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      ONE

      
      The Tinman asked, “Are they coming?” and reached for his revolver.

      
      His sister Emily made no response. She stood at a bedroom window of Falmouth House, near Newmarket, staring down at the curve
         of the gravel drive between the lawns. It was Monday afternoon, 8th November, 1886, about twenty past two. She made no response
         because she didn’t understand the question.
      

      
      She was bone-weary, but profoundly relieved that her brother had rallied after a frightening weekend. On Thursday evening
         he had come back from the races at Lewes complaining of a feverish chill. Next day his temperature had soared dangerously.
         Two doctors had seen him, and a nurse from Cambridge had been engaged. Not until Sunday evening had his temperature started
         to drop. Last night, thank Heaven, he had slept. This morning he had sat up in bed when his regular doctor called. His temperature
         was right down. Some of his friends had called to see him and he had chatted happily. A few minutes ago, he had told Emily
         to send the nurse for lunch.
      

      
      “Are they coming?” What did he mean by that?
      

      
      Emily heard a sound behind her. She turned.

      
      The Tinman was out of bed and striding towards the open door in his nightshirt. He had the gun in his left hand.

      
      Emily’s throat contracted. She put her hand to her neck and cried out, “What are you doing?” She darted across the room towards
         him.
      

      
      He backed against the door and it slammed shut.

      
      She froze.

      
      He had lifted the gun and pointed it towards his own face.

      
      Until such a crisis occurs, nobody can know how they will react. Emily fought her paralysing fear, flung out her arm and tried to stop him. She succeeded in pushing the gun aside.
         He grabbed her with his right arm, gripped her around the neck and thrust her against the door. They wrestled for what seemed
         like a minute.
      

      
      She shrieked repeatedly for help.

      
      He tightened the grip. Emily’s arms flailed uselessly. Considering how ill her brother had been, his strength was extraordinary,
         superhuman. He held her on his right side while he turned his face to the left and moved the muzzle to his mouth.
      

      
      She was powerless to stop him. She could only scream.

      
      He spoke no other words. He pulled the trigger and the shot hurled him backwards. He hit the floor.

      
      Sobbing hysterically, Emily staggered across the room and tugged at the bell-rope.

      
      Were they coming? It no longer mattered to the Tinman.

   



      
      
      TWO

     
      Sandringham, 31st December, 1886
      

      
      I must say, it’s a queer thing to be sitting in my study on the last day of 1886, addressing someone not yet born, but that
         is what I take you to be. That is what you had better be. As for me, I am a dead man, or will be when you read this. And grossly libelled in the history books, I shouldn’t wonder.
      

      
      Not to prolong the mystification, my name is Albert Edward, and among other things notable and notorious, I am the Prince
         of Wales, the eldest son of Her Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria. To please Mother and Country, I wear a straitjacket. This
         uncongenial garment is known as protocol. It obliges me to consign this intimate account of certain adventures of mine to
         a secure metal box in the Public Record Office for a hundred years. So I can confidently inform you that I am dead. As are
         all the other poor, benighted spirits I shall presently raise.
      

      
      Good day to you, then. Not a bad day to commence putting pen to paper. Christmas festivities over; too much fog about for
         shooting; flat-racing finished for the year; and a certain lady who has been known to make agreeable incursions upon my time
         and energy is occupied for a season on the New York stage.
      

      
      In case it surprises you that the Heir Apparent’s waking hours are not filled with official engagements, allow me to state
         that I do my share of laying foundation stones, inspecting lines of guardsmen and handing prizes to clever Dicks in universities.
         I do my share and the Queen’s as well, for it’s no secret that the Empress of India practises her own variety of purdah. The year of 1887 will be the fiftieth of her reign, her Golden Jubilee, and who do you think is acting as host? Possibly
         the greatest gathering of Crowned Heads this century will converge on London, and my most daunting task is to persuade the principal subject of all the rejoicing to emerge from her
         drawing room at Windsor for an afternoon.
      

      
      What a job! Like putting up a tiger without elephants or beaters.

      
      Steady, Bertie. This is a memoir, not a letter of complaint.

      
      It was seven weeks ago that I was given the shocking news that prompted me to turn detective. Yes, detective. Does that surprise you? It surprised me. I wouldn’t have dreamed of such an eventuality until it grabbed me by the beard
         and fairly hauled me out of my armchair. Yet now that I reflect upon it, I see that my unique position fitted me admirably
         for the challenge.
      

      
      On the afternoon of 8th November, 1886, the first report reached London by wire from Newmarket that Fred Archer had killed
         himself. You cannot imagine the sensation this caused. Archer, the greatest jockey ever to grace the Turf—and I am confident
         that you, a century on, will know his name, even though you have never seen his like—had blown his brains out with a revolver
         bullet. He was twenty-nine years old. This year he had won his fifth Derby, his twenty-first Classic.
      

      
      How shall I convey the shock that devastated the nation?

      
      Archer was a legend. Crowds gathered to catch a glimpse of him wherever he appeared. Women he had never met pressed passionate
         letters into his hand. Every owner in the kingdom wanted to retain him. He rubbed shoulders with the highest in the land.
         Well, the second highest, at any rate—Mama not being a frequenter of racecourses. Here, I must own to a personal interest.
         In April, 1886, Archer rode a doughty little filly by the name of Counterpane to victory in a Maiden Plate at Sandown Park:
         my first-ever winner on the flat. We were given a rousing ovation from the public. Sadly, two weeks later, Counterpane broke
         a blood vessel and dropped dead. I bore it with philosophy, yet, looking back, I wonder if my filly’s untimely fate presaged
         the tragedy that befell her rider.
      

      
      I am told that when the dreadful news of Archer reached London, Fleet Street was impassable for the crowds massed outside
         the principal newspaper offices. Special editions of the evening papers carrying the bare statement that the great jockey
         was dead sold out in minutes. Extra-special editions were printed and the sheets were snatched unfolded from the bundles faster
         than the boys could hand them out.
      

      
      It chanced that the day following, 9th November, was the forty-fifth anniversary of my birth. As usual, flags were hoisted
         across the land, gun salutes were fired and church-bells rang out peals at intervals from an early hour, but the gun crews
         and the bellringers might as well have stayed in bed for all the attention my birthday received. One topic, and one alone,
         engrossed the nation. In the City, members of the Stock Exchange fought with umbrellas for the first edition of The Times.
      

      
      Those who obtained a copy read in the leading article, “A great soldier, a great statesman, a great poet, even a Royal Prince, might die suddenly without giving half so general a
            shock as has been given by the news of the tragical death of FRED ARCHER, the jockey.”
      

      
      How true! I was as shaken as any man, although I cannot forbear from pointing out that the remark about a Royal Prince was
         in deplorable taste, particularly on my birthday. One never knows what unpleasant shocks lurk unsuspected in the newspapers.
         I still bristle at the memory of learning in 1876 from The Times of India of the proposal to confer the title of Empress on my Mother. Neither she nor Disraeli (who accepted his own Earldom the same
         year) had thought fit to tell me about the Royal Titles Bill, and I protested vigorously to both, I promise you. In no other
         country in the world would the next heir to the throne have been treated with such disregard.
      

      
      Notwithstanding my misgivings about the press, I wanted to know about Archer. I turned out before breakfast and pedalled my
         tricycle furiously up the drive at Sandringham to meet the delivery boy. Gave him a shock, I fancy. I didn’t read the remarks
         in The Times at that juncture. It was all graphically reported in that more congenial organ, The Sporting Life.
      

      
      “Many happy returns of the day, Bertie, my dear,” piped my first lady, as I repaired to the breakfast-room. Dear Alix had
         made an exceptional effort to be on parade. I can reveal to posterity that the Princess of Wales is not noted for punctuality.
      

      
      The table was heaped with presents in brightly-coloured boxes tied with ribbon. A jug of Duminy extra sec was by my place and a servant hovered for my order. Alix was cooing like a basket of pigeons.
      

      
      “My birthday is blighted,” I informed her.

      
      I must explain that Alix was not aware at this juncture of the tragic tidings from Newmarket. The previous evening, she had
         retired early. I was entertaining certain of my birthday guests until late. I heard the news of Archer from Knollys, my secretary,
         about 1.30 am.
      

      
      Alix turned pale. She is inclined to anaemia anyway, and now she was more starched than the tablecloth. “Not another scandal,
         Bertie?”
      

      
      “Absolutely not. The very notion,” I protested in an outraged tone.

      
      “Then what can have happened?” She put her hand to her collar as another thought occurred. “It isn’t—tell me it isn’t—bad
         news from Windsor.” Inopportunely, a hint of colour returned to her cheeks.
      

      
      “So far as I’m aware, Mama is in the pink of health,” I answered coolly, and then repeated, “The pink of health.” (Alix is
         rather deaf) “Long to reign over us, as the Anthem perpetually reminds one.”
      

      
      She sighed slightly and leaned back. “What, then?”

      
      I tossed her The Sporting Life.
      

      
      “Took his own life?” she read aloud in that Danish chant of hers that makes everything she says sound like Little Jack Horner. “What an unexpected
         thing to do.”
      

      
      “Due to an aberration of the brain, if the report is to be believed,” I explained. “The poor fellow was apparently suffering
         the effects of typhoid.”
      

      
      “Apparently. You sound sceptical.”
      

      
      “I am,” I admitted, adding in a measured voice, “I am not unacquainted with the symptoms.”
      

      
      “Of course, my dearest,” Alix affirmed with eyes lowered, doubtless recalling how my father, Prince Albert, rest his soul,
         died of the dread disease and I myself had practically succumbed to it when I was thirty.
      

      
      I made a rapid summation that saved her the trouble of reading further. “It seems that yesterday morning Archer was pronounced
         better and was speaking normally to his friends and family. Some time early in the afternoon, at Archer’s own suggestion,
         the nurse left the room to get some lunch. Mrs Coleman, his sister, remained in the bedroom. She crossed the room to look
         out of the window, and Archer got up from the bed with a revolver in his hand. She ran to him and struggled with him, but
         he put it to his mouth and shot himself.”
      

      
      “Dreadful,” said Alix.

      
      “Rum is the description I would use,” said I. “I shall cogitate on this.”
      

      
      I sent word to the chef to prepare a full breakfast, as for a day’s shooting. That is to say, bacon and eggs, and plenty of
         them, followed by Finnan haddock, followed by chicken, followed by toast and butter, helped down with plenty of coffee. With
         me, breakfast has to be like the evil thereof in the Bible: sufficient unto the day. I had a strong premonition that this
         day would make heavy demands on my constitution.
      

      
      Breakfast was not long in coming, or going. I eat swiftly, and with relish.

      
      To please Alix, I unwrapped a box of Corona y Coronas and a pair of carpet slippers that she unsportingly informed me were
         exclusively for use in my bedroom at Sandringham, and then I was left to ponder further the strange suicide of Frederick James
         Archer.
      

      
      Typhoid?

      
      I can vouch for its dramatic effect upon body and brain. When it poleaxed me, towards the end of 1871, I was delirious for
         days. I am told that I shouted at my attendants, hurled pillows across the room and broke into songs of the sort that you
         won’t find in Hymns Ancient and Modern. Poor Alix had to be restrained from staying in the room with me on account of certain names I uttered in my ravings. Once she tried to enter secretly on hands and knees,
         and I felled her with a pillow. I was quite oblivious of my conduct, you understand. Even my devoted Mama the Queen was obliged
         to shelter behind a screen. I hovered between life and death for weeks on end. As the poet dramatically expressed it:
      

      
      
         Across the wires, the electric message came:

          ‘He is no better; he is much the same.’
         

         
      

      
      When I did recover, the whole Empire breathed a sigh of relief. There was a service of public thanksgiving in St Paul’s.
      

      
      In Archer’s case, if the account were true, there were no symptoms of delirium on the day of the tragedy. He so impressed
         his friends that they left him in the charge of the nurse and Mrs Coleman. He calmly despatched the nurse to lunch and then
         despatched himself with a bullet. A queer case of typhoid, if you want my opinion.
      

      
      I summoned Sir Francis Knollys. Where would I be without Knollys? A more loyal secretary never picked up a pen. A bit of a
         stuffed shirt now that he’s past fifty, but a regular pal in a scrape, and we’ve weathered a few in our time. I could a tale
         unfold of Francis and his collection of garters, but he’s saved me from a few warm moments, so no matter.
      

      
      “I propose to attend the inquest,” I informed him.

      
      “The inquest?” he repeated obtusely.

      
      “Into Archer’s death. There will have to be one. Kindly make the arrangements, Francis.”

      
      “Of course, sir.” He hesitated. “I presume you would wish your attendance to be unofficial?”

      
      “If you mean a seat at the back, see that it’s well padded.”

      
      I opened another present while he went to make enquiries. Mama had sent me the usual cufflinks and a copy of The Golden Treasury, with the marker pointedly inserted against a poem entitled “A Renunciation”. Hope springs eternal in my Mother’s breast.
      

      
      Knollys was back before I had time to open another wrapping.

      
      
      “It’s today, sir. The inquest is this afternoon.”

      
      “That’s uncommonly quick. I wonder what the hurry is.”

      
      “Unfortunately, you have a full day of engagements.”

      
      “When haven’t I?”

      
      “The Mayor of Cambridge is coming this morning to discuss the Imperial Institute fund.”

      
      “Put him off, Francis. I’d much rather attend the inquest.”

      
      “The labourers on the Royal Estate are due to assemble in the Mews for the customary dinner in honour of your birthday.”

      
      “The labourers? For God’s sake, they don’t require me in attendance to give them an appetite.”

      
      “Then there are your birthday guests: Lord and Lady Randolph Churchill, the Comte and Comtesse de Paris, Prince and Princess
         Christian—”
      

      
      “Where precisely is this inquest taking place?”

      
      Knollys made no attempt to muffle the sigh he gave. “Newmarket, sir. At Archer’s private residence.”

      
      “At what time?”

      
      “Two o’clock.”

      
      “Then I can be back by six at the latest. The Princess will entertain my guests and I’ll see them at my dinner party. Order
         the carriage.”
      

      
      Although I could think of jollier reasons for visiting Newmarket, I wasn’t going to miss this morbid matinee for anything.
         Fred Archer had been in a few fast finishes in his time, but an inquest within twenty-four hours of his death was remarkable
         going, even by his standards.
      

      
      As for my birthday visitors (I reflected as my carriage bowled along the road to Newmarket), I had no conscience about abandoning
         them for the afternoon. Randolph was fortunate to be received at all (and knew it) after his contemptible behaviour in years
         past over some innocent letters I once penned to Lady Aylesford. (While I was abroad, in India, he came to my wife Alix with
         threats that he would publish them unless I brought my influence to bear on a divorce case in which his brother was the guilty
         party. I was so incensed that I challenged him to a duel, which of course he was not man enough to accept. For eight years after, I refused to dine at any house where he was invited.) Of my other guests, the Comte de Paris
         had only come to shoot pheasants. And the appalling one-eyed Christian came on sufferance, because he was married to my sister
         Lenchen (Helena). Setting aside our family difference over Schleswig-Holstein, the man was bereft of the most basic tenets
         of social behaviour. His favourite party piece was to produce his several spare glass eyes at dinner and range them on the
         table. If that didn’t sufficiently disgust the company, he would pass around the bloodshot one he wore when he was suffering
         from a cold.
      

      
      The Archer residence, Falmouth House, turned out to be an impressive mansion for a jockey, a multi-gabled red-brick structure
         in its own grounds on the Bury Road. He had built it three years before when he married the daughter of the trainer John Dawson.
         But it proved to be an ill-fated home for the couple. Their infant son died there a few hours after birth in January, 1884,
         and the following November, his wife also died after giving birth to a second child. And now Falmouth House had seen a third
         fatality, within three years of being built.
      

      
      My carriage was met by a fellow in a Norfolk jacket who I took to be one of Archer’s family until he announced himself as
         Captain Buckfast.
      

      
      Buckfast. Mark his name. I knew it from the Racing Calendar. He owned and raced horses, and was a close friend of Archer’s.
         I assumed he was sent by the family to meet the royal visitor on account of his army rank. That’s the usual form: find an
         ex-officer and push him forward. Buckfast was adequate to the task, if somewhat diffident. I would have said he was past forty,
         but my estimates of age have given me several unwelcome surprises of late. I find that I’m classing men of my own age as some
         years senior to me. I shall have to revise my estimation of what forty-five actually means in terms of thinning hair and thickening
         elsewhere. If you want to picture Captain Buckfast, he was possessed of a military man’s moustache with waxed ends, behind
         which lurked a less dramatic countenance, brown eyes set widely apart, and pale lips that didn’t propose to smile without excessive encouragement. His most interesting feature was a crippled
         left arm that I learned later had been practically hacked off with a spear in the Zulu War.
      

      
      Not wishing to advertise my presence, I sent the carriage away, and asked Buckfast about the arrangements. Once I had established
         the plan of the house, I had him show me to the bathroom. I’m pretty adept at hide and seek in country houses. After a quiet
         cigar while the coroner went through the preliminaries downstairs, I planned to make my way to the dining room adjacent to
         the drawing room. From there, I could follow the proceedings through an open door without being observed by the press.
      

      
      It didn’t go quite as planned.

      
      The cacophony of voices downstairs increased as more people arrived. Apart from the coroner and his officials, there were
         witnesses, the family, the jury and the press. When I judged from a sudden abatement of the noise that the inquest had begun,
         I leaned over the landing-rail and heard the jury sworn in. The words weren’t audible, but I could tell the different tones
         of voice. I soon picked up the measured accents of the coroner.
      

      
      I decided to make my move down the stairs. Unfortunately, I had only reached the third or fourth when I heard the scraping
         of chairs.
      

      
      I stopped as if petrified.

      
      A door opened, and people came out into the hall below. They started up the stairs.

      
      Mercifully, I was obscured from their view by the bend in the stairway. I turned and re-climbed those four stairs and pushed
         open the nearest door.
      

      
      I was in a bedroom, which didn’t surprise me. The room was occupied, which did. The occupant was lying in an open coffin.
         I was alone with the mortal remains of Fred Archer.
      

      
      But not for long. The jury were coming upstairs to view the body.

   



      
      
      THREE

      
      My first instinct was to look for cover. I had the choice of a large mahogany wardrobe or the space under the bed. Neither
         struck me as suitable. If a lady’s honour were in jeopardy, I wouldn’t think twice about climbing into a wardrobe or taking
         my chance beside a chamber-pot, but this wasn’t that sort of emergency.
      

      
      I glanced towards the curtains and dismissed that possibility as well. I wasn’t a performer in a French farce. My status in
         the nation obliged me to conduct myself in as dignified a fashion as circumstances permitted. There was nothing I could do
         except abandon all ideas of remaining anonymous.
      

      
      I took up a regal stance (left thumb tucked behind overcoat lapel, right hand holding stick, hat and gloves at waist level)
         beside the coffin as the coroner led the jury into the room. He was giving them encouragement in a well-practised manner,
         “… a dismal, but necessary formality. However, gentlemen, the appearance of the deceased is not so disturbing as you might
         anticipate, the bullet having passed through the mouth and exited at the back of the head. So, if you please …”
      

      
      They lined up on either side. To my astonishment, no-one looked twice at me. They simply joined me beside the coffin. I could
         only assume that their melancholy duty had blinkered them to everything else, even an encounter with the Heir Apparent.
      

      
      The coroner made a small lifting gesture with his fingers that I supposed for a moment had some ritualistic significance.
         Then he repeated, “If you please …”—and it dawned on me that he was gesturing to me.
      

      
      Here I must intrude a sartorial note. In keeping with the sombre occasion, I had dressed in a dark overcoat with black velvet
         revers and black necktie and I was carrying a silk hat and black kid gloves. Either the coroner had taken me for an undertaker, or he was giving me the opportunity to pass myself off as such.
      

      
      I didn’t need any more bidding. Obligingly, I bent forward and lifted the piece of linen that covered poor Fred’s face.

      
      He was a pitiful sight. The last time I had seen him was a fortnight before, directly after he had lost the Cambridgeshire
         in a desperate finish, and he had looked extremely dejected then, far too troubled for a man who had won the Derby earlier
         in the year. It sounds trite to say that he looked decidedly worse now, and I had better explain myself better. It was unmistakably
         the Archer profile: the broad forehead, well-shaped nose, prominent cheekbones and neat, determined jaw. Still, essentially,
         a young man’s face. I dare say rigor mortis produces strange effects, and no doubt what I noticed was nothing remarkable, but I swear that there was an expression on
         the features. An expression of terror.
      

      
      “The jury may wish to examine the back of the head,” the coroner said to me, jolting me out of my thoughts. There was no doubt
         of it; he took me for an undertaker.
      

      
      I was starting to wonder if I was equal to the job when one of the jurymen, bless him, spoke up. “I suggest we defer to the
         medical evidence on this. None of us are used to looking at bullet wounds.”
      

      
      There were general murmurs of support.

      
      “Very well,” said the coroner. He turned to me. “In that case, that will be sufficient.”

      
      I replaced the sheet immediately, and took a step back.

      
      “While we are here,” the coroner told the jury, “kindly observe the window where one of the witnesses, Mrs Coleman, will tell
         you she was standing before the fatality occurred. Also the night-commode beside the bed where the revolver was apparently
         kept. And the hearthrug upon which the deceased fell. And now with your cooperation I propose to resume the inquest downstairs.”
      

      
      They shuffled out without another word between them, leaving me with the corpse. I must confess to feeling slightly piqued
         that they hadn’t recognised me, but on balance it had turned out well. And the story of Bertie the undertaker would go down famously at my birthday party.
      

      
      Looking back on my career as an amateur detective, I see that it really began when I was left alone in Archer’s bedroom. Purely
         by accident, I’d been afforded a splendid opportunity of searching for clues to the mystery of his sudden death. I’m not given
         to rummaging through other people’s possessions, you understand, but as the man in question was in no mind to object, I made
         an exception here. So before following the others downstairs, I opened the wardrobe.
      

      
      The late Mr Archer had a fine collection of suits, which I methodically searched. Unhappily for me, he also had an efficient
         valet who had emptied the pockets. I didn’t find so much as a spare button. I turned to the tallboy beside the washstand.
         Nothing of interest to an investigator had been left there. I searched the small chest of drawers and the night-commode without
         result. There wasn’t a letter or a visiting card to be found. Not even a betting-slip. I couldn’t believe that any man led
         such a colourless life, least of all the most famous jockey in history. Someone had diligently removed every personal item,
         even photographs. Every bedroom I’ve ever slept in—and I speak from not inconsiderable experience—has had its display of family
         photographs on the tallboy: Mama and Grandmama and the Great Aunts and Our Wedding (which I generally turn to the wall). In
         this room of death there wasn’t a picture of the late Mrs Archer, or even the child so tragically orphaned. I left without
         a clue, but with my curiosity vastly increased.
      

      
      Captain Buckfast was giving evidence as I descended the stairs. I moved unobtrusively across the hall and into the empty dining
         room, where a chair had been thoughtfully provided close to the open door. I was afforded a view of the coroner and the witness
         without exposing myself to the eyes of the press.
      

      
      “About four years,” Buckfast was saying.

      
      “You were very intimate with him?”

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “You visited him frequently?”

      
      
      “Yes.”

      
      “And accompanied him to America on a visit?”

      
      “That is so.”

      
      “That was towards the end of 1884, after his wife died?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “And you have formally identified the body upstairs as that of Frederick James Archer?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Now would you tell us when you last saw him alive, and how he appeared?”

      
      The invitation to provide some information of his own appeared to throw the worthy captain slightly off balance. He was happier
         with one-word responses. “I was with him until about noon yesterday. He appeared to be much improved, so I went out. When
         I returned shortly after two, I heard that he had shot himself.”
      

      
      “Did you ever hear him speak of suicide?”

      
      “Never.”

      
      “Did you think he was a man likely to do such an act?”

      
      “No, sir.”

      
      “You had conversation with him in the morning?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Did he say anything that might have indicated such an intention?”

      
      “No, sir.”

      
      The coroner paused. Buckfast stood rigidly waiting for the next question. If someone had shouted, “About turn,” I am sure
         he would have obeyed.
      

      
      “You noticed nothing unusual in his conversation?”

      
      “Only the wandering.”

      
      The coroner leaned forward to catch the word. “The what?”

      
      “The wandering. He would converse to a certain extent and then seemed to wander.”

      
      “I see. How would you describe his state of mind when you left him at noon?”

      
      “Happy and contented.”

      
      “Really?” The coroner picked up a pen from the silver inkstand in front of him, dipped it in the ink and made a note. He resumed, “The deceased had recently been depriving himself of food. Is that correct?”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “Why, exactly?”

      
      “He was wasting for the Cambridgeshire. He rode St Mirin at eight stone, seven pounds.”

      
      “This was an exceptionally low weight for the deceased to achieve?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “He was a tall man for a jockey?”

      
      “Five foot eight inches.”

      
      “By ‘wasting’, you mean shedding weight by starving himself?”

      
      “And other methods,” volunteered the captain.

      
      “Could you be more specific?”

      
      “He used Turkish baths. And his mixture.”

      
      “His mixture?”

      
      “A potion he took.”

      
      “Of what, precisely, did this potion consist?”

      
      “I couldn’t say. He was very secretive about it.”

      
      “It was purgative in effect?”

      
      “I think you’d find it so.”

      
      The coroner gave a thin smile. “I am most unlikely to try. Thank you, Captain. I have no more questions for you, unless the
         jury wish to ask you anything.”
      

      
      A chair was found for the next witness, Mrs Emily Coleman, the jockey’s sister. She was deeply affected by the tragedy, and
         even the simple formality of identifying herself caused her difficulty. In appearance and manner she reminded me slightly
         of my youngest sister Beatrice, with her forlorn, yet winsome look.
      

      
      After an interval while we all shifted uneasily in our chairs, Mrs Coleman found her voice, and then it was difficult to stop
         her.
      

      
      “I live here, in my brother’s house, and I was with him when he died. I have been with him constantly since he was brought
         home from Lewes races on Thursday.”
      

      
      “That would have been 4th November,” the coroner put in to assist his clerk, but the lady hadn’t paused.

      
      “I didn’t think he was very ill that evening, and he went to bed about half-past eleven. The next day, he was unable to get up, so I sent for Dr Wright, and he took his temperature
         and it was so high he said he wanted a second opinion, but Fred refused. Dr Wright spoke to me and insisted that Dr Latham
         was sent for from Cambridge on the Saturday—”
      

      
      “6th November,” interposed the coroner.

      
      “… and by this time poor Fred was wandering in his mind. He seemed to forget things he had said a few minutes previous. He
         wouldn’t take his medicine. He just kept asking for his mixture. The doctors said he was suffering from a severe chill. They
         arranged for two nurses to come and help me. The funny thing was that by Monday he appeared to be much better. I had several
         long conversations with him.”
      

      
      At the rate she was pouring out words, I could well believe it. How much the patient had been allowed to contribute was another
         question.
      

      
      “Although he was better, he still wandered in his mind at times, and he was very anxious whether he was going to get over
         it. Then about two o’clock he said he wanted to speak to me alone. He told me to send the nurse away, which I did.”
      

      
      “So we are coming to the fatal incident,” said the coroner in a fortissimo observation that finally induced Mrs Coleman to pause in her narrative. He was enabled to add, with less bellows, “Tell me,
         did you notice anything peculiar in his manner?”
      

      
      “No, he was quite normal. It was nothing unusual for him to ask me to send one of the nurses away and I thought nothing of
         it. After she’d gone, I walked towards the window and looked out. Fred suddenly said, ‘Are they coming?’ Then I heard a noise
         and, when I turned, he was out of bed and walking across the room, near the door. To my horror, I saw that he had a gun in
         his hand. I ran towards him and tried to push the gun on one side. He put one arm round my neck and thrust me against the
         door. I don’t know where he got the strength from. He had the revolver in his left hand. Then he put it to his mouth and …”
         Mrs Coleman bowed her head and sobbed.
      

      
      At a nod from the coroner, another woman stepped forward to comfort the witness. I think we all felt profoundly sympathetic.
         No one who had heard the account could have failed to picture the horror of what Mrs Coleman had endured. I could imagine
         what the more lurid newspapers would make of it.
      

      
      When the lady had recovered sufficiently, the coroner said, “There are just a few more details the court requires from you.
         During this scene that you have described, did the deceased utter any other words?”
      

      
      “I’ve told you the only words he spoke.”

      
      “‘Are they coming?”’
      

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “Did you speak to him?”

      
      “I had no chance. I was screaming for help. Nobody heard me, because the door had closed in the struggle. I got help eventually
         by ringing the bell.”
      

      
      “How long did the whole transaction take, would you estimate?”

      
      “Not above two minutes, sir.”

      
      “And how would you account for it?”

      
      “He seemed to be seized with a sudden impulse. I can’t put it better than that.”

      
      That concluded Mrs Coleman’s evidence. She was helped away from the chair.

      
      What would you, dear reader, have been thinking at this stage? From the evidence given by Captain Buckfast and Mrs Coleman,
         did Archer’s behaviour sound like a fit of delirium or an aberration of the brain, as the press had suggested?
      

      
      The crime of suicide presents us with a dilemma. On the one hand, it is an abominable act, punishable by law if the miscreant
         is unsuccessful in his attempt. On the other, we feel the profoundest sympathy for the close relatives of an individual who
         has taken his life. This lures us into hypocrisy. If a man is stopped before he pulls the trigger, we send him to prison.
         If we are too late, we look for signs that he was temporarily insane. From the evidence thus far, it appeared likely that
         Archer knew what he was doing. I looked forward with interest to the medical witnesses.
      

      
      First, however, we had Archer’s valet, Harry Sarjent. He it was who had first answered the bell and come to the aid of Mrs
         Coleman. He explained how he had seen his master lying on the hearthrug, and how he had picked up the revolver that had fallen
         from Archer’s hand. His evidence was all about the gun. About a month previously, Archer had become nervous about a recent
         burglary in Newmarket and sent his revolver for repair. It had been given to him as a present by a grateful owner. He had
         loaded it himself and given the valet instructions to put it in the night-commode beside his bed when he was at home. At other
         times, the valet was ordered to sleep in the house, with the gun beside him. When Archer had returned from Brighton on the
         Thursday, the valet, in accordance with instructions, had deposited the revolver in the drawer of the commode.
      

      
      The nurse, Charlotte Hornidge, came next, and she couldn’t have been above nineteen, with a high colour to her cheek and black
         curls thrusting from her cap, far too pretty a creature to empty a bedpan, in my estimation.
      

      
      The coroner agreed with me, from the way he took off his glasses and cleaned them two or three times.

      
      “I was sent to dinner at seventeen minutes past two,” stated Nurse Hornidge, which impressed us all. Here, we thought, is
         a meticulous witness, as well as a decorative one. “Mr Archer suggested it to Mrs Coleman.”
      

      
      Perhaps poor Fred was out of his mind after all, I thought. Any sane man would have sent his sister to dinner and asked the
         nurse to remain.
      

      
      “I had hardly been downstairs one minute when the bell rang violently,” she continued confidently. “I also heard cries of
         help, and a sound as if a pistol had gone off. I dashed upstairs and saw the patient lying on the hearthrug, quite dead. Mrs
         Coleman was screaming. The valet was also present. He was just ahead of me.”
      

      
      “You say that your patient was dead, my dear. Did you examine him?”

      
      “I saw that he was bleeding in his mouth. I looked in his eyes and felt his pulse, but I didn’t examine him further. I waited for the doctor.”
      

      
      “Eminently sensible,” commented the coroner with an ingratiating smile. “Now perhaps you would say something about his state
         of mind, as you perceived it that morning. Was he rational, so far as you could tell?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes. When I spoke, he always answered rationally, but he was very low-spirited when I was nursing him. I remember a conversation
         when he told me he thought he was going to die. I told him to cheer up, because there was no reason to think he would die.
         He replied, ‘I wish I was of your way of thinking.’”
      

      
      “But you still found him rational? He didn’t appear to you to wander in his mind?”

      
      “No, sir.”

      
      “Not in any way at all?”

      
      “Not in the least.”

      
      “You’re quite certain?”

      
      “Utterly.”

      
      I may be mistaken, but I thought the coroner sounded slightly less enchanted by Nurse Hornidge when he thanked her for her
         testimony and told her to return to her seat.
      

      
      The final witness stepped forward. Dr J. R. Wright of Newmarket was a silver-haired, crisply-spoken man, who must have appeared
         many times before the coroner. His manner of giving evidence carried authority.
      

      
      “I was Mr Archer’s medical man for fourteen years. He had pretty good health. I have never attended him for a serious illness
         until this case of typhoid. I was called to see him last Friday morning, 5th November, and I found him in a high state of
         fever, extremely restless. I prescribed for him and saw him again at two. By then the fever symptoms had increased. Indeed,
         his temperature was so very high that I suggested having a second opinion. The patient declined, but I took it on myself to
         send for Dr Latham from Cambridge.”
      

      
      “He is an authority on fevers?” enquired the coroner.

      
      “He is a colleague whose opinion I value,” stated the doctor in a tone that made the question seem superfluous.

      
      
      “Kindly proceed.”

      
      “Dr Latham sent his carriage for me the next morning at seven-thirty. We examined the patient together. He was no better.
         His temperature was the same, and he was not prepared to be co-operative.”
      

      
      “In what way, Doctor?”

      
      “He told us he didn’t require another medicine. He wanted his wasting mixture.”

      
      “Why was that?”

      
      “He had a delusion that a dinner he’d eaten three days ago was still in his stomach.”

      
      “Ah,” said the coroner, removing his glasses and placing them on the table. “His mind was wandering.”

      
      “It is not unusual in cases of fever.”

      
      “I’m sure. Pray go on, Doctor.”

      
      “Dr Latham attended again in the afternoon and told the patient he had typhoid fever, and he then became more quiet.”

      
      “You agreed on the diagnosis?”

      
      Dr Wright answered, “There is no question of it. Admittedly, the patient appeared to rally during the course of the weekend
         and his temperature fell on Sunday afternoon, but this is not uncommon. In fact, on Monday morning, he was better.”
      

      
      “When you say ‘better’, do you mean that his temperature was normal on the morning he died?”

      
      “Fluctuations in temperature are to be expected,” answered Dr Wright.

      
      “I must have a more precise answer to my question, Doctor.”

      
      “The patient’s temperature was normal yesterday morning.”

      
      “How was his behaviour?”

      
      “He was very low-spirited. He told me continually that he would die. I had a reassuring talk with him and left about nine-thirty.
         I was called back in the afternoon, about two-thirty. When I saw the deceased, he was on his back on the floor, covered with
         a sheet, quite dead. There was a wound at the back of his mouth. On examining the back of his head, I found an opening between
         the two upper cervical vertebrae. I was shown the revolver, and I have seen the bullet found on the dressing table and I have no doubt that it was the bullet that passed through the spinal
         column, causing death.”
      

      
      “I am sure the jury have been greatly assisted by your evidence, Doctor. I have just one or two questions more concerning
         the state of mind of the deceased.”
      

      
      The doctor didn’t need to have them. He knew what was wanted. “I would say that he was not delirious in his fever, so much
         as disconnected in his thoughts. It seemed from the commencement of the illness to take the form of depression. One must also
         take account of the weakened state he was in from reducing his weight by unnatural amounts. This, followed by the fever, so
         disordered his brain that he was not accountable for his actions. In other words, he was temporarily insane when he committed
         the act.”
      

      
      Approving murmurs were heard. It was as if the doctor had spoken for the whole of Newmarket, and there was no question what
         the jury’s verdict would be.
      

      
      Fred Archer was found to have committed suicide while in a state of temporary insanity induced by typhoid fever.
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