is something that you most definitely lack. Now, we will wait for Grant to return and that shouldn’t be too long. You were back promptly at twenty minutes past nine, therefore, allowing for the necessary to be done, maybe he will be here at ten-thirty. Then he can tell us more on the cause of death.”




    “And that is what we all want to know.” Said their mother. “No more to be said on the subject just now, my dear, and until Grant is home, we shall keep a silent vigil with our thoughts of dear sweet Bonnie.” He glanced at them all as he spoke, they all obeyed the words of their father sitting in silence sipping their coffee. It was almost one in the morning before Grant arrived back and was ushered straight into the lounge with Demmie following close behind him.




    “I am surprised to see you all still up.” Grant stated.




    “Could not possibly go to bed before we knew what the outcome was and the cause of – well, only one word can be used, death.” Said Lizabeth. “Before another word, a cup of coffee and a brandy, Grant?” Demmie asked.




    “That would be good, thank you, Demmie.” “While I am at the coffee pot, is there anyone else who would like another cup?” Demmie looked at everyone. Cups were passed and once filled, she handed them out, leaving Chadrick’s to the very last. “Now, however painful the result, please son, tell us.”




    “From the initial examination father, mother, and the analysis, Bonnie died of a massive heart attack, cadiac arrest they call it and it may have been brought on by a severe case of shock due to her nut allergy. They said that they had dealt with cases before and had never seen such a severe reaction with a dose of epinephrine failing to work and it will be necessary to carry out a full post-mortem.” “When will they do that son?” “Tomorrow, and there is something else.” Grant continued. “What else could there be son?” asked his mother. “Try the police, because of the suddenness, it will be the police mortuary technician that carries it out and as they were informed of her sudden death, questions will be asked. They said that we can expect a visit from them in a couple of days, once they have the post-mortem results.” Grant explained.“Did they tell you that? And why involve the police? Surely it was just a case of an accident or not paying enough attention in the food preparation.” “That is just what we said when we saw her lying there, Sammie, but they told us that it is a requirement and protocol for them to be informed of a sudden death, so there you have it. That is all there is to say so I do not have any desire to talk about it any further tonight or any other night. I am off to my bed, so goodnight all.” Grant took hold of Demmie’s hand. “Thanks for tonight.” Then he winked. “The night is not over yet Grant.” She whispered in reply. He smiled, then turned and left them listening to his slow footsteps as he climbed the stairs. “Should someone go up with him?” Greta looked concerned.“Best to leave him to deal with it in his own way, Greta.” Malcolm said still watching the place Grant had exited. “Yes, but it is so sad.”




    “He needs to get used to being alone Greta and you are probably right, it is sad. Plus, he knows that we family are all here if he needs us.” Replied Lizabeth looking at Chadrick as she spoke. “Like I said, best to leave him to deal with it in his own way.”Malcolm said. “Yes, you are right son.”




    “That is no surprise mother as Malcolm is always right.” Replied Lizabeth sarcastically after which they fell silent. Slowly and silently, the lounge door swung open and a footman entered. “Alfred, glad you are still up, I need you to go and get a message to Herbert, tell him to have the black stallion Thundist saddled and ready for me by six a.m. sharp.” Malcolm demanded.




    “I do not wish to question, sir, but at that early hour there will still be a lot of fog or mist about and he does not react kindly to that so for your safety, would it not be better to make it a bit later?” Alfred asked carefully. “How dare you question me?!” Malcolm snapped. “If I had my riding crop, I would beat you for that insolence. Just do it if you want to keep your job and know what is good for you.” Said Malcolm angrily. “I meant no offense sir, it shall be so.” Not wishing to antagonise him further, Alfred removed the used crockery and left the room. He knew it would be no good to phone and that the only way, at this late hour, that Herbert would know of master Malcolm’s request, was to make his way to his cottage and wake him now. Chadrick stood silent so nothing was said until Alfred had left the room. “Again, your bullish belittling behavior strikes with precision. There was no need for you to speak to Alfred in that manner, he was only looking out for you and to say you would have beaten him is an outrage.” “Nothing to do with you adopted boy, you can let them speak to you how you like but as for me, they will show respect.” Replied Malcolm smugly. “You have to earn respect, Malcolm, it is not a god-given right, irrespective of who you are or your position in life.” Chadrick said tiredly. “I am not going to banter words with you, Chad, and you will find that out when I am the next Lord and master of Mandaten, so take heed and be warned.” Malcolm looked the other way. “If Malcolm, if.” Malcolm gazed in the direction of the voice and watched as a chair turned. When it was stationary, a figure rose and there stood their father. “Sorry Father, I thought that you had retired to bed.” Malcolm said quickly. He raised an eyebrow. “Apparently so but as you can see, I have not, I have heard enough so I am about to do so.”




    “Then I bid you a good night and rest well, Father.” Malcolm said. Lord Mandaten glared and just hummed, “Hmm.” They watched their father leave before any further conversation took place. “Put your foot in it that time, big brother.” Kevin teased. “Shut up, Kevin.” Malcolm spat back. “Temper, temper. Now then, your ride, where will you head big brother?” Kevin asked.




    “Up around the lake and across the meadow, then through the woods, follow the lane, then past the old Manor ruins and Devil’s Dyke and back across Rudslip Meadow, down by the stream.” Malcolm declared. “You would not get me up there by the Devil’s Dyke.” Lizabeth’s eyes turned big. “Nothing up there for you to be afraid of, Lizabeth.” “Nothing you say, the old Manor ruins and Devil’s Dyke? Nothing there to be afraid of? Not in my book, you know that they are haunted by the Lady Mary Lowell Mandaten as she drowned in that dyke back in the late seventeenth century.” Lizabeth’s eyes darted as she spoke. “Haunted, Lizabeth, that was just a tale told to us when we were young to stop us from going anywhere near them. So that is my route.”




    “Well, Malcolm, you may not believe in the ghostly reappearance of Lady Mary, but I do and so should you. The atmosphere and weather conditions are just perfect for her to appear and you do know that she has been seen recently.” Said Sammie. “And when was the last sighting sister dear?”




    “Now let me think, after several years absence, she reappeared about three, four, maybe five years ago, and since then, she has been seen every two to three months. You ask when the last sighting was, well, that would be three months ago around the time of the last family visit.” Informed Tomas.




    “Well Tomas, I am taking a loaded gun to bag a deer, if possible, so if she shows up, then I will shoot her and then she will have died twice.” Malcolm mocked. “You may joke but strange things have happened up there since she has reappeared.” Remarked Lizabeth. “All staged and done to scare us away from that area when we were very young and impressionable.” Malcolm rolled his eyes.“I do not think so, things have happened, the latest being the migrant workers.” Said Chadrick as he began to feel very sleepy. “Who cares about them you may but not me, we are now grownups and that is all behind us, and, well, I am going and that is that.” “Well as you say Malcolm, that is that then, no more we can do for now and I am suddenly feeling rather dizzy and sleepy, I feel so tired my eyes are beginning to blur, so bed it is, enjoy your ride Malcolm, you coming Demmie”? Chad’s words were now becoming slightly slurred. “Lead on, Chad, it has been a very traumatic and a trying time and although I am tired …” She sighed and continued, “I still do not think that there will be much sleep for me on this night.” “Goodnight all and try to sleep.” Grant said as he left. They listened to his slow footsteps and as the conversation was over they began to follow him. “Night both,” was the reply, they turned and wached Grant’s slow pace up the stairs. One by one, the family left the lounge and retired to their rooms, leaving Malcolm sipping his brandy. “I am going up.”




    “Ok, Greta, I will just have a brandy, then I will join you.”




    As Greta passed the Lowell suite, Demmie called to her. “I did not like to hear Malcolm raise his voice, Alfred was only looking out for him and his attitude will get him disliked by them all.” She said.“I did not like it either but that is how he is and has been all the time. I do not see him changing his attitude and it is too late for him to change anyhow, as they already have a disliking for him. These are all good people who work here but he was only angry because Alfred tried to … Well, it does not matter.” Greta sighed. “But you do look very upset.” Demmie rested a hand on her arm. “It does no good, he is very stubborn and will still go on his early morning ride on Thundist. I am worried because it is far too early, plus, the fog will be hanging there and that is when Lady Mary Lowell walks. Alfred knew this and tried to help but he insisted on it being six a.m. and Thundist is a very powerful animal.” Greta sounded concerned. “He is an excellent rider and has ridden in, and won, several competitions over the years, not to mention the Gold medal at the Olympic Games. He will be absolutely fine, what could possibly happen to him as he is such an expert rider. I am sure that there will be no cause for alarm.” Demmie soothed. “You are right, I guess that I am worrying over nothing, Demmie, especially after poor Bonnie.” “Yes, a very tragic thing to have happened but Grant seems to be taking it very well. I don’t think the reality has hit him yet.” “Maybe Demmie, but I know that things were not all rosy with them, Bonnie confided in me and said that she thought he was having an affair but, well, it does not matter now if he was or wasn’t as she is gone.” “An affair you say, did she have any idea who it might be?” “She had some suspicions and was going to tell me later tonight but she is dead now and it is too late.” “Who are you talking to out there?” Chad asked and again his words were slurred. “Greta, she is a bit worried about Malcolm, he is still going on his early morning six a.m. ride.” Demmie called into the room.




    “He will be fine, Greta, and if he should see the Lady Mary then he will just say hello and ride on. He is a better horseman than the rest of us put together, now, I am feeling really tired and my head is spinning, I am fighting to keep my eyes open, we all need to get some sleep for I feel that it will be an early start for all of us tommorow, so good night, Greta.” “Night Chad, night Demmie.” Greta turned and walked toward her room. Demmie was about to close the bedroom door when she heard Malcolm’s heavy footsteps and kept it open just wide enough to watch him as he walked past. “Well now, you think that you will be the next Lord, I think not Malcolm Grant has a plan.” She whispered. “Are you coming to bed or staying up all night by the door?” Chad slurred. She silently closed it and walked over to him. “What did you two have to talk about anyhow?” “Bonnie confided in her and thought that Grant was having an affair but that does not matter anymore as poor Bonnie is gone.” She said. “Very sadly, yes, but an affair, Bonnie could give him everything he needed so I see no reason for that. She was a little bit snobby at times maybe but if he was, then he is a fool, now enough chat, let us get to bed, I have had it.” “Dammit!” She said. “Problem?” “Yes, the zip has got caught up somehow.” “Come here and let me try.” Chad’s head was ringing and with his eyes blurring, he began to examine the zip. “I cannot see straight but your dress is torn, that is why the zip is caught, it’s caught in the tear and what is more, there is a nasty stain on it right near your bottom on it too, torn and stained.” “Stain? Ah yes, it must have been at the hospital, I do remember scraping on a trolley that had some sort of liquid on it.” Said Demmie.




    “That must be it then, well the dress is ruined so I guess it’s for the bin.”




    “In that case, just rip it off.” With his eyes blurred he fumbled, then, as he took a firm hold and pulled hard, the material tore easily and in seconds it was placed in the wastebasket. His eyes were blurring even more now as he fought against his needed sleep. In the haze, he could still see that she stood there completely naked. “No bra? And I thought that you were wearing undies, especially at Father’s dinner table?” “I was wearing some but remember I had to be excused.” “I do. He said sleepily. “Well, I was trying desperately to hold on but unfortunately before I got to the restroom. I had begun to wet myself and in light of the situation, I threw them in the bin.”




    “That explains that then, but what about your – Oh, my head, no matter now, let us get some sleep.” “I’ll just have a quick shower, although a nice soak in the bath would be nice but whatever, I will be quick and be right with you.”




    “Ok, if I am asleep when you come to bed, don’t bother to wake me.” She smiled, “You most certainly will be asleep, I have seen to that and I most certainly will not wake you.” He had not heard her remarks as they were almost in a whisper She turned and entered the bathroom closing the door silently behind her. His eyes were unusually heavy with the eyelids appearing to be lead weights and he could not understand why. He had been fighting to stay awake after his second cup of coffee and with a constant buzzing in his head, the instant that his head was resting on his pillow and all was quiet, he succumbed and was immediately lost in a very unusual deep sleep.




    Malcolm had taken his time but was now in the bedroom looking at his wife. “What is it Greta, got something on your mind woman?” “I am not at all happy with you going on that ride, especially up there by the Devil’s Dyke. There have been many accidents up there, the last one was just three months ago around the time of our last visit.” She tried to plead.“Anything else, woman?” “Yes, I did not like how you spoke to Alfred the footman, he was only looking out –” He then snapped at her. “For goodness sake! Hush up, Greta. I will speak to the hired help how I please and put them in their place if they step out of line just as I see fit. Now, for goodness sake, stop all your worrying and get to bed, I will be fine.” “You had better be, Malcolm, I would be lost without you.” “That is right, Greta, for once you are absolutely right on that score. You most certainly would be lost without me, I am glad that you realise it at last. Now, hush up and go to sleep, I have an early start this morning.” No more was said and with their clothes discarded, they climbed into bed.




    On this night, a few would toss and turn as they tried to piece together the events that led up to the untimely death of Bonnie: at least those who cared for her would.




    The old Manor had finished with its creaking and groaning as it settled for the night but in the silence, although no one could be seen, the sound of mysterious footsteps would have been heard for any that remained awake.


  




  

    Chapter Two – An Early Morning Ride




    Five fifteen on Tuesday morning and there was not a sound to be heard as Malcolm slid silently from his bed and, without hesitation, he was quickly dressed in his riding gear. He threw a quick glance toward his wife who still slept. “That’s it, my dear, no need for you to worry your little head, you sleep on, give it sufficient time and my plan will come into fruition and all will work out just fine. And then I will be declared the next Lord. I have a plan to achieve this and have planted a seed to begin the process, I will soon be putting it into full action. I don’t know why, but for some reason that adopted interloper Chadrick has always been the top dog with father, at least that is how it has always appeared to be. He will never be the Lord of the Manor, of that you can be sure. I will see to that, as I already said, I have my plan set to deal with him and anyone else that gets in my way. Then they will be of no further problem. As for Grant and Kevin, well, after this ride, it will be put into action and that will make certain that none of them become the next Lord. Father does not know it yet but when I am Lord, the bastard son and interloper will be cut off completely and out of my life. As for the others …” He smiled to himself. “Well, wait and see. Now, enough of that for the time being as I am away for my ride and will see you after breakfast, you look so sweet lying there with your brests all bare I could … Well, enough of those thoughts for the moment now I am off for my ride”.




    He wasted no time and, walking briskly, was at the stables by five forty-five a.m. Herbert the livestock manager was already there and had bridled and saddled the big powerful black stallion for him. “Good morning, Master Malcolm, and a very foggy morning it is, especially around the lake. Far be it from me to instruct you but you will need to take great care and as you already know, Thundist does not like the fog, never has. He knows that things can hide in it and that is why your father only rode him in full clear daylight. If you intend to ride up past the old Manor ruins and Devil’s Dyke, be very wary as the conditions are perfect for the Lady Mary to walk. It may well be a myth to some people who just laugh but strange things always seem to happen up there. We were there yesterday morning and it was very eerie in the mist, we all thought that we saw a figure disappear into the old Manor ruins. The ground is very hard in places but soft in others, need a good rain to regulate it. For some reason, Master Malcolm, Thundist is very restless and agitated this morning, unusually so and that worries me. It is as though he has been disturbed by something in the night, probably the fog so he will be quite a handful.” “Herbert, quit your twittering.” He said snidely “And if you have quite finished twittering then I will get going. You got it right, I do not need you to tell me how to ride or what my father did, or the conditions, I am an expert and have gold medals to prove it and I am quite aware of the ground and the fog and that makes it all the better because the deer herd will not hear or see me as I approach so I may just bag me one of them.” “Hence the reason for the gun.” Observed Herbert. “Well I would not carry an empty gun case, now would I, stupid man.” Herbert bit back his anger. “Indeed not, sir, now what time will I expect you to be back, Master Malcolm?” “I will not hurry so around ten should do, now out of my way, man, I have already wasted quite sufficient time and want to be going instead of listening to you twittering.” Herbert stepped aside but maintained his hold on the bridle, he watched as Malcolm swung onto the horse’s back and the moment there was weight upon it, he began to lightly buck.




    “Steady on there, calm down, damn you, Thundist! Why are you still holding on Herbert? Release his bridle, man, I have him.” “He is your horse, Master Malcolm.” Herbert said, releasing the bridle. “You have got that right Herbert, he is mine, along with everything else at Mandaten, now come on, big fellow, let’s have a good run.” With a tap on the horse’s flanks, the black stallion reared again and Herbert had to move quickly to avoid its flailing hooves. The instant that all four feet were on the ground again, and after a loud shout, and with Malcolm’s whip across Thundist’s flanks, “Come on, damn you”, followed with another dig in his flanks, Thundist was sent speeding forward and raced away. Herbert remained, watching, as he galloped away, making a ghostly figure as he finally disappeared into the swirling fog. Well out of earshot, he began to mumble to himself. “Dam that man, he is so arrogant and may consider himself to be an expert horseman and that may be the truth but he has absolutely no idea how to treat the animal properly and Thundist unseats him then it will be his own fault. He thinks, like most of the family, that they are here just to serve, just as they think we all are but one day, the animals and us will turn on them and then they will regret that they did not show them or us any respect. One thing is certain, the three brothers, him, Kevin, and especially Grant the one called his twin, not that he is anything like him, are certainly nothing like their lovely father Now there is a real gent. Now, on the other hand, take young Chadrick, he is a different kettle of fish altogether. He is a gentleman through and through and to be honest, he is more like Lord Mandaten than his own three blood sons. Kind and considerate, and, although over us just like his father he is, like one of us. That is why they have our respect. Now, as for the two sisters, I feel sorry for their husbands as they are both very bitchy, greedy and now their bussiness’s are in difficulty they … Ah well, moaning about it will get nothing done so come on, Herbert, get you to work”. “Talking to yourself father?” “Sometimes helps, Jeremiah, sometimes helps son.” “I know just what you mean pops. Just saw that Malcolm ride away, he is a nasty piece of work to be sure and he has such a nice pretty young wife.” “That he has, Jeremiah now Greta and Chad would make a nice couple as Lord and Lady Mandaten, ah well, they married the wrong person and Chad is not a Mandaten by blood, more is the pity.”




    “I just hope that Malcolm treats Greta better than he did his first wife, us and the animals. Heaven help us all if he gets to be the new Lord of the Manor, and as for the rest of them –” Herbert raised his finger to his lips. “Be careful what you say, son, you may think no one is there to hear but remember walls have ears. It’s alright to think things but not to say them out loud.” Just then, they heard footsteps and turned to see Malcolm’s wife, Greta, walking toward them. “Good morning, Herbert, Jeremiah. I heard you two talking and knew the voices were not his masters voice, and I guess that it is safe to say that I have missed trying to stop him and he has gone?” “That he has, Miss Greta, just a few moments ago. He is a fine horseman and will be fine so no need for you to worry.” “Did he say when to expect him back? And by the way, you have no need to worry about what I just overheard you both say. And just between us, I agree with you. I cannot complain as he treats me well enough most of the time but … Well, he needs to put some of that care into how he treats others. I know that he is my husband and I should not say this to you as he would be extremely angry if he knew but he could learn a lot from Chadrick.” “Now there is a real gent, he treats us all with respect, Miss Greta, and he is so gentle with all the horses and other animals around the estate and they know it and love him. When he and his wife arrived yesterday, one of the first things that he wanted to know was how Jeremiah’s mare Star was and he was the only one of the family to ask. He is a fine fellow, if I may be so bold to say miss.” Said Herbert. “I wanted Malcolm to stop but him and Grant were in the middle of a ragging argument, as usual, and he was driving the car like a mad man and almost crashed twice. I have seen them at each other’s throats on many an occasions, but this time it was almost violent, this one was something else. I should not be saying all this to you, should I? But …” She paused for a moment. “It is said now, so that is done. Back to Chad, he certainly is and, maybe I again should not say it, but maybe I married the wrong brother. Uhm, forget that I just said that, both of you, please.” She blushed. “I suddenly went deaf, did you say something, Miss Greta?” They both smiled. “Yes, I asked how is the mare?” From the swirling mist, another figure appeared, “You have not answered Greta’s question Jeremiah, I guess that means I will ask the same again, how is that mare of yours doing?” “Morning Chad, this stable is beginning to get busy, wonder who will turn up next. As for the mare, she had her foal, a colt, early this morning, hence we are all about extra early and Thundist was unsettled so we put it down to a nervous expectant father but then well –.” “Can we see him?” “Would you like to see the new foal Miss Greta?” “I would love to, Jeremiah, if you please.” “Then follow me and I will take you to see him.”




    They followed him into the next stable block and were led into a stall where mother and foal were stabled. “What a beautiful looking foal, just look how his coat shines, it seems to sparkle in the early morning light, just like a bright diamond.” “Then, Greta, sorry, excuse me for my error, Miss Greta, he shall be named Diamond. We have Jade, Ruby, and Pearl. His mother is Star, his father is Thundist so why not a Diamond as well.” Jeremiah said with a smile.




    “Why not, indeed, with all these jewels you have a rich stable and another thing, if it were up to me, it would be fine for you to call me Greta. My husband would never allow it, however, when he is not about, it will be fine.”




    “Thank you for that, it shall be so.” While they were chatting, they had not noticed that Chad had entered the stall and, without any objections from Star Chad stroked the newborn foal. The mare walked up to him and affectionately nudged him for attention and he was not slow to reciprocate. “Alright, Star, you will get some attention as well.” He spoke softly to her and she rested her head upon his shoulder. “As if I would leave you out, there you are now, you are a clever girl to give birth to such a fine son, isn’t he a beauty.” He continued to run his hand down her nose and the mare gave a few low whinnies as if she understood him. Greta stood watching and at first smiled, then had tears in her eyes. “What is it, Greta, what has upset you?” Asked Chad. “It is just that seeing you there and how you have an understanding with the horse, my husband has never had that, in fact, he would not lower himself to even enter the stable block at all he said it is the place for the staff and not him.” “Do not upset yourself Greta, there will come a time when he has to enter, there will be no option.” “Help to make it soon Chad, please.” She said quietly wiping a tear. “Do anything for you Greta, so I will do my best for you, that is all I can do.” Their eyes met and he smiled in such a loving way that Greta blushed. “Thank you, Chad, I can ask no more of you, so that is good enough for me, now we had better be getting back to the Manor as the time is almost eight.” “You are right and for a moment there, I forgot why I was out so early, when I woke up, Demmie was not beside me so I thought that she may be out for an early morning walk. Although, thinking about it, that would not be like her as she goes out more in the evening. I just threw some clothes on and came out to look for her. I don’t suppose that any of you have seen her this morning?” “Sorry, Chad, have not seen hide nor hair.” “No problem Herbert, she can’t be that far away.” Said Chad. “Let us get back to the Manor and check if she is there and if not, then we will start a search for her.” “Seems a bit drastic, Greta, to search for her as if she is a missing person.” They all chuckled. “Joking aside, Chad, if you do not find her back at the Manor, let us know and we will help to look for her on the grounds.” “That we will Pops”. “Thanks, Herbert, Jeremiah.” He glanced at his watch. “Good grief, it is past eight already, how time flies when you are having fun. Come on, Greta, we had better get our skates on, breakfast is sharp at eight-thirty.” “If I had my running shoes on,I would give you a race but not in these shoes.” Greta smirked. “Running shoes, why didn’t I think of that? Probably because my head still feels fuzzy. I had the weirdest feeling after my second cup of coffee last night. Maybe she has gone out for an early morning run. She has been doing a lot of that just recently, as well as the evenings, although mainly evenings. Disappears for hours at a time, leaving me to do all the work. Said she is training for the London Marathon next year.” Chad said. “That is some race if I am not mistaken.” Said Greta. “That it is but now we have our own race, we will just walk briskly, so long you two, and say hi to Jason.” “Will do, he is moving the sheep from the Rudslip meadow onto the lower river meadow, better grazing there.” Replied Herbert. With their hands raised in a wave, they walked away. The instant that they were well out of earshot, Jeremiah turned to his father. “You know something, pops, those two would make a lovely couple Lord and Lady Mandaten … Ah well, sadly they are both married to someone else so that can never be.” “You are right in what you say, Son, they would make a fine couple, you know something, sometimes, strange things can happen.” “Never did really like Chad’s wife. She seems so false to me and I bet a liar also, there is just something that seems sinister about her and I do not trust her. Come to it, don’t like Malcolm much either, if at all, shame it is that they married the wrong person as they like each other and maybe deep down love each other a lot. A great shame, anyhow, breakfast Pops?” “Too right, Jeremiah, Mother has left it all prepared for us so just need to cook it.” “Race you to the cottage pops.” Jeremiah said with a wink. “You will need to give this old man a head start then, Son.” “Not that old pops, anyhow how far?” “Oh! Just up to the front door.” Herbert was already running as he finished speaking. Arriving at the cottage, they saw Jason coming through the paddock and shouted to him, “Come on, Son, eggs and bacon are calling.” “Sounds good to me, Pops, now what time do you expect Master Malcolm back?” “From what I think his route will be and if he stops to bag a deer, I would say as he said, around ten.” “Plenty of time then.”




    “Plenty.” “Better be at the stable by nine-thirty just to be on the safe side pops.” “Just to be on the safe side, Jason.”




    Back in the Manor, Chad and Greta made their way quickly to their rooms, they had just fifteen minutes to get down to the breakfast room and be ready in time for breakfast at eight--thirty. Chad went straight into the bathroom to freshen up and was surprised to find his wife still asleep, lying in the bathtub. He turned the hot tap off and shook her gently to wake her. “Oh! I must have dropped off in the bath.” She said.




    “And you had left the hot water tap running at a trickle.” Chad said angrily.




    “That was just to keep the hot water topped up, sorry.” “Not as sorry as you would have been if it had overflowed onto the floor and not gone down the overflow pipe or if it had got unbearably hot.” “Are you angry with me?” She asked. “Angry with you? Definitely at the waste of so much water. Cold is bad enough but hot, yes, most definitely angry, at you for falling asleep in the bath. No, not at all. I should have come in here first, before rushing out to look for you. I would have found you sooner. Never mind, found you now. Went to the stables and saw the new foal. Greta was there, worried about Malcolm going on his early ride alone. Now then, if we do not hurry, we will be late for breakfast and Father is a stickler for punctuality. We have just ten minutes to get down to the breakfast room.” “Better get out of this tub then and get a move on.” Chad picked up the bath towel ready to dry her back, she refused to allow him to dry her naked front. It was touch and go but they just made it with a few seconds to spare. The family were all there and just before eight-thirty, their parents arrived. “Good morning Father, good morning Mother.” Lizabeth said. “Not a good one, me thinks, Lizabeth, especially not after yesterday’s happening,” Lord Mandaten said. “True Father, Bonnie will be greatly missed.” “Grant not down yet?” Asked Lady Mandaten. “Not yet, Mother.” They stood by the breakfast counter deciding what to have and a further ten minutes had passed when Grant walked into the room just as their mother spoke, “I am not surprised Grant is down late he probably had little if any sleep last night without Bonnie beside him and dora the dog is no substitute.” “Dora was in our room mother” said Chad. “I am here now, Mother. I apologise for being ten minutes late down.” “Under the circumstances, Son, it is to be expected. We will all miss your Bonnie greatly, she was a lovely girl.”said his father. “You look very tired, Grant, how did you sleep?” asked his mother. He glanced at Demmie, “Hardly at all and when I did, badly, Mother, thank you. Cudling a pillow is not a substitute nor a dog, I do not wish to discuss it or talk about it anymore.” “All right, Son, just as you like, now have some breakfast before it gets cold.” He gave a slight nod of his head and made his way to the hot service table. He pondered there for a while, then helped himself to his breakfast meal. “Strange that Malcolm is not present either, Father.” Said Grant smiling. “Not so strange son, he is out on his early morning ride, he always did like to do at least one thing to defy me from the moment that he found out that he could crawl. He will learn his mistake, maybe the hard way. Now be silent and eat your breakfast.” When they had all finished, the bell was rung and a few minutes passed before the old butler and a footman entered. “Ah now, Bradinham, we will be holding our own little investigation to try and discover what went wrong to cause Miss Bonnie’s death so tragically. I will question each member of staff in the long room, starting with cook Flora.” “Very good, my Lord, I will send her to you.” Said Bradinham. “Do you want all of us blood family to be there, Father, to ask any questions?” “All Lizabeth without exception.” In silence, the family made their way down the hall to the long room while the breakfast room was being cleared and once there, waited for the first member of the staff to be questioned. “A bad business this, Mister Bradinham.” “Indeed, Jonas, a bad business, indeed, now, you must hurry with the clearing while I fetch cook Flora for the master.” The old butler walked slowly as he led Flora into the long room to be faced by the Mandaten family. “Come in, Flora, and sit here.” Chad said. “Thank you, Master Chadrick.” “Just Chad will do, now, there is nothing for you to worry about, nothing at all. Father just wants to ask some questions, alright?” Chad tried to reassure her. “Alright, Chad, and I will answer them truthfully.” “I know that and never doubted it for a minute Flora.” Chad smiled. “Now then, Flora my dear, firstly, before I start, as Chadrick has already said there is nothing to be alarmed about. Secondly, I want you to be completely relaxed so only when you are ready will I begin.” Said Lord Mandaten. “I am ready, thank you, my Lord.” She said. “All we want to know is exactly what went wrong with Miss Bonnie’s meal.” She had tears in her eyes as she spoke. “My Lord, Lady, Master Grant, I have racked my brain to try and see if I could have made an error in the preparation and the more that I question myself, the clearer it all becomes. Miss Bonnie’s complete meal was prepared with the utmost care and kept completely separated from all other foods in its preparation and storage, if anything, we were all being over-cautious. I just cannot understand how anything that she was allergic to could get into her meal and how such a tragic thing could have happened. Especially when we have been cooking for her over the past five years, since she and Master Grant were married. I am so sorry, Master Grant, but if I felt for one minute that it was in any way my fault, then I would gladly own up. It is such a tragedy and should not have happened.” “Well it did so there, it is done and cannot be undone,” grunted Grant. “Thank you, my dear, now send in Bernice.” Said Lord Mandaten. Flora bowed and left the room. “You know why you are here.” Lord Mandaten said calmly to Bernice. “I do, my Lord, my Lady, Master Grant, but I cannot see how I can shed any light on the matter or how such a terrible thing could have happened. Flora was very particular and would not allow anyone else, not even myself, to prepare any of Miss Bonnie’s meals. In fact, we were not allowed anywhere near her in the preparation or storage of any ingredients that she would use. No one went anywhere near any of it until it left the kitchen and was served by Alfred and Jonas. In fact, Flora kept it all safely locked away.” Bernice said. “Thank you, now send in Ruth, Zoe, and Amanda your kitchen helpers.” “All together, sir?” “All together, please Bernice.” She left the long room. “I do not wish to question your motive, Father, but all three kitchen maids together?” Asked Grant. “Yes Grant, this incident is quite a mystery and I do not think for one minute that any of them had a thing to do with Bonnie’s food being tampered with, for want of a better way to put it. But if we question them all together, then we may be able to find something out. Any little piece of evidence will help to solve the why and how, so let us see if we can find it.” Lord Mandaten explained.“Or not find anything, as the case may be.” Remarked Demmie with a smile. “Indeed Demmie, indeed.” Answered Lord Mandaten. They had only a few minutes to wait until a gentle knock was heard, the door was instantly opened to allow the three kitchen maids to enter. Chad was there to guide them into the room, “Please sit, Father wants to talk to you about what – Well, you know what about, Father?” “So, what have you to say on the subject?” Lord Mandaten asked. “I can shed absolutely no light on the tragedy, sir, I had nothing to do with any of the preparation, none of us did. Cook Flora did it all and if we got too close, we would be ushered away.”




    “Thank you, Amanda, and is that the same for you all?”




    “It is, sir, when it was prepared, it was locked away but cook Flora did give us a taste of Miss Bonnie’s desert when it was all finished and there was absolutely no taste of nut at all.” Said Amanda.




    “Fruit – yes, cream – yes, but no nut, sir. In fact, cook made us remove everything from the kitchen to the cupboard that might have the smallest hint of nut in it.” Added Zoe. “Even the nut oil, used for cooking, was removed, sir, and as Miss Bonnie had eaten her starter and main course and then collapsed after eating her desert, we assumed that it must be something to do with that. We are at a loss, sir, and we cannot understand how that could be.”




    “One should never assume but, in that, you are right. That is all, now back to your duties.” Lord Mandaten spoke calmly. “If I may just speak out of turn, my Lord.” Asked Rose, with a wave of his hand, she continued. “I would just like to say to you all that we are deeply distressed over what has taken place and we all would like to know how this dreadful thing happened. I do not know why but we all have a feeling of guilt, even though we had absolutely nothing to do with it. Master Grant, our deepest sympathy.” They rose from their seats and left. “Well, that is all the kitchen staff and we are no closer than we were before speaking to them.” Kevin said.“Maybe, Kevin, or, on the other hand, maybe not.” Lord Mandaten said. “Well, I cannot see any progress and you are talking in a riddle father.” “Then you have not been listening properly Kevin, just one little thing, one or a few little words, can make all the difference but for now I will keep it to myself.” Lord Mandatens eyes scanned all their faces and he made a mental note of their expressions. “Now, who else could be involved, the butler and the footmen, we will speak to them next.” “Yes father”, said Sammie as she pulled the bell cord that was instantly responded to. “You call for me, my Lord?” “Yes Bradinham, can you shed any light on the incident at dinner last night?” Lord Mandaten asked. “I wish that I could, my Lord, it is a complete mystery to me. I only know that cook was very cautious and meticulous, as were all the kitchen staff. Mrs. Bradinham had them under her watchful eye and Alfred and Jonas were under my gaze for most of the time from the moment the meal started right up to the tragedy. The desserts were on the trolley, ready to be served, and were only briefly out of sight while the table was cleared and there was no other person present anywhere near them, sir, apart from when Miss Demmie, Lizabeth and Greta walked past the trolley to the restroom.”




    “And the housemaids were not on duty?” Asked Grant. “They were not, Master Grant.” “That will be all for now, thank you, Bradinham.” He turned and left. “Well, that was not much help and a complete waste of time. Someone is covering up for someone else, that is obvious to me. All I can say is maybe the informing of the police and their involvement will shed more light on it and find a proper solution. No offense meant, Father.” Said Grant.




    Lord Mandaten smiled. “And none taken on this occasion. Grant, for once in your life, you seem to care and as for what you said, not much help, well, maybe, just maybe.” “It is now nine-forty, I expect that the post-mortem is well underway and once that is done and they have the results, they will inform the police who will deal with the case. Then we will get a visit from them. Until then, I guess that we just wait.” “Thought that it was the police forensic lab doing it.” Said Sammie. “Just so.” Lord Mandaten replied. “Now we wait and twiddle our thumbs then father?” Lizabeth asked. “Just so, Lizabeth, just so.” “We have not questioned the two footmen Father,” “Bradinham has answered for them Grant he was watching them all the time”. “Okay, guess that will have to do.” He replied. Demmie walked calmly over to where Grant stood and placed her arm around him giving a gentle affectionate squeeze. “You could be right, Lizabeth, but we will be by your side, Grant, while we just wait and twiddle our thumbs. It must be awful for you but one thing you must remember, I am, I mean, we are here for you. You will have my – our full love and support, you know that.” “I know that I have your love for all time and that is appreciated, now let us get off the subject. I fancy a walk in the gardens, who wants to come with me?” “Might as well all go, at least it will kill a little time, oops, sorry Grant, bad word to use, should have said use up a little time.” Said Kevin. “Look all of you, what has happened to my Bonnie is tragic and I did not want anything like that to happen to her but, well, it happened and cannot be undone so I do not want you walking around on eggshells picking and choosing every word that you speak. I can handle it and although it may be difficult at times, we must carry on as normal. That is what Bonnie would have wanted and that is what I want. We can do nothing for the dead and life is for living so let us get on with living. We can do nothing for the dead except remember them but the living, now, that is different altogether, we can give and receive love and look after the ones that we love.” Demmie glanced at him with affection when he mentioned the word love, she was dismayed because he was looking away from her. “But your love has just sadly passed away Grant.” “Time, Lizabeth, time and I will have and declare my new love to you all and that again is what Bonnie would want for me.” Demmi looked at him with affection in her eyes, to her dismay, he did not return the look. “I am much too young to be alone, therefore, after a suitable grieving period, I will declare my love for another and as for now, we will carry on as normal.” This time he did glance at her and she assumed that the comment to declare his new love was meant for her, which brought a smile to her face which Greta noticed. Seeing the look raised her suspicions about an affair.




    “You all heard the man.” Said Kevin. “Now who is up for that walk?” “A change of footwear and we will be away.” They all disappeared and quickly returned, then they set out to walk around the gardens. Before he left, Chad approached his father who would not be making the walk due to his health. “A quiet word, Father?” He asked. “Speak freely, Son.” “What you said about the one little thing that you would keep to yourself, well, I think there may have been more than one.” Said Chad. “I also picked up on more things, just small things, in the spoken word and in a glance, one was by your wife, the other by Grant, but I will still keep them to myself just for now until we know more about what happened and you must also, agreed?” “Agreed, Father.” Just then, a voice called from the open door that led into the garden.




    “Come on, Chad, we are waiting for you.” “Sorry, Greta, just wanted a quiet word with Father but I can say nothing more than that just for now.” “Well, whatever it was is between you two, now are we off for that walk?” “A fine morning, Kevin now that the mist has cleared, so let’s go.” The walk was slow with a little idle chat taking place as they studied the fine array of late summer and early autumn flowers and shrubs that adorned the garden. From the flower and shrub beds, they made their way to the herb garden and every step of the way was filled with the fine variety of the many different aromas.




    “Bonnie loved the aromatic smell of the herbs but –” There was a tear in Greta’s eye. “She will never smell them again, she –” At that point, tears ran down her face. Chad placed a comforting arm around her shoulder and passed her his clean handkerchief. “It is sad, Greta, and easy to say but try not to distress yourself, we all have some wonderful memories of her and that will keep her alive in our hearts.” Back at the stable cottage, Herbert and his two sons had finished their breakfast. “Only eight-fifty but had better get back to the stable just in case Master Malcolm gets back sooner than expected.”




    “Well, I am away as I have got to get the Heath Meadow ploughed today as I told Jacob that I would do it for him.” Said Jeremaih as he left the table. “Catch you later, Jeremiah, as we look after all the animals, not just the horses and stables, I am off to the cattle shed. As you know, we have two sick cows, Dandelion and Buttercup, and the vet will be here soon. He said eleven a.m. so I want to check on them before then.” Good thinking Jason”, Jeremiah replied. “On your way then, Jason, I can do what needs to be done in the stables and need to be there for Malcolms return, so see you at … Well, my sons, whenever.” Said Herbert.“Whenever Pops.” Jeremiah turned and hurried away. Herbert watched his sons until they were both out of sight.




    “Good lads, the pair of you. Now then, as for you, Malcolm, I guess that I will wait for your return.” He had other jobs to be carried out at the stables so made his way quickly there and was very surprised when an agitated Thundist greeted him. He was unusually edgy and acted very nervous. Herbert also noticed that the reins appeared to be broken and hung loosely down. He was also aware that one side was longer than the other.




    “Whoa there, Thundist, calm down boy, steady now, you know me. Steady big fellow, easy, now, easy.” Slowly but surely the horse reacted to his calming voice and after a few minutes, his wild eyes had become clear and he became settled. “Now then Thundist my friend what has put the frighteners into you, my boy? Is it that beast, Malcolm, did you get your ownback on him and throw him off, I would not blame you if you had? Come to it, you were looking wild-eyed before you left but you should have calmed. Now something else has really spooked you. Best get you settled in your stall and give you a good rub down, just look how you are sweating. That Malcolm must have ridden you ridiculously hard just for the sake of it, he has got absolutely no idea how to treat you. Champion rider he may be but … No good going on about it. Steady boy, come on now and I will get you cooled.” While he was caring for the big black stallion, he continued to speak softly to him and as he rubbed him down, the horse became reassured and after a time, became completely calm. Almost an hour had passed before he was satisfied with the condition of the big, black stallion who now had a glossy shinning coat. “Saddle will need a good clean but the rein, now, that is strange. Thought it had broken but now that I look closer at it, not so sure. Best I hang on to that, might be of interest, just in case. Right, that is you settled, big fellow. That’s my boy, you tuck into your hay while I go and have words with that Malcolm. Even if it costs me my job, he will get a large piece of my mind leaving you like that. He has absolutely no idea how you should be treated and cared for, the lazy, uncaring so and so. Well, you are calm and settled now, it is me who is all stirred up so here I go to the Manor to give him a piece of my mind, must stop all this talking to myself.” Thundist whinnied as though he understood Herbert’s words. He was fired up and ready, then, with a final pat on the big stallion’s neck, he stormed out of the stable ready, to tear Malcolm of a strip. He forgot all about protocol as he was fuming and wanted to see Malcolm face to face before he had a chance to calm down and would then regret not saying all that needed to be said. He had almost run to the Manor and entered by the side staff door and without waiting, he had stormed straight through into the hallway and marched into the lounge, only to be greeted by Lady Mandaten. “My goodness, Herbert, whatever is the meaning of this intrusion? You look absolutely furious, now, tell me at once my good man what perplexis you so.” Asked Lady Mandaten.




    “I must apologise for the intrusion, my Lady, and realise that it is not my place or protocol and that I should not be in here especially not in the lounge. But it is with the utmost urgency that I must speak with Master Malcolm. I thought that he might be in here but as I can see, apparently not. Again, I beg your forgiveness for my unusual intrusion but if you had seen the state that he has just left Thundist in, you too would be furious and so would his Lordship. I have just spent the past hour or more calming and tending to him. He was in a right old state, I can honestly say that, in all my years with you, I have never seen him like that. I beg your indulgence, my Lady, and even if it costs me my position, I would like to give Master Malcolm a right good telling off and a piece of my mind. I am absolutely fuming and although it may be out of order and not my place to tell him off, or within the bounds of correctness, but it needs to be done and quickly.” Herbert said in haste. “And it shall be, Herbert, you can be assured of that the moment that he gets back.” Said Lady Mandaten. “But it is strange that you say he is not back, even though the horse is. I have no wish to alarm you, my Lady, and that is why I thought he had returned to the Manor.” “That then raises the major question, Herbert, if Thundist is in the stable and Malcolm is not here, then where is he?” With a worried frown, Lady Mandaten thought carefully for a moment then, pulled the bell cord. The clock ticked slowly, tick-tock and appeared to be extremely loud while they waited, and a few moments elapsed before the old butler walked in. “You rang for me, my Lady?” “Yes, Bradinham, has Master Malcolm returned from his ride yet?” She asked. “I have not seen him personally, as I have been otherwise engaged, but I will go and enquire if any other member of the staff has and then I shall return to you immediately.” He turned and left the room. “Shall I wait here, my Lady, or return to the stables?” Asked Herbert.




    “Wait here, Herbert, if the stallion is back and he is not then –”




    “Let us not think that thought until we know for certain, my Lady, I am sure there will be some simple explanation it is Malcolm we are talking about.”




    “Probably, and the instant that he walks through that door, you have my full permission to rant at him.” Said Lady Mandaten. “And that goes for me also, Herbert.” Said Lord Mandaten. “Ah, you are awake, my dear, you heard Herbert then?” “I heard most of it and be assured that your position is quite safe, Malcolm needs a darn good talking to, leaving an animal in a state of stress. You do what you have to my good man and to hell with protocol.” Said Lord Mandaten then he coughed lightly. “So you rip right into him, Herbert, rip into him just as much and as hard as you like. You have my full permission and after you have finished with him, then he will get a tongue lashing from me and on this occasion, Herbert, to hell with protocol,what do you say my dear?” “Absolutelly agreed,” replied Lady Mandaten.“As you say, my Lord, my Lady it shall be done”. Herbert nodded. Fifteen minutes had passed before Bradinham returned. “I am sorry it took so long but I actioned a search of the whole Manor and Master Malcolm is nowhere to be found on the premises. Not one member of staff has seen him since last evening. I just do not know where else to look or where he can be.” “Thank you, Bradinham.” Said Lord Mandaten. “My Lord, my Lady, shall I show Herbert out?” “No, thank you, he has some work to do.” The old butler turned and left. “He took Thundist out at five-fifty a.m. and it is now a minute to noon, we need to start looking, my Lord.”




    “That is a long time and it is over six hours now, my dear, I do fear the worst scenario.” Lady Mandaten said concerned. “What worst scenario, Mother? What is wrong and what is Herbert doing here in the lounge? He should not be and looking for what?” “Not for you to question, Lizabeth, but as for the worst, it is your brother, Malcolm, he appears to be missing. His horse has returned to the stable and Herbert has spent more than an hour caring for him as he was in a state and wanted him settled before tearing a strip, with our full permission, off your brother. Now that is where there is the problem and the worst scenario is that no one has seen him.” Explained Lord Mandaten. “What is that, Father? Malcolm is missing but the horse is back in the stable?” Said a frightened Greta. “It would appear so, my dear, but let us not panic or think the worst just yet. Herbert, I will leave it to you, get all the farm workers and your boys from whatever they are doing and go find my son.” Said Lord Mandaten. “It shall be done, my Lord, with all haste.”




    Herbert was almost in a run when he left the lounge and was in a run down the hall. Once outside, he got messages to everyone telling them to drop everything that they were doing and meet him at the stables post haste. He did not tell them why, only that there was a real emergency and they were all required to play their part. The call had gone out and tractors, quad bikes, and a Land Rover turned up at the stables and all had arrived just fifteen minutes after the first call went out.




    “What’s the emergency then, Herbert, and why are all these horses saddled? What emergency could need all of us?” enquired Jacob the arable farm manager. “All of you listen it is Master Malcolm he is missing. He went out early this morning, it is now almost past one p.m. and he has not been seen, so we all need to start a search for him. Jacob, you and your sons ride from here along the stream and the low meadow, making your way up to Rudslip, then the old Manor ruins, and the Devil’s Dyke. We will take the other route around the lake, across the open meadow, and through the woods. Then we will all meet up at the Dyke and let’s hope that one of us finds him quickly and he is still alive.” Instructed Herbert. “Not to speak out of turn but he wouldn’t be missed.” Said one of Jacob’s sons. “Hush up with that kind of talk, Freddie, our job is to find him as quickly as possible. Now mount up, spread out, and let’s ride.” The search had to be meticulous as every part of the route had to be inspected. There were many places where a person could fall from a horse and be hidden from view so the horses that they rode walked slowly forward and the search had begun. With Jacob and his sons out of earshot, Herbert turned to Jeremiah. “It pains me to say this, Son, I have a very bad feeling about this, I think it best to bring a taupe with us just in case we find what we would rather not.”




    “It is two fifteen already, Mother, surely they should have found him by now?” Whailed Greta. “I know it is hard for you, my dear, they will soon be back and his period of being missing will be explained.” Lady Mandaten said calmly. “I know that the waiting is much harder for you than for us, Greta, as Mother just said, I am sure that they will soon return and then all the worrying will have been for nothing. You see, he will walk in with a smile on his face and some silly explanation.” Demmie said brightly.




    “I am not so sure, Demmie, he went at almost six a.m. and that is eight and a quarter hours ago. I cannot help but fear the worst especially where he was going to ride.” “Courage, Greta, whatever has happened to him has happened, it may have struck him just as suddenly and unexpectedly as it did my Bonnie and, well, unexplainable things do happen.” Grant said with a smile. “I know, Grant, forgive me, it was a selfish thought, especially after your sudden loss.” Greta spoke quietly. “Hush now, Greta, no one blames you for worrying. It is extremely sad how Grant’s Bonnie died but this is a bit different.” Said Demmie.




    “How is it different, Demmie?”




    “Bonnie was in here and Malcolm is out there, but not the time to ask questions or have explanations, Kevin.” Answered Sammie bluntly. “We will just wait then, wait until they bring us some news. From my reasoning they have been searching for over two hours so who knows what Malcolm’s route was?” “We all did Lizabeth”. Said Sammie. “He was going around the lake, through the woods, and past the old Manor ruins, then the Devil’s Dyke and back via Rudslip and the stream.” Said Grant bowldly. “That is a good long ride, Greta, and takes all of three or four hours unless you punish your mount and run it to an inch of its life.” Said Lizabeth. “Herbert said that Thundist was in a bad state and –.” Said Sammie. “Oh! Please, no more talk, I cannot stand it.” Demmie placed a comforting arm around her shoulder, then with a glance toward Grant she whispered. “It will be alright, Greta, everything is in hand and will turn out just fine, you see it will all work out for the best, now, sip some brandy, it may help to calm you.”




    Three hours had already passed since the search began and back at the Manor, there was a great deal of uneasiness, and even though not said aloud, they were all thinking the worst scenario. “Three hours and still no sign of the search party or of Malcolm.”




    “Patience, my dear Greta, patience.” Said Lord Mandaten calmly.




    Out on the search, a radio crackled to life and they were in contact with each other. “Herbert, you hearing me?” “Go ahead, Jacob.” “We have made a slow advance, as you requested, and searched thoroughly but so far we have seen nothing. We are now passing over Rudslip and still not a sign of him but there are plenty signs of a frightened horse. Looks like he was really scared from the deep impressions.” “Got that, we are now through the woods and can see the old Manor ruins, we are about to cross the driveway and ride the old Manor road, nothing unusual so far just normal hoof prints this way. I guess he got to here without incident and whatever happened did so past the old Manor.”




    “That would be somewhere near the dreaded and haunted Devil’s Dyke.”




    “Just what we are all thinking, be there in about fifteen minutes Jacob.”




    “About twenty for us Herbert, see you there, out.” On they rode and the closer that Herbert and his sons got to the Dyke, the larger the hump grew in the track ahead of them, the hump grew larger the closer they came to it and they all had their eye fixed on the same point. “My God, I think that is him, ride, boys, ride!” With a gentle tap, the horses galloped forward, coming to a sliding halt when they reached the spot where the body lay. They looked down on the lifeless form and could see a dark patch on the ground where his head rested. They all recognised it as blood. “It’s him alright and I think he is dead. Stay back, boys, we do not want to disturb the area more than necessary.” “Had we best make a call for an ambulance pops?” “That we should, Jacob, then get to the main gate and show them the way here on the old road. I think it would be for the best if we call the police as well. Now go and we will stay here with Master Malcolm. Not that there is anything we can do for him.” Said Herbert. The call was quickly made and with the ambulance and police on their way, Jason waved and rode away to open and wait by the main gates for the arrival of the police and medical assistance.




    Herbert approached the body carefully, taking great care not to make a disturbance of the area. He stood and gazed down at the still form, shaking his head and took a deep breath, held it for a few seconds, then slowly exhaled. He knew instantly that it was Malcolm and that he was dead. Jacob and his sons had arrived now and with instructions, they kept their distance but observed exactly what was going on. “Pass the taupe, Jeremiah, and let me get him covered.” Herbert said.“How do you think it happened, pops?” “From what I see and from the first impression, the horse must have thrown him off, maybe back there, he was dragged and must have hit his head on that bloodied piece of old masonry.” “Looks like a piece of the old Manor ruins but …” He paused while he studied the terrain. “If it is from the ruin, it fell a mighty long way pops.” Observed Jeremiah. “Could have bounced, I suppose, and if you study those tracks, it looks like he did fall back there and was dragged. Hmm, It looks very strange to me Jeremiah.” Jeremiah looked harder at the tracks, then gave his thought. “You could be right, pops, very strange. There is an indentation here and a dark stain that could be blood then the drag marks originate from it. I am no detective but when you know horses, as we do, the tracks just do not look right. Just a guess is that he fell off here, got dragged when Thundist bolted and cracked his head open on the piece of fallen masonry. At least, that is how it looks but it does not add up pops.” “Looks that way, Son, you can tell a lot from the tracks, and, as you said, when you know horses, as we do, it does not add up. but it looks that way. He must have tried to keep a tight hold on the reins because it looked like they had broken but I am not so sure. He has still got a piece in his hand, a tragic accident by all accounts but, then again, I am not an expert. Nothing more we can do for him so now we will wait for the ambulance and the police. A good detective may have another theory as to what happened.” “Wonder if the ghostly Lady Mary had a hand in it?” “Don’t even think on those lines, Jerimiah. Jacob, my friend, it is a nasty job that I now ask of you but will you return to the Manor and break the bad news to the family? Just say that we have found Master Malcolm and are waiting for assistance to arrive. Go back the way that you came because we do not want to disturb the scene of this tragic accident any more than is completely necessary. Try to keep clear of the prints you saw.” “Will do Herbert, Come on, boys, the family must be beside themselves with worry so the sooner we tell them, the better. Not a nice thing to do but it has to be done.” With a wave, they were on their way back to the Manor.




    “Now they are gone, Pops, what do you really think happened up here? Accident or something else?” Jeremiah asked. “I can’t be sure, Son, but the fall and being dragged seem mighty strange, the hoof prints don’t add up and I saw how he handled Thundist before riding off. Plus, Master Malcolm must have had a real tight grip on the reins right up to the time that he struck his head and the reins broke. I have the broken reins at the stable and it appears … Well, I can’t be sure so no matter. If only that piece of masonry wasn’t there, then he may well have survived the fall, even with being dragged but doesn’t matter what we think happened. There is nothing we can do now but wait for the ambulance.” Said Herbert.




    “Do you think that the police will turn up as well to investigate pops? It may well have been a tragic riding accident, even though we both have our doubts. Do they have to be here to confirm that is what it was?” “Who knows, Son, but at least we have called for them, we will know the answer to that when the ambulance arrives and if they are with them.” “Shouldn’t be long now, should take about twelve minutes to get here from the station and ten have already gone by. If the police are involved, let us hope that they send a good detective.” “I second that thought, Son.” Herbert said concerned.




    “Well there is one thing, if this Dyke is haunted by the Lady Mary, then she will have company so now they can haunt it together.” “Over the years she has had plenty of company with the incidents that have happened in this area. Strange though, until about three, maybe four, years ago, although there were the old stories, she had been very quiet.” “Must have been taking a holiday.” “Not a thing to joke about, Jeremiah.” “Sorry, Pops, you are right, I was just thinking, first poor Miss Bonnie, now Master Malcolm. You know what they say, never a second without a third.” “I hope not, Son, two deaths so close together is hard enough to handle so please, not three. That would be unbearable for the family.” “His Lordship is on borrowed time, so to speak, so maybe he is to be the third.” “At least his passing is expected so although it will be a sad day when it does happen, it will be a little bit more bearable for the family.” “True enough, Pops, now I think I can hear the ambulance.”




    They both listened and sure enough, they could hear the siren as it sped along the open road. “Not long to wait now, Son.” “How long will we need to wait once they get here before we can return to the stables pops?”




    “I would think that once we have handed Master Malcolm’s body over to them and they are on their way back to the hospital, we can go. The family will have been told by now so we can go straight back to the stables. Then, once the horses are settled, go to the Manor so that we can pass on all our condolences.”




    “Good thought, pops.” They could now clearly hear the engine as the ambulance made its way steadily up the old uneven roadway.




    “If I am not mistaken, Jeremiah, sounds like two vehicles.” “It does, pops, I can see the ambulance, and tucked in just behind it is the police car.”




    “They will probably have to ask us some questions but that is only to be expected.” “We have nothing to hide so no worries about that is there pops.”




    “None at all and that, Son, is a fact.” Jeremiah stood with his stare fixed on the taupe that covered Malcolm and upon his face was a look of anguish.




    “Something troubling you, Jeremiah?” “Just Wondering, Pops, could it be happening all over again?” “You mean the strange incidents that have befallen the family for decades?” Herbert asked Jeremiah. “Exactly, Pops, the last incident to befall the family was three or four years ago with Lord Mandaten’s only remaining brother’s family being wiped out.” “I remember that, Son, all too vividly and that was closed as a tragic motoring accident, although there was some doubt. Lord Mandaten suspected foul play but that was all pushed aside by that police sergeant, what was his name?” “Can’t think of it just now but it will come to me, Pops.” “Yes, Lord Mandaten did not like him as he put his suspicion down to his sadness, stress, and depreciation after the closure of what they called a tragic accident.” “Can you remember who investigated it pops?” “Cannot call it to mind just now, Son, but it will come to me but right now I can hear the ambulance getting very close.” “Well, I, for one, hope it is not reoccurring again as there are so few members of the family left.” “As do I, Son. I most certainly hope not, that ordeal with the Lord’s brother cut the family up something terrible.” “Just wondered as we have just lost Miss Bonnie and now Master Malcolm.” “Just coincidence I would think, Bonnie was in the Manor and from what we hear, it was a very tragic thing, all due to her … Now, what was it they said it was called? Anlaxtive?”




    Jeremiah smiled. “You mean anaphylaxis, Pops.” “That’s it, anaphylaxis. I see no connection with these two deaths, however, I am not a detective. A real detective may look at it differently and we will get one now and will find out if he is good or bad. As I said, Miss Bonnie was in the Manor and, well, Master Malcolm is up here at the Devil’s Dyke, there surely cannot be a connection, or can there? I see no connection between them Jeremiah.” “Even so, there could be some doubt in a good detective’s mind and he may want to investigate both the deaths closer. I don’t know about Miss Bonnie but, well, I am very suspicious about Master Malcolm. As we said, the signs just do not look right and if it was not an accident then –” (Jeremiahs eyes widended.) “I hope it’s not brushed under the carpet, Pops.” “Me too, Son, me too.” “Now I wonder who the police have sent to look at this incident pops.” “As long as it is someone who will discover the truth, Son, and not just push it under the table as they did with the car incident four years ago.” “It sounds to me like you are not at all convinced that this was an accident pops.” “I am no detective, Son. You saw the same as I did, the signs just don’t look right.”




    “I am with you on that, Pops. As you say, let us hope for the sake of the family that they have sent someone who is a good detective and who will uncover the truth.”


  




  

    Chapter Three – Cadiston’s First Suspicions




    Jason was now in plain sight and riding at a steady trot just in front of the ambulance that was following close behind him and clearly visible behind that was a police car.




    “Ambulance is almost here, Pops, and looks like we do have the police.” “Thought that we might. Well, that’s not a problem and to my mind is a good thing, if he or she knows horses they may well see what we can clearly see, but I don’t know time will tell Son, the signs just do not fit, I have my doubts and maybe our detective will see what we see son hopefully.”




    “Likewise pops so let us hope that they have sent a detective that will not just skim over the surface and search out the truth and not just fob it off. The sooner this matter is sorted, the better it will be for the family, especially after the tragic death of Miss Bonnie yesterday.” Herbert raised his hand and the ambulance drew to a steady halt, the side door was open and the medic, who was wasting no time, was out of his seat before it had come to a complete stop. “I see that you have covered the body, will you tell me why?” asked the medic. “Thought it was the best thing to do, the dyke flies have already been on him and I would not be a bit surprised if the darned rats from the Dyke have had a go as well they like dead meat.” “Not very pleasant for you to find then?” “Not at all but better us than his poor wife.” Jason had dismounted and stood beside the ambulance, watching as the police car also came to a halt. Leaving the driver in the car, they watched as two plain close policemen were walking briskly toward them. The first was an older man with a rather stocky build, while the other was a younger man who was smart, good looking, and well-built. The older of the two spoke rather abruptly first. “I am Sergeant Standish and that (pointing,) is training detective Constable Cadiston. Now, what do we have here, and has the area been disturbed a lot since the incident?” “Name is Herbert, Sergeant, me and my son have kept the area as clean, I believe is your expression, as possible so in answer to your question, no, it hasn’t.” “Good man.” Said the Sergeant. “Just one small query for you, a trainee detective, should he be looking or doing anything here?” Asked Herbert. The sergeant smiled, “He is in the final stages of his training and this is to be his first proper case. No need for concern as it will be conducted under my precise supervision. He is young and quite keen to do well but he will be fine, and I will ensure that he arrives at the correct conclusion. Now from what I see here, this is nothing more than a tragic riding accident. Now, enough idle chat as we do not want to be here all day, which I am sure you do not either so we must get on.” He turned from Herbert with a wry smile on his face. “Doc, can you wait before you inspect the body? I would like to take a closer look at the scene to assess what might actually has happened here.”




    “Not a problem Cadiston, as I fear that there is nothing that I can do for the poor fellow anyhow so, please, be my guest.” “Well, there you are, Cadiston. Your very own first case so you are in the driving seat. Not a thing for me to do but observe. It is all up to you so take charge and let’s see what you can do for real and not in the classroom. Now is your chance, go do your stuff.” He sensed sarcasm in the sergeant’s voice but as he had a cool head on his shoulder’s, he was not about to challenge him and chose to ignore it. “Thank you, and that is what I fully intend to do.” His first task was to carefully inspect the scene of the incident. With his notebook in hand, he began his investigation. He noted the first indentation in the ground and the dark stain, he then inspected the drag marks that led from it up to where the body lay. Every single detail was being written meticulously down. When not writing he was taking photographs of the scene gathering all his evidence. With a tape measure, he made notes of every footstep, especially their depth and then the surrounding area. As the minutes turned to an hour, Herbert asked, “Don’t want to rush things, Sergeant, but why is he taking so long?”




    “Patience, Herbert, I told you he is new to this and this is his very first case in the field, so to speak, and is inexperienced. He may be just a little bit over-particular with his investigation because, as anyone can see, this was nothing more than a tragic riding accident and that will be what he finally comes up with under my guidence.” Said the sergeant. “So, if I understand you correctly, his final decision will depend on you?” Herbert asked. “It most certainly will, I have to let him look as though he is doing the detecting but don’t worry, if he takes much longer with his looking then I will step in and hurry him up, alright?” “Ok, Sergeant, we will just wait quietly over there.” Herbert took a step back. “Good man.”




    Returning to stand with his son, he watched, and could see that this young detective was no fool. “I like this young detective but not the sergeant, there is something familiar about him and I feel that I should know him.” Said Herbert to his son Jeremiah. “I agree, that sergeant would have taken one look and that would be case closed but not this young detective. He is being very thorough.” Cadiston could sense his sergeant’s agitation and knew that he wanted a quick closure, just as he had on the many other cases that he had attended with him. That was not going to be his way and even at this early stage, he had noted many discrepancies. It may be his very own first case to solve but he was determined not to rush and risk missing that vital clue if he was going to expose what had taken place on this day and not as it had been made to look. His mind was working overtime and the question entered his thoughts as he investigated: Was this a clumsy attempt to cover murder or was it really an accident? His thought and suspicion was murder. He knew that he had to look at every possible scenario and from his initial inspection of the incident site and the position of the body, his suspicions were immediately aroused. He looked very carefully at every aspect three times before he finished with his examination of the terrain. Thereafter he turned his attention to the body of the deceased. He noted where he had first fallen and the heavy blood stain on the ground. He was suspicious about how the body had been dragged and the small piece of rein that was grasped firmly in his hand.




    “Doc, I would like that piece of the rein when you can remove it.” Said Cadiston. “I will make sure that you get it.” “Thanks, Doc.” He also noted the angle of the blow to his head, which he compared to the piece of fallen masonry. He was thinking hard, shaking his head, and had a puzzled look on his face while he stood for a moment by the body. He then re-measured the spread of the blood stain that had covered the ground where the first indentation was, which signified that was where he had fallen and bled the heaviest. Then he moved to where the body lay and noted that the bleed was not as heavy. Again, he knelt beside the body for several minutes with his thoughts before he spoke a single word. Nothing was going to be missed and everything had been meticulously documented. Now on his feet, he still pondered over his evidence, tapping his pen on his notebook as he thought before he spoke. He had noticed that the hoof prints appeared strange for such an incident and this was noted and documented with pen and photograph. “The body is yours to examine, Doc, don’t forget the piece of rein. Otherwise, I have all that I need.” He then turned to his sergeant. “It all looks a bit strange to me, Serge.” “Strange, you say, clear cut to me so just what do you mean by strange?” “Well, if you firstly look at the position of the body and if you look at the drag marks and the blood stains, you will note that there are more there …” He pointed to the indentation which one could clearly see was the site of his fall. “than where the body is lying now and that tells me that his head was struck there and not where he is laying. I will take a sample from them both for analysis.” “Samples, there is no need for that, this is just as I had expected, your inexperience is causing a problem. I told the superintendent it was far too soon to put you in the field. Anyone with an ounce of sense would see that this is just a tragic riding accident and dragging it out will only cause additional grief to the family.” He said angrily.




    “Not so, Sergeant, the first instinct is to think this is an accident but when you look deeper into the evidence that presents itself here, there are sufficient discrepancies to demolish that theory. I can see that this is not just a simple case, Sergeant, so, like it or not, I have my suspicions that it is not an accident. I will now have a word with the two men that found him.” Cadiston said. “Wasting time, that is what you are doing. This case should already be closed but the Super said this is to be your case so do what you think is necessary. You will soon learn not to read too much into an incident such as this but go ahead and do as you think fit. But be quick about it as we have already spent far too much time on this simple case.” Said the sergeant.




    “I think not serge and completely disagree with you this case is far from simple”. He walked purposely over to where the men stood and could determine by their facial expressions and body language that they were both very distraught.




    “I am Detective Constable Cadiston and you are?” He asked.




    “Herbert the livestock manager, Detective, and this is my son, Jeremiah.”




    “Any more children, Herbert?” Asked Cadiston. “A son, Jason.” He pointed. “That is him over there near the ambulance. My wife, Flora, is the head cook at the Manor.” “Thank you for that. Now, tell me what you can about this incident.” “I had Thundist saddled, ready for Master Malcolm by quarter to six and that is when he arrived at the stables. I tried to advise him not to ride as the horse doesn’t like the fog and there was still quite a bit about. He was also very agitated, not just by the fog but by something else. It was as though someone had deliberately upset him. Well, that is my thought, and he just would not settle. Anyhow, he would not listen to me and rode off. I watched him until he had disappeared into the fog. Then, as I was about to get on with my work, his wife turned up, maybe only two or three minutes after he had gone.” Hebert explained. “And her name is?” “Greta. Anyhow, I told her that he had just left and as we talked, Chadrick turned up.” He continued. “And who is he?” Asked Cadiston. “Lord and Lady Mandaten’s adopted son.”




    “Adopted son? Now, that is interesting, please, carry on.” “Well, we chatteed … Ah, something I forgot, Jeremiah had arrived at the stables just before Greta. Well, we all chatted, then went to see the new foal. By then it was almost eight a.m. so Chadrick and Greta rushed off and we made our way home for breakfast. On the way there, Jason returned. He had been moving the sheep flock from Rudslip to the river meadow – better grazing there.”




    “Then you went home and had your breakfast. So when did you know that Master Malcolm was not coming back?” Asked Cadiston.




    “That was not until around eleven maybe eleven-thirty. I do not keep track of time unless there is a real need.” “Understandable, please continue.”Said Cadiston. “Well, I went back to the stables at around nine and Thundist was already there.” “Thundist is the horse that he rode?” “That is so, now where was I? Ah yes, now, I was mighty angry because of the state that the horse was in and it took quite a while to calm him and clean him up. Thinking that Master Malcolm had returned and just left him there in that state it made my blood boil and my anger towards him rose. I decided there and then that after Thundist was calmed, cleaned, fed, and back in his stall, I would give that Malcolm a piece of my mind and to hell with the consequences. I stormed off up to the Manor to give him a piece of my mind. I don’t mind admitting that I was furious and was very fired up. I was ready to take him on, completely prepared to meet him head-on with all guns blazing, err, that is just an expression.” “Don’t worry, Herbert, I do know that. Now, continue, and I must say at this point you are giving a very detailed and precise account of everything and it is all written down. That will be a great help in reaching my conclusion. Now, continue from where you stormed into the Manor.” “Well, I forgot all about protocol and went straight into the lounge and found Lady Mandaten there. After I had explained everything and there was no sign of Master Malcolm, a search was started. I called everyone in, including all those on the farm, and we searched his route and ended up here, at the reputedly haunted Devil’s Dyke, and that is all I can tell you. We found him lying there and called for the ambulance then waited with him while Jacob and his sons went to inform the family back at the Manor that we had found him.” Herberts voice trailed off. “Very concise, Herbert, and is it haunted?” Cadiston wanted to know. “Who knows but over the years there have been several unexplained incidents up here. But it had been very quiet until it started up again about three or four years ago. The last incident was here three months ago when a farm hand was found drowned in the Dyke.”




    “And what was the verdict on that?” Cadiston asked. “Accidental death.” Said Herbert. “Can you remember his name?” “Santos, Pedro Santos, a migrant worker and a very good one. Talking of poor Pedro has just jogged my memory. Now, if I remember it correctly, I believe that your Sergeant Standish over there investigated it. And Jeremiah, you asked who investigated Lord Mandaten’s brother’s family deaths, well, it has come back to me and he is over there, Sergeant Standish. Did not like him then and do not like him now.” Grumbled Herbert. “Now that is an interesting fact and very helpful as I can check his file – just to verify what the verdict was on both cases.” “Tragic accidents he recorded.” Said Herbert. “Thank you for that, Herbert. Now then, anything to add, Jeremiah?” “Nope, before breakfast, I had finished the early milking and was putting the herd back out to the west meadow. Then, after breakfast, as promised, I went to plough the heath meadow as I told Jacob that I would do that one for him. I was there until Father called me back.” Answered Jeremiah. “One more thing, do you know which way Malcolm would have ridden?” “From the stables, he headed toward the lake and once around that, he would cross an open piece of land past where they are preparing for the show. Then through the woods, up past the old Manor ruins and Devil’s Dyke, then across Rudslip and back along the stream. Why do you need to know what his route was? I can see no importance in knowing that piece of information.” “Thank you, very good evidence Herbert, now, that is for me to know. I will have a word with Jason now.” He walked calmly toward the ambulance, glancing at the medics that were examining Malcolm’s body. He also made a mental note of Jason’s body language. He had written down every detail that had been said in his own fashion and knew that he would read it all again as his investigation into the untimely death of Malcolm continued. This was his first case and he wanted to get it right but he had noticed Standish’s impatience and how he wanted to stop him from collecting what he deemed vital evidence. He felt as though Standish was trying to silence him and stop him from investigating properly but he wanted to ensure that he reached the correct conclusion for the family, and for himself, and not just settle for Standish’s suggestions. “Hello, Jason.” “Detective.” Jason nodded. “Please, call me Cadiston, everyone else does.” “Ok, Cadiston, how can I help?” “Just tell me what you know of the incident and include your movements.” “When I got up, which would have been around four a.m., I went straight out with my two sheep dogs to move the flock from Rudslip to the stream meadow. Took around four hours to round them all up and drive them on, which went very smoothly. I got back and met Jeremiah with Father, and we all went home and had breakfast. That was around eight-thirty. After that, Jeremiah went to plough the heath meadow, Father returned to the stables to wait for Malcolm, and I went to the cowshed. We have two sick milk cows and the vet was coming at eleven. Jeremiah had checked on them earlier this morning and I wanted to check them out again and have everything ready for the vet when he arrived.” “Vets name please, Jason?” Cadiston wanted to know. “John Harring. And while he was there seeing to the cows, I got a call from Father to drop everything and get to the stables as everyone was needed. So, I left the vet with the cows and that is what I did. We started the search and the rest you know, we found him.”




    “You moved the flock from Rudslip. Now, Malcolm would have ridden across that meadow on his return if he had not fallen. He set out at around five-fifty so how long would it have been before he reached there?” “If he rode hard and straight on, without taking a stop, then he would have got there in about two-and-a-half, maybe three, hours.” “So that would put him at Devil’s Dyke in about two hours, correct me if I am wrong.” “Sounds about right.” Said Jason. “Hmm, and you would have been on Rudslip.” “Hang on there, what are you trying to do?” Jason asked defensively. “Just get to the truth and the facts.” “Well, I had nothing to do with his demise – although there are plenty who hated him.”




    “Hated him enough to kill?” Asked Cadiston. “Hang on there, I wouldn’t go as far as to say that. I know that I sure as hell didn’t kill him. Anyhow, it must have been a terrible riding accident. No one could get here and back to the Manor, stables, our cottage, or the farmhouse in such a short time not unless they were a trained distance runner. If you are going where I think you are going with this investigation, it had to be planned well ahead. Maybe they had a cycle close by. Timing is all wrong for me as I was back at the stable cottage and having breakfast by eight-thirty. That’s all I know so may not be of much help to you.” “You would be surprised just what helps in a case, even the smallest word or detail is important. Well, thank you, Jason, you can join your brother and father now.” Jason sighed with relief and leading his horse walked steadily back to his waiting kin. “What did he ask you, son? You seemed to get a bit perturbed?” “I did but it is alright, he was just getting the timing right – but had me going for a moment.” Said Jason.




    “Thank you, gentlemen, you can all get back to the Manor and your duties. You have all been very helpful and if you think of anything else that may be relevant, do not hesitate to call me. Just ask for Cadiston and they will know where to find me. Thanks again, gents. Herbert, one more thing before you leave, there is a piece of rein in Mister Mandaten’s hand. What I need to know is do you have the rest of it from the horse in question? Have you still got it?” “That I have and detective, thought it strange that it should have broken or maybe it did not … The break is far too clean so maybe it was cut. But you will know better on that score, with your forensics, lab, and the like. Would you like it as evidence?” “Maybe as evidence, Herbert, but, yes, I would like to have it so hang onto it and it will be picked up before we leave the Manor. Now this area will be cordoned off to secure it for further investigation and that means it will be out of bounds for quite a while.” “Understood.”was the only word that Herbert said. They all mounted up and hesitated as they watched the crew place the body of Malcolm into a body bag, then onto a stretcher, before it went into the ambulance. “What about the taupe, Pops?” Asked Jeremiah.




    “Leave it, Son, we will dump it as we don’t want a reminder of what it was used for.” “Pick it up later then, when the police have completed their investigation and the area is cleared.” Said Cadiston. Herbert just nodded. The ambulance doors were closed and with the crew on board, it prepared to leave. With nothing more for them to do, they rode slowly back to the stables.




    “Doc, a moment?” “Yes, what is it now, Cadiston?” “Can you give an approximate time of death?” “Flies had been on the body and rats had had a chew, difficult, but I would say between six and eight a.m. The post-mortem will give a more defining time. Oh, nearly forgot, here is the rein you wanted.”




    “Thanks.” Cadiston stood looking over the incident site while the doctor walked over to where Standish stood, observing his every move. “What do you think then, Doc?” Asked Standish. “From my initial examination, he cracked his skull with force on that piece of masonry, most definitely rendering him unconscious, and then he just bled to death but the post-mortem that Charles will carry out will give the chance to examine the body much more thoroughly. In my opinion, this is a tragic riding accident but then I am not a detective.” “Thanks, Doc, my opinion as well but he is still completing his training and this is his first case so being new to the job, maybe he is a little bit too enthusiastic. He is complicating things as he thinks something is wrong and this may be more than an accident. I will just play along with him for the time being but we both know the answer, now don’t we?” They both cast him a sly glance and smiled. He was totally aware of their attitude toward him and he did not care. This was his first case and his suspicions had been raised, making him determined that he would see his investigation through to the right conclusion, irrespective of what Standish thought or said. “What now then, young Cadiston, gathered all your evidence?” “Maybe Serge, but I think that we should keep this area closed off and get the forensics team up here to thoroughly check it over.” Standish shook his head. “Not at all necessary, you have gathered all the relevant information and it would be a total waste of time and resources for the forensics. They have enough to do. Clear cut case, in my book, nothing more than a tragic riding accident.” “I am not so sure about that, there are some things that just do not fit right for it to be just a simple, tragic riding accident. The horse tracks, the blood stains the indentaion the position of the piece of masonary, just for starters. I feel very strongly that a full investigation will be needed. There are the two clearly visible blood stains and the si –”




    “Hush up now, none of that is needed. You will only lead the family down the wrong path. This is clearly a clean case of a tragic and unfortunate riding accident and nothing more.”




    “I am sorry but on the other hand I am not sorry and, as this is my case, I totally disagree. If you looked at the evidence as I have done, then you would see that all the evidence that presents itself points to much more than just a simple tragic riding accident. Now, maybe a visit to the family. They should be told officially of what is going on and that there will be a post-mortem on Malcolm’s body and an ongoing investigation.” Cadiston said firmly. “Post-mortem will show you that I am right, Cadiston, and you are wrong and are reading too much into the incident. You should be guided by me back to the car now and the Manor it is.” The car was moved to allow the ambulance to turn around and then they followed it down the old roadway until they reached the gates. The ambulance went one way to return to the forensics mortuary, while they turned the other way and drove slowly toward the Manor to inform the family officially. “I know that it is just a tragic riding accident. That is very clear to see from my many years of experience but tell me Cadiston, what are your findings?” Sergeant Standish had a stifled grin on his face. “Difficult one, Serge, and not a bit as straightforward as you think. I have looked very closely at the scene and from what I have observed, most things do not fall into place. As I have already said the hoof prints blood stains and other aspects just do not fit into it being a simple riding accident. I cannot help feeling that we are missing something. There are quite a few discrepancies in the way things are, those small footprints, for example. I would like to have a plaster cast made of them and get the forensics up here.”




    “Nonsense lad, no need for all that palaver, as I already said, clear cut, a tragic riding accident. This is a straightforward case, Cadiston, a tragic riding accident and nothing more. I thought that you would see it quite clearly as anyone with an ounce of knowledge would see that was the case. Oh! I am not saying that you have none but to be fair, I am the one with the experience and I do think that you are going a bit over the top with this. I understand that this is your first case under my supervision and guess that it is because of this that you are overthinking it but never mind, I will straighten it out in my end report. Now we have arrived at the Manor and it will be best for the family if you let me do all the talking. The family will be upset enough at the sad loss of a son and brother. I do not want to add to their grief with you asking any silly or awkward questions and that being the case, I will do all the talking and you will remain silent and listen got it?” “Got it, Serge.” The door chime played its tune and the door opened. “How can I help you, sir?” “And you are?” Asked the sergeant. “Alfred, I am a footman, and you are?” “I will ask the questions, I am Detective Sergeant Standish, this is trainee Detective Constable Cadiston, we would like a word with the family.” “Who is it at the door, Alfred?” Called Bradinham. “It is the police, Mister Bradinham, they would like to speak to the family.” “Very well, show them into the long room while I inform the family.” “This way, if you please gentlemen.” They followed Alfred down a corridor and into the designated room. “Please be seated while you wait for the family to arrive, it may take a little while as they may not all be together so may I fetch you some tea or coffee?” Asked Alfred. “Coffee would be much appreciated, thank you.” He quickly disappeared but his footsteps could be clearly heard as he walked along the hallway to reach the kitchen at the far end. “Lovely room this, Cadiston, magnificent old house as well.” Said the Sergeant. “This is a Manor, Serge, get it right. This is a Manor and it has been in the Mandaten family since the Norman conquest in 1066. The original old Manor, that is where we have just been, burnt down in, let me think, around 1648 and by all accounts, if we had been around in those times, then we would be looking for an arsonist and murderer as two members of the Mandaten family died in the fire and the Lady Mary was drowned in the Dyke. The building work had already started on this magnificent Manor that we now have the pleasure to be standing in and has been added to over the years. During the English Civil War in 1642 to 1651, the family members were royalists but when they found that the Parliamentary Forces or the roundheads, as they were better known, were winning, the day Lord Francis Louis Lowell Mandaten cleverly changed sides, they became informers on other royalist families – thereby saving the family and all its wealth.” Cadiston said. “I don’t know where you got all that information or where it originated from and we are not here for a history lesson on the family, thank you, Cadiston.” The sergeant said annoyed. “School history lessons and research of the area in which I work. Just pays to know about the family that is being investigated.” Answered Cadiston. “No family investigation is needed, a tragic accident is all it was so get that into your head. Now, remember keep quiet. I will do all the talking and you will listen, got it?” “Got it, Serge, but there may be something that I would like to know as it is my case.” “Shut up now, I think I hear them coming.” Said the sergeant. “Not them, Serge, only one person’s footsteps, and my guess would be that our coffee is about to arrive.” He was correct in his assumption and sure enough, the door opened and in walked Alfred, carrying a tray with two cups and a pot of coffee.




    “There you are, gentlemen, the family have been informed and will be with you presently.”




    “Thank you for that, Alfred, just before you go, a quick question.” Said Cadiston. “Yes, sir.” “Where were you at approximately seven to eight a.m. this morning?” “At that time, sir, I would be preparing the breakfast room with Jonas, is there anything else?” Standish sent Cadiston a stern look.




    “No, nothing for the moment, thank you, maybe later.” Before Cadiston had poured his coffee, Alfred had left the room, leaving him standing silent observing his footsteps as they slowly faded away. “I told you, I will do the talking and you will listen.” Standish said angrily. “True, but to ask a simple question is not out of place, now is it, Serge?” He paused for a moment and listened. “Now, that is the family coming. At a guess, I would say twelve, one has to be wheeled and I would say that is the Master of the Manor, Lord Mandaten, himself.” Cadiston observed. “Well, remember my words, I will do the talking and you will listen.” The sergeant repeated. Cadiston just shrugged his shoulders. They stood silent as the family entered and when they were all seated, Standish began. “I am Detective Sergeant Standish and that is training Detective Constable Cadiston.” “My memory may be failing but I feel that I should know who you are, Sergeant Standish, not young Cadiston but not a problem, it will come to me. Now, what brings you here?” Asked Lord Mandaten. “A tragic event and a very sad day for you, sir. In fact, for all the family, my Lord, but firstly, allow me to say that you all have our condolences and deepest sympathy over the sad loss of Master Malcolm. We have carried out our investigation and are certain that this was nothing more than a very tragic riding incident.” Lord Mandaten could see the look of disgust on Cadiston’s face at this statement. Then Standish continued. “Now, there will be a need for a post-mortem to secure the time and cause of death but from the initial investigation, your son fell from his horse, was dragged, and struck his head on a piece of fallen masonry, fracturing his skull. Sadly, because there was no immediate attention, he bled to death. That is all I need to say at this time, unless you have any questions for me.”“So, let me get this straight, you are informing us that our son, Malcolm, was officially declared dead at the scene of the incident and the case is virtually closed without further investigation. Your manner is extremely cold Standish and is it not rather quick to have the case virtually closed already, just as was that of my brother and his family four years ago?” Lord Mandaten asked. “Just so, sir, but that one was totally different. That was a road traffic accident. Now, this one that we have here is simply a tragic riding accident.” “Maybe.” Said Cadiston to Standish’s distaste. Standish glared at him and mouthed the words “shut up” to Cadiston. “It is nothing more. Now, if there are no further questions for us –.” “I have a few that I would like to ask.” Cadiston said.




    “Hush up, Cadiston, there is nothing more to ask and you were told to just listen.” Snapped Standish but Lord Mandaten had taken an instant liking to this smart young man and could see the potential in him. “Let him ask his questions, Sergeant, if it will help to achive the truth.” “Thank you, Lord Mandaten, all I would like to know, to be able to build a full picture, is where everyone was between the hours of six and eight a.m. this morning.” Cadiston said cooly. “One by one, tell the officer where you were and if there is nothing else that he needs to ask, you may leave.” In tears, the first stepped forward. “I will speak first, I am Malcolm’s wife, Greta, and at that time I was at the stables.” Cadiston spoke softly “Thank you, Mrs. Mandaten, I am deeply sorrow for your loss and I can inform you that fact has already been established. I am sorry that I needed to ask as I appreciate just how stressful this will be for you. My condolences on your loss and, as I said, your whereabouts have been confirmed already.” “My husband and I were dressing for breakfast. Oh, I am Lizabeth and my husband is Tomas. It can be confirmed by Charlotte, who entered our room at around eight a.m. to strip our bed.” “Thank you.” Cadiston nodded. “I am Sammie and my husband Walter. He stands over there. (She pointed at him then continued.) Like my sister, we were getting dressed for breakfast and we met on the stairs going down to the breakfast room together.” “Kevin Mandaten. My wife and I left our room at around seven-fifty and had a short walk before entering the breakfast room. Jonas can confirm that as he unlocked the door for us.” “Thank you, and that just leaves you, sir.” “Chadrick, and at that time I was also at the stables and met Greta there. We spoke to Herbert and his son, Jeremiah, then went to see the new foal and got back in the Manor about eight-ten. We had to rush as there was not much time to get to the breakfast room for eight-thirty.” “Thank you, sir, and that also has been confirmed.” Cadiston added.




    “I do not need to ask you, Lord and Lady Mandaten.” “Nonsense man, everyone must disclose where they were. Our whereabouts can be confirmed by our butler. He brought us an early morning cup of tea to our bedroom at precisely seven-forty a.m.” Said Lord Mandaten. “Thank you for that, my Lord, is there anyone else whose whereabouts I should like to know, apart from your staff?” “Me, I am Demmie, the wife of Chadrick and although I do not like to admit it openly, I fell asleep in the bath last night and was awoken by my husband at eight-fifteen.” “That is true, when I finally woke and got out of bed, I discovered that she was not beside me in our bed so I dressed quickly and went to look for her and that is when I met Greta. On my return and upon entering the bathroom, there she was in the bath, still asleep.”




    “I am the last, Grant Mandaten, and it was my wife, Bonnie, that passed away yesterday. We are waiting for the post-mortem result and a visit from you lot but on all accounts, it was her nut allergy and someone’s carelessness, a slip-up, or however it is put, that caused it. Now my brother Malcolm is dead, he thought he knew everything about riding but apparently not. My guess would be that he must have gotten overconfident and has been very careless and now he has paid the price.” Cadiston noted his blasé attitude but now Demmie began to cry. “Now we have two tragic deaths in the family, it is so unfair. There is so much to do with our busy weekend coming up and Christmas is so near, it is just too much for us to bare so can we go now?” Cadiston noticed that there was a distinct falseness in her voice and that her tears were not real. He also noticed how she kept looking toward Grant.




    “I am sorry for your sad losses, yes please, do leave and thank you all for your indulgence and the moment that we have any further details, we will inform you, thank you again for your time.” Cadiston said.




    The bell cord was pulled as the family left, leaving their parents in the long room with the two police officers. “Are there any more questions for us? Now let me see detective … Cadiston isn’t it?” asked Lord Mandaten. “It is, my Lord, just a formality question, sir. Would all the staff be about their duties at that time?” “Just so, Jonas, is it not?” “It is, my Lord.” “Well, it pays to be thorough, however uncomfortable or awkward, the situation and this was certainly that. You may be young and inexperienced as a detective and I say this with all honesty, you handled it extremely well, young man.” The tone in his voice now changed. “And as for you, Sergeant, I guess that you need to monitor him being your junior trainee constable, but I did not like the way in which you tried to silence him. In an investigation of any sort, to arrive at the whole truth, everything relevant, or even what seems nonrelevant, must be uncovered. So there you have it, Sergeant. Cadiston my boy, I see a good detective in you.”




    “Thank you for your kind words, my Lord.” “You have the makings of a fine police detective in that you show determination and consideration. I wish that I had been fortunate enough to have someone like you in my regiment. Now, do your investigation, my boy. You do what you must, however distasteful it may be. Now then, that name Standish – Standish – I know who you are, Standish, your name sounds very familiar and it will come to me but no matter, now I will bid you a good day.” Said Lord Mandaten.




    “This way, gentlemen, please, I will show you out.” Jonas led them to the door and with a solid clunk, it was closed behind them.




    The police car was driven slowly up the long drive and sitting in it was a very long-faced, aging, and disgruntled Sergeant Standish and a much younger, smiling Cadiston. Standish’s voice carried an angry tone which was very noticeable when he spoke. “I told you that I would do all the talking and you would just listen, you deliberately disobeyed me Cadiston and that is black mark against you, and what is more you made me look like a fool in front of his Lordship.” The driver looked at them in his mirror and smiled. “And you can wipe that smirk off your face and just drive, PC Foulshen.” Cadiston answered but his voice was calm “Not how I see it, Serge, they possibly think that it was all part of the investigation – good cop, bad cop routine maybe and if there was something amiss, then they know that we will surely find it.” Standish was far from calm and his anger remained. “Something amiss my foot Cadiston, get it through your thick stubborn head, it was purely and utterly a very tragic riding accident, just as everything else was.” “Well then, I guess that we will just have to differ on the subject, won’t we? I may be inexperienced compared to you but something in the back of my mind tells me – call it a sixth sense if you like – but it tells me that there was more to this death than meets the eye, just as the visual evidence shows. And what did you mean by ‘everything else was’?” He made a mental note of this statement and would remember it. “No matter, it is unimportant, now then, Cadiston, you are starting to really annoy me greatly. I will tell you this only once and if you want to stay on the force and become a detective, you had better heed to my words. Drop your foolishness and silly suspicions, and do not try to override me just accept that it was nothing more than a tragic riding accident and let that be an end to it.” “I was told in training school to look at all the evidence that presents itself, to search for the hidden evidence that has not presented itself, and when satisfied that there is no more to be found, sift through it all again before you reach your conclusion. The tutor also said that sometimes there is so much evidence that is hidden, that you need to rely on gut instinct sometimes if you want to find it and solve a case.” “That is all very well and good in a tutorial but not in this instance as it does not apply. There is no case to solve or find answers to here, it was just a terrible riding accident and that is what will be in my written report. Now, we will speak no more of it, got it?” Cadiston remained silent but his mind was still very active. “You did not answer me, Cadiston, I said have you got it?” He threw a glance toward the sergeant. “Got it, but even though you are the pro and I am the novice, I have my suspicions and still think no I know that you are wrong.”




    Back at the station, they were called immediately to see the Superintendent. “Sad business, Standish, two deaths at Mandaten in two days.” “That it is, sir, but after careful investigating, my decision and conclusion is that this was a terrible and tragic riding accident, isn’t that right, Cadiston?” He shrugged his shoulders. “So you say, it was supposed to be my case.” The Superintendent looked at him. “Explain yourself, Constable Cadiston, just what do you mean by that remark?” “I am sorry, sir, but my opinion is very different from Sergeant Standish, I am fully aware that he has years of experience under his belt and that I am the new kid on the block, so to speak, but I can still have an opinion.” “That you can, Cadiston, there is no law against that. So what is your opinion, now tell me?” the Superintendent asked. “It just did not all fit, sir. For example, the position of the body in relation to the piece of masonry and how the skull was struck. Another example, the ground that was blood-soaked, there was a much larger pool in the place where he fell and a much lighter one where he finally lay. That tells me that he was struck there. Another thing, after falling from his horse, the body had allegedly been dragged but the drag line was smooth and dead straight and that is just for starters, sir. My suspicions mean that I have serious doubts and in line with my training, I feel that further and deeper investigation is required. For example, we should have our forensics check over the area. We were told by –.” “I know exactly what you were told in your training, Cadiston, but this is the real world that you are in now and not a school or college. This is a real situation, not a fake one, and although I appreciate your thinking on this occasion, I am with Sergeant Standish. After the result of the post-mortem, which will determine the time and cause of death, that is the end of the case. Now, you have a good teacher in Standish so listen to him and let him lead you. Now, that is all on the subject, dismissed.” They turned and left the superintendent’s office. “Finally got it, college boy? It can teach you the basics but in the real world, as you will find out, things are completely different.” “You can say that again, not allowed to have an opinion and want to investigate a case deeper to discover the truth. Well, I am off to the canteen for a bit of late lunch.” “I will write up the report on this case so no need to trouble yourself over that. A terrible riding accident is what it will read.”




    In disgust, Cadiston turned and walked away. Sitting in the canteen, he pondered over Malcolm’s death and was only disturbed when Mac sat opposite him. “What’s up, Cadders, my friend, what’s with the long face? You look like you lost ten pounds and only found ten pence. Come on now, spill.”




    “Can’t Mac, just not satisfied with the outcome of our case but the super says it’s done so there you have it.” “You are with Standish, aren’t you?” “That’s my sergeant, more is the pity.” “Why say that? He is a good one by all accounts, at least, that is what some say. He is not well-liked but he has a lot of arrests under his belt and many closed cases so wish he was my serge. You want to make the most of his experience. He retires in a couple of months so not much time for you to learn all you can from him, that’s my advice.” “Not so sure I want to learn anything from him, I do not like his methods for a quick case closure without a proper and full investigation so on that score, enough said, Mac. There is something about him that I –.” Just at that moment, his phone rang. “Well, never mind that but thanks for the advice. Now, better take this, it is the forensic mortuary. Cadiston here.” “We have the post-mortem results on Bonnie Mandaten so thought we would call you first as you are now out of school and in the field. If you would like to come over and collect them from us as I think you will find some interesting facts and it makes for an interesting read.” Said the voice on the phone. “Shouldn’t you have rung Standish first as he is the training sergeant?” Cadiston asked.




    “Probably, but we have had dealings with him before and he just ignored our findings he always thought that he knew better than us who are trained to carry out our procedures so, as far as we are concerned –, shall we say we tried but couldn’t get hold of him? What a shame, so we called you as his protégée.” “Understood, I will leave now so I’ll be there in twenty minutes depending on traffic.” Cadiston said into the phone. “We will be here, bye.”




    He forgot about his sandwich and coffee and was out of his chair and in his car in a matter of minutes. The engine was fired up and he was on his way. His drive to the mortuary was unhindered and as he had said, he was there within the twenty minutes. On his arrival, he wasted no time and was almost in a run to get to the examination room.




    “Charles, Samantha, what have you got for me?” Cadiston asked upon arrival. “We have Bonnie Mandaten’s post-mortem result and I can tell you that it makes for an interesting read. I guess that maybe we should have persevered and tried to contact Standish but felt that even with this evidence, he would still shelve it. Just between us, personally, I don’t like the man and I am not alone in that sentiment and know for certain that there is no love lost between you two either. He just wants to close cases far too quickly and without proper investigation. He annoys us immensely as he thinks that he knows better than us when it comes to the examination of a body. He wants his reasoning and not ours as the resulting verdict. So my friend, with that in mind, we decided to bypass him and pass it on to you.” Said Charles making it perfectly clear that he had a disliking for Standish.




    “Mac just told me there are some that praise him.” Cadiston said carefully. “Must have spoken to the wrong people.”Charales replied. “You can join the hate-Standish-club along with several others then, me included. Now, the report please Charles.” Holding out his hand, Cadiston took the folder from his wife Samantha who was also a forensic pathologist working with Charles and with the report in his hands he immediately began reading.




    “Good grief, I am glad that you bypassed him. What in heavens name? This is something else. She suffered from anaphylaxis and, if I am reading this report properly, then it was no accident. You believe that she had an induced anaphylactic shock because of the quatity of peanut you found in her tissue samples, which put her into a state of total unconsciousness, and the level of nut that you found in her system is one of the highest that you have ever seen. Her airway was almost completely closed and although they attempted to do a tracheotomy, they failed, and that means she would have struggled to breathe. She suffered a series of heart attacks, cardiac arrests and it was a major heart attack cardiac arrest that took her life. Not a natural death by a cardiac arrest, heart attack, you believe that it was brought on by her anaphylaxis. So, although she died of natural causes, my suspicion tells me that there is a strong possibility that it was forced upon her, hmm, now all I need to do is to prove it by finding the concrete evidence to back up your post-mortem.”




    “A very strong possibility, Cadders, in your hand. You have our full report and findings and they do not lie.” “Indeed, most definitely not, Charles, and I have just read this final part, which throws a completely new light on her death. To my mind, her death is filled with suspicion but to find out that she was also two months pregnant adds to my suspicions. This is not a straightforward case of natural causes but raises suspicion for murder. In fact, we are looking at two deaths – a mother and her unborn child. Now, two questions come to my mind, who would benefit from her death? And just who would go to such lengths to get her out of the way? When I have found the answer to one question, they will both be answered together. To my mind, this has been made to look like a natural death but there is a definite flaw in there and needs further investigation. I think that there is something much more sinister at work here and I need to find out just what that is. Somehow, someone induced this unnatural quantity of peanut into her system, knowing of her allergy, and it had to be completely tasteless and odorless.” He thought for a moment. “Someone had to produce it and that says, without a shadow of doubt, murder to me and so an investigation is called for and the killer is someone at the Mandaten Manor.”




    “Our thoughts exactly, Ashton, Standish would want to just close the case quickly, labelled as death by natural causes, cardic arrest as diagnosed by the post-mortem and forget about the abnormal amount of peanut in her tissue samples but we both, like you, think not.”




    “Thanks for calling me, Charles, see you at home later, Samantha.” He shuffled a bit by the door. “For goodness’ sake, Ashton give your wife a kiss so that she can get on with her work.” Charles said rolling his eyes. “I Shouldn’t, not whilst on duty but if you insist.” He smiled. “I will do so, Charles.” He kissed his wife, then turned toward the door. “One thing before I go, you have had the body of Malcolm Mandaten brought in. It’s an alleged riding accident but I have different ideas on his death so, will you check the body over very carefully? But keep it between us. Look at every little mark on the body, especially where he struck his head. I have been told to drop it and forget about my suspicions as the case will be closed as a tragic riding accident. I cannot do that. It is Standish who wants to call it a tragic riding accident but from what I have seen and observed at the scene, I am not so sure. Standish is writing the report as we speak so I don’t know how to ask this.” Cadiston said. “Straight out is the best way but I can guess what you want. Correct me if I am wrong, two reports, one for you to take home and one for the file, right?” “Right, I know that it is a risky thing to do and I should not ask but can it be done quietly because if there is foul play, which I strongly suspect, I would not want to alert the perpetrator of it.” He shook his head. “Now that I have Bonnie’s result, it makes me even more suspicious about Malcolm’s death and the evidence makes me sure that both these deaths, correction, all three of these deaths, were definitely not tragic accidents but made to look that way and were, in fact, planned murders. Well, that is my thought and my suspicion.” “If Malcolm Mandaten’s report shows what you suspect, then they will be our thoughts also but being sure is one thing and proving it is another. A post-mortem result, although it can be used as evidence on its own, is no good. There must be just cause and other concrete evidence at hand to back it up if it is to be deemed worthy and to bring a case to court.” Charles explained.




    “Then I must find it and I know that it is out there somewhere waiting for me. I can almost hear it calling come and find me Cadders. Bonnie and her unborn child will be a difficult one to find any evidence showing how it was manipulated and to prove that their deaths were not from natural causes, but were very cleverly made to look like them. There is no disguising it and I know that I have a mammoth task facing me and that is a fact.” “So, Ashton Cadiston, if I have this right, then you intend to pursue your course of action and try to prove that it was murder, even though the chief has told you to drop it?” “Well, this one he has not seen yet but when I go through it with him and explain its findings, he must see that it needs investigating. Anyhow, Charles, I have got to, for my own peace of mind. If there is a murderer out there, then I need to catch him or her. Three deaths in the same family within two days of each other, very strange. Miss Bonnie and her child on Monday and Master Malcolm on Tuesday. I hope there is not another one on Wednesday. Just had a thought, they have the Black Powder Gun Show this weekend, 27th and 28th, and that is an ideal time for a staged accident. Ah well, I had best get on. I have already taken up too much of your time so best be getting back with this post-mortem report on Bonnie and her unborn child. I reckon I will be told not to take it any further and to that, I will vigorously protest. Two tragic accidents, I do not think so, my friend, I smell a rat – a great big fat dirty stinking and ugly rat. In other words, I smell murder.”
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