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Part One.




Chapter one.


London 1900.


The Adventuress.


 They call me Emmanuelle, Emmanuelle Jones; Emma for short. 


I recall my mother telling me that at some time or another - if only I could remember when it was...


As for my mother, the most vivid memory of her was the day she disappeared. It was…ah, yes, I remember now, it was my eighteenth birthday.


It was well into the afternoon. I’d passed my finals that very morning at the University of Science and Technology. She was fastening a black leather flying jacket around my waist at the time, fiddling with the straps while saying, “You are now a qualified criminologist. I wore this when your father and I went flying. I want you to have it, and consider the Dragonfly yours from now on.” 


The Dragonfly! I could hardly believe my ears, the Dragonfly dirigible was her most prized possession. I managed to say, “Thank you, Mummy,” as I gazed at her. She had the same green eyes as me, the same dark brown hair and our figures were identical, even our features were similar, except my nose was slightly larger and my ears more round. She said I had them from my father.


She was wearing jodhpurs too. Hers were beige and mine were black, like the rest of my clothing, even my underwear. Our riding boots were as usual, highly polished. She wore a thick cotton flying jacket, rather strange I thought, for we were in the middle of summer. I imagined we would by flying off to somewhere cooler.


The date is still imprinted in my mind, it was 16.13pm on the 8th of July, the following event being the reason why. 


We both turned to a slight disturbance behind us and gasped in unison as we saw him standing there.


It was Daddy.


Grandfather, who was reposing on the sofa, reading the Gazette, called out as he half-rose to his feet, “What the hell happened to you, my boy,” and promptly sat down again, his hand pressed against his chest, his features tense.


My father stood there in the middle of the room, his features drawn and his right arm hanging in a bloody shirt sleeve. Mother ran to him as he called out to her, and took hold of him.


He lifted his other arm, holding a small object, he looked at it and they both disappeared.


I heard a gasp and a groan, it was granddad. As I turned to him he slid from his seat and sank to his knees clutching his left arm. His features were still distorted and he gasped several times, raggedly, the air going deep into his lungs. I hurried to him and went down on one knee. He looked at me as I supported him and said, “I am fine my dear, it was the shock of seeing your father like that, nothing more. Just help me to my study.”


He leaned heavily on me after I lifted him to his feet. He didn’t weigh much so I had no problem as I half-carried him, my arm around his frail waist, across the room. He hardly ate anything at mealtimes, though he did eat plenty of fruit, apples and pears from our garden. Mother said he had always been that way, more interested in inventing things than eating.


The door to his room was open and I brought him to his study and sat him on a chaise lounges. He lay back and sighed contentedly. He lay there for a while with me watching his breathing that had become less laboured. He looked up at me. “Come here child,” he said.


Although his features were strained, his voice was calm and soft. He was never a man of harsh words, as it would have been out of context. He was a strong-minded fellow, but never self-opinionated. I listened dutifully as he spoke, slowly, choosing his words as he breathed in between sentences, “I received a telephone call earlier from Professor Levant at the municipal mortuary. He asked me to send your mother over to look at a corpse. He sounded somewhat perplexed.” He paused for breath and sucked in air slowly several times, after which he continued in the same manner as before, but with a slight urgency, “As she is occupied at the moment, as you may imagine, you must go in her stead. She and your father have taught you everything they know, so you should have no problems whatsoever.” He smiled then said, “This will be your first case as a detective consultant.”


The thought came to me. Why hasn’t he spoken of my father, my parents, their sudden disappearance; how come they could vanish into thin air, was this some trick or magic, was my father a magician, surely granddad must be as concerned as I? I agreed it must be shock so I said quietly, “Mummy and Daddy are going to be alright, aren’t they?” 


He forced another smile. “Do not worry about those two; they were getting into scrapes before you were born.”


“Daddy was hurt though.”


“Do not fret, your mother will patch him up, he is tough, just like his father before him, and your mother is too.”


“Where have they gone to, it happened so fast?”


“Don’t worry about that, I will tell you later, when you return.”


The fact that I couldn’t remember further back in time than this morning troubled me. I asked him, “Why is the memory of my past so vague to me at the moment?”


This question had been foremost in my mind since I woke up this morning, and I didn’t expect a full explanation from him and neither did I get one, for he smiled weakly and said, “Do not concern yourself my dear, you received a nasty shock yesterday afternoon when your father disappeared at the railway station, and that can affect the memory, short and long term. As you could see this morning, all is well with him. He was in command of the situation as he called your mother to him. So, my dear, don’t fret, your memory will return, especially when you need it.”


I had to know, so I asked quietly, “I am curious as to how he appeared out of nowhere and disappeared shortly afterwards with Mummy. Is there something I should know, is it some secret experiment he is involved with?”


Instead of fobbing me off with some excuse, his eyes slowly closed, and it appeared he had fallen asleep, but I wasn’t so sure, something told me he wasn’t sleeping. I watched him as he lay there. His skin had change to a waxy colour, so I stepped closer and touched his wrist, feeling his pulse while I laid my other hand on his brow. His skin was cold and damp and his heartbeat was most irregular. My instincts told me his heart was being starved partially of oxygen. His eyes half-opened and I told him quite loud, “Your heart, granddad, it is malfunctioning, do you have medication for it?”


He reached into his inside breast pocket and took out a small cachet, he handed it to me and said, “One lozenge, under my tongue, please.”


I did as he requested and after a while his ruddy features returned, filling me with relief.


He had mentioned my first assignment, but nothing more. I asked him, “When was Professor Levant expecting me?”


His eyes widened. “Oh, yes, as soon as possible. You know where it is, just follow the flight path southwards over the Tower Bridge until…”


He stopped, short of breath and I continued, “Until I see the King William Infirmary, the mortuary is in the cellar.”


“You see, you remember. You were there two years ago with your mother for an autopsy, a suspicious death, your first corpse and you were as pleased as punch at the experience.”


Realizing what it was my parents had taught me, detection, investigating ‘accidents’ that were really murders, I raised my hands to my face and inspected them, what was so significant about them? Did I have healing hands? No, that wasn’t it. It was something intangible, and I decided to let it pass for the moment. I looked at granddad. “You should be in bed. If you are no better by the time I return then it’s off to the clinic you go.”


He sat up and I helped him to his feet, I escorted him to his bedchamber and seated him on another, rather gaudily embroidered chaise lounges by his four-poster bed where he said, “I can undress myself, Emma, it is time you left. Levant hinted it was more than urgent. Mrs Green will be here at five, she can watch over me; as if I could prevent her,” he added, smiling. 


He took off his slippers and removed his jacket and shooed me away. Before I left I drew the heavy curtains to and left him, albeit with some reluctance.




Chapter Two.


My first case.


Picking up my goggles and leather helmet from the telephone stand in the hallway and putting them on as I walked, I descended the stairs to our workshop, which occupied almost the whole of the ground floor.


On entering the garage I pulled down the switch that opened the double doors, shedding daylight on Dragonfly, my mother’s dirigible, hovering one foot above the floor its black and shiny streamlined metal form beckoning me, and everything came back.


First, a pre-flight check. The rudder and all other movable parts needed for steering were in working order. The batteries were fully-charged, the reserve helium tanks were full and the anchor was securely retracted.  I opened the cabin door and stepped inside. I pulled down my goggles and switched on the main power. 


Daddy’s computer came to life along with all the instruments. I sat down in the pilot’s seat and switched on the motors. I let her drift outside then I increased the pressure inside the vulcanised rubber balloon from the main tank.


I listened to the whine of the pumps as the vessel rose up, and switched on the density compensator. The aerostat soared upwards and left the safety of our no-fly-zone and joined the traffic, which was sparse, and I headed along the flight lane to the city centre.


Crossing the Thames by following the flight lane over the Tower Bridge, I left Bradfield behind and slowed down a little and peered at the ant-like movements of pedestrians, and the cyclists and the occasional hansom as they crossed the newly-built bridge. I watched as a paddleboat sailed under the massive construction before I continued my journey, and I soon arrived at the infirmary in the city of London.


After landing in the rear courtyard reserved for dirigibles I anchored my vessel to the attachment provided, next to an ambulance blimp. I entered the building by the ‘tradesman’s entrance’ and headed towards the autopsy room.


As I walked along the tiled corridor my senses picked up a faint but familiar odour; disinfectant, a distinct smell that increased as I approached the mortuary.


The door was open so I entered without knocking and found a man in his fifties wearing a green smock and surgeons cap, sitting at a desk, busy writing. He looked up as I approached. He removed his spectacles and brushed his blond hair out of his eyes and stood up, his brow slightly knitted.


I removed my helmet and goggles. I had forgotten I was still wearing them. I called out, “Professor Levant, My name is -.”


I faltered; I could not remember my name for some reason. Then he came to my rescue as he called out excitedly, “Doctor Emmanuelle Jones in person. Good morning, how are you? How is your mother? I was expecting her. I do hope everything is well at home.”


Then I remembered, Doctor Emmanuelle Jones, detective consultant.


He seemed to me to be overtly concerned. I tried to place his face for it was familiar and I suspect we had met before as he had acted as if we knew one another. I took his hand and said quickly, “Good morning to you too. My mother was unavoidably detained.” Which was as near to the truth as I wanted to get, as I found it prudent not to go into detail. He smiled and shrugged slightly and said, “You said you had something to show my mother, and my Grandfather said I was to offer my services in her stead.”


His brow wrinkled severely and he said without looking at me, “Ah, yes, the body. The police called it an unexplained death, and I am inclined to agree.” He indicated with his hand. “This way please.”


I followed him over to the slab nearest to us on which lay a naked form. The insides of the body lay exposed, from throat to abdomen, and my memories of anatomy came flooding back. I noticed all the organs had been removed but the intestines were still in place and the corpse seemed rather young, but in good condition. The hands were smooth, the nails clean and the skin unbroken. “Who is she,” I asked.


“According to the way she was dressed I would says she was a street walker. I am waiting for the missing persons report to come in. I’m new to this sort of work as the bodies I open up for my lectures have died of natural causes or some illness. But this one is a mystery to me. My predecessor unfortunately passed away peacefully last night, hence my presence here.”


There was something ominous in the way he looked at me. “As soon as I opened up the body I found this, and called your office immediately.”


Looking intently at the head I noted the lips were of a normal hue and I could detect no signs of violence, no strangle marks, nothing, I felt the arms and legs, the muscle tone was good, no indication of malnutrition, for a lady of the streets she was in good condition. I was at a loss. I shrugged and said, “I see nothing wrong with the corpse.”


He stared at me and said, pointing purposefully at the empty shell, “This is exactly how I found her after opening her up.”


My blood ran cold. “You are saying you yourself opened her up and found her in this condition?”


He nodded. “Yes,” he said, “exactly as you see it now.”


His features, his facial muscles, were relaxed, his breathing normal and his eyes never wavered from mine as he spoke, so I asked him, “You didn’t leave her unattended at any time and you did open her up by yourself?”


He smiled, “Yes, and I understand your doubt, in fact I still can’t believe it, it’s an impossible state to find a body in; how could she live without a heart?”


“There is only one answer to this, professor, isn’t there?”


“Somebody removed her organs before she was brought here,” he said.


Feeling more than uncomfortable, I knew what was coming but I had I ask, “What about the incisions, the stitching. Flesh does not heal after death.”


“I agree,” he said, “but the body was intact, no scars, no incisions, no stitching, as I said, a mystery.”


He was right, but I loved mysteries and took a deep breath. “Have you tried to ascertain the cause of death, have you examined the brain, what about a blood test for barbiturates?”


He pointed to the trolley on which the tray containing the saw used for this purpose lay unused; he raised his other hand and scratched his head. “I was about do so when you arrived.”


I looked at the head once more, and ran my fingers slowly over it. The hair had been washed and brushed recently, there were no swellings or cuts; in fact it hadn’t been touched. We would, however, know more when the skull was opened, and I tried not to imagine the skull being empty. He said, “I examined the skull first thing and found no contusions and as you can see, she hasn’t been strangled either.”


The skull was next and I examined it intently, but I could detect no fractures no swelling, nothing, I asked him, “Drug overdose do you think?”


“Probably, but the empty cadaver, it is still a mystery,” he said, his forehead wrinkling.


“Help me turn her on her side, see what the rest of her body can tell us,” I said, determined to solve the mystery of this empty corpse.


He gave me a pair of latex gloves, one of my grandfather’s discoveries. We turned her, she didn’t weigh much but a dead body is harder to move than a conscious one. I scanned her back and found something of interest, a four-inch long scar around waist height on her left-hand side. I pointed to it. “This is rather strange, I suspect it was a deep incision, but there are no stitching scars.”


A thought flashed through my mind. Laser-sealed. I looked again and the skin appeared to magnify beneath my gaze, I could see the pores and the fine hairs quite clearly. Apart from the scar there were no other marks and I looked up and said, “What would you say if I said that this woman’s kidney had been removed some time before her death?”


Producing a large magnifying glass he examined the area. After a number of seconds he said, “My goodness, that is a scar, but there are no stitch marks. I agree it does appear that her kidney was removed surgically beforehand, the incision is the correct length and in exactly the right position.”


“It isn’t large enough to remove the other organs in one piece and anyway, this scar is not recent,” I said.


“And dead people do not heal,” he added.


“As I said,” said I.


After examining the other side and finding nothing, we laid her back and I removed my right glove. I laid my palm on her lower arm. I had no idea why I did this. I was even more surprised to find out she had been drugged with curare. I told him so.


“Curare,” he said. “Where? How? I checked for needle marks everywhere, even under her toenails, and inside all orifices.”


I felt rather nervous, but confident as I told him, “You will find, when you test her blood, that it was curare.”


He looked at my bare hand and his mouth fell open slightly, “You must be-.” He stopped and said after returning his magnifying glass to his pocket, “You must be well-informed.”


“My parents trained me well,” I told him.


“They certainly did train you well,” he said, his eyes widening. “So how was it administered?”


By running my bare hand over the skin I spotted it straight away, a slight raise of the epidermis on the upper arm. “She was injected with air pressure, high air pressure.” His brow knitted and I watched it unfold as I told him, “Do you recall the earlier rape seed oil motors. The oil was sprayed into the chamber at such a high pressure that it ignited. The spray was so powerful, that it could penetrate the skin from as far as ten inches away from out of the motor block. It’s more or less the same principle. A canister of compressed air would be used together with a siphon, something like a perfume spray, but more powerful.” ‘A hypo-spray’ said a voice inside my head. 


His brow had risen as I explained and stayed that way in expectation. “So how is it that she has no stitching scars,” he said, “can you tell me that?”


Before I could prevent them the words came to mind. “Somebody has access to high-technology,” I said, “Have you ever heard of laser surgery?”


His brow dropped and his right eyebrow shot up. “What is that, laser, it sounds German?”


The words flowed without hesitation, “A laser is a tight beam of light, so tight and strong that it can cut through flesh, and can also be used to close the wound, to seal it. I have never seen one but I believe my mother has.” My memory, slowly, but surely, was returning.


He gazed about him and lowered his voice, “I believe you, my dear, but you must keep that sort of knowledge to yourself.”


‘Did he know already?’


I felt the detective rising in me, whoever did this was well-practiced. “Have there been any other deaths like this?”


“You mean unexplained deaths?”


“I mean unexplained deaths of prostitutes, with bodies in this condition.”


He shook his head and said, “There have been no reports…”


Because his voice trailed off I sensed he wanted to say more, so I prompted him, “But you have your doubts.”


“Yes, Doctor Gordon, my predecessor, might not have looked that far in these cases, he considered whores as unclean,” he said. “I doubt he would do no more than wash the bodies and simply record the death as heart failure or a seizure.”


“Where are her clothes?”


Gazing past me he pointed. “Over here.”


He led me over to a table, probably where he took his lunch break as I saw dried coffee or tea rings on the surface. He emptied a sack and I sorted through the skimpy garments; a handbag, a skirt, a revealing top, fancy shoes and underwear. A lace hanky fell to the floor. I picked it up with my right hand and felt a change in my senses. The other items had given me a signal, like a signature, but the signal from the hanky was different. I held it up to the light. It was a fine web of interlacing threads surrounding a piece of cloth in the centre. “There is something not quite right here,” I said, “this is not her property and I sense it doesn’t belong with her other things,” and looked at him for an explanation.


“Belong,” he said, “You mean she may have stolen it,” probably going on the assumption that all whores are thieves. He paused, seemingly enlightened by my look and said with a smile, “Or it belonged to her killer.”


“Quite possible and he drugged her and stole her organs.” I pocketed the hanky and asked, “Where are the other bodies, the ones your colleague dealt with.”


Indicating the sets of enamelled draws, three-high in the wall to our left, he said, “I believe one of them is awaiting identification.” He added as we walked over to one of the drawers, “It’s the only one here. I did an inventory first thing this morning.” He pulled the draw out as far as it would come. The cadaver was enclosed in a thick, black rubber bag with handles on the side. He pulled a gurney over and we transferred the body. We laid it on the table next to the other and opened the bag, sealed with a broad brass zipper.


We were confronted with an untouched body, no stitching whatsoever. “As I thought, he didn’t bother opening her up.” He looked at the paperwork left with the corpse in the drawer. “Yes, ‘heart-failure’ it says here.”


The skin lay over the body like a blanket with a deep depression, starting at the ribcage and ended at the pelvis; it was apparent to us both that the cadaver was an empty shell.


I saw it immediately. “Look at this,” I said. I didn’t need a magnifying glass as Levant did to see the faint blemish left by the scar that travelled from her trachea and between the valley of her breasts and over her tummy to her vulva. 


He exchanged the glass for a scalpel and made a lateral incision just below the ribs, big enough for him to slip his hand through. I saw he had no intention of sawing through the rib cage as he rolled up his sleeve and reached inside. I watched him as he groped around.


“The heart and lungs are missing,” he said as he rose up from his task, “And the rest of the organs too.” He added as he ran his hand over the body. “There we are,” he said, as he pressed firmly on her abdomen, “you can see the outline of the vertebrae.”


I looked at the area in question and I could see the outline of the spine from the front.


We stood in silence for a while, keeping our thoughts to ourselves. We returned the cadaver, the slit unstitched, to its original resting place. “This means I will have to examine other bodies too,” he said. “Would you care to join me?”


“But of course,” I said, and asked, “How many are there?” And added after glancing back at the drawers, hoping they were somewhere cool, in another hospital mortuary. “And where are they?”


He shrugged and said, “I’m sorry, I was presuming there would be. So if there are any - and I don’t know how many - and if they haven’t been claimed then they will be in the pauper’s graveyard, near Holbrook gardens. But first I must have permission to exhume the bodies and that will take time. I must search through the records for their names, and ask their relatives, if they have any, that is.”


“I suggest you contact the police commissioner personally,” I said, “and tell him of our findings, something that will lend expediency to the process.” He appeared somewhat perplexed and I added, “Contact Chief Inspector Belger and show him the evidence, he will be more than helpful in finding the other deceased.”


“Good idea,” he said and removed his gloves and I gave him mine. He offered me his hand and said, “I will inform you of the proceedings and thank you for your help. Give my regards to your parents.”


I took his hand and a warm sensation spread from it. I felt reassurance emanating from his being like an invisible force, something that relinquished as soon as my hand left his. I left him to his grisly task and headed home, my concern over granddad foremost in my mind.


***


Mrs Green, our part-time housekeeper and cook was there to greet me, “Good evening Miss. The professor is sleeping at the moment, I made him a hot broth and he consumed a full bowl. I’ve left the rest on the stove. It’s nice and spicy, just how you like it. ” She paused and said, “He told me your parents were on a trip, but he didn’t say how long they would be away. Have you any idea when they will return?”


Mrs Green had been with our family for ages, her chubby features always wore a smile, and her hair was still dark red, despite her fifty-six years.


“I haven’t the foggiest, Nana. They’ll return when least expected as always.” I don’t know why I told her that, but I do know why I called her ‘Nana’, she had looked after me as a child, she had been my nanny and I could remember her taking me for walks in the park where we would feed the ducks. We kept her on as cook and housekeeper as she had no immediate family, and in a way she was a part of ours.


After thanking her I removed my goggles and helmet and left them in their usual place in the hallway by the entrance to the garage and made my way up the stairs and entered grandfather’s bedroom.


He lay there sleeping peacefully, so I left him.


The smell of Mrs Green’s chicken broth had invaded my senses, and I made my way to the kitchen and devoted the next half hour to consuming all of it together with a chunk of her home-made bread.


After hearing movement upstairs I looked in on granddad and found him sitting up in bed, reading one of mother’s novels. We greeted one another and he asked, “How was it with Professor Levant?”


“A mysterious case of missing organs,” I said, and went on to explain what I had seen and the decision we had arrived at, and I showed him my find, the lace handkerchief. He held it tentatively by the corners and gazed at it. “This is a work of art, my dear. This type of weaving is reminiscent of the 15th century. A painstaking way of interlacing twenty to thirty threads together. Expensive too, as this is pure silk, and it is quite new.”


“It could be it belonged to the killer. Professor Levant intends to examine the other bodies as soon as he gets permission.”


“Well done my girl, your first case. I wonder where it will lead you.”


As I was curious I asked him, “How well do we know Professor Levant, as his manner was most familiar.”


I detected a slight twitch of the eye muscles before he answered, “He is a very close friend of your parents and a man of high integrity. He has a mind like a steel trap, you can trust him my dear, take my word for it.”


Having no reason to doubt his words I asked him, “What about these missing organs. Who is at work here,” I asked, hoping he had some experience of it.


He shook his head vigorously and took a deep breath. “I do not care to envisage what sort of creature would stoop to something a bestial as that.”


I waited until his ire had expired then said, “It sounds as if he has trained as a surgeon, at least in a mortuary, as he was using high-technology.”


He looked at me from under his eyebrows, “You mean the way he closed up the bodies.”


“Yes, he was very meticulous; one could hardly see the scar,” I said, my excitement mounting, wondering where this would lead to. He seemed ready to impart something, and then he relaxed and sighed heavily. I had to know more as I had no idea how I came upon this knowledge, but didn’t know how to ask him, but I had to know so I said, “Is laser technology now in use, in private clinics?”


The answer came all too quickly, “No. Your mother was toying with the idea of using light. She had drifted into optics and found the subject fascinating after observing the way a concentrated beam of light burned a hole in her desk top.” He paused here and yawned. He continued quietly, “You know your mother, when she gets her teeth into something she… is…” His voice petered off and his eyes closed slowly.


That was my problem, I didn’t know my mother, not the way he said it and I whispered, “I will come by later with your cocoa. Sleep well, and if you need anything, just pull on the bell rope.” 


I seated myself on the chaise lounge and watched him for a while. I loosened my boot laces and eased them off. After removing my jacket I stretched my arms, as it was summer, I was wearing nothing but a string vest. I never wore a brassiere, being of average size and firm-breasted I never felt the need of one. I tried to picture my mother as she schooled me. I closed my eyes and fleeting memories came back. The words were jumbled and unclear, familiar voices without faces.  I saw vivid pictures, strange scenery, a large room, cool and clean-smelling with a bright light shining down from above. Then everything flashed past with increasing speed, the dialogue one unending stream of sound, until everything was a steady hypnotising buzz and blur. 


I woke with a start and heard the telephone ringing. I must have dozed off. The clock on the wall chimed seven-thirty; it was still light outside and I hurried in my stocking feet to the demanding apparatus.


“Jones,” I said, after snatching the receiver from the cradle. It was the constabulary. They wanted our views on a suspicious death, it appeared to be an accident, but some new inspector wanted a second opinion.


This was typical of the Bradfield Constabulary, if there weren’t any bullet holes, an embedded stiletto, or a garrotte and such then it was a suspicious crime. It seemed somebody didn’t believe in the term ‘death by misadventure’, but I had to respond in place of my parents as that was what we were paid for.


I agreed to come immediately, after noting the address, Morley Gardens, an exclusive part of Bradfield city. I walked back into the bedroom. I laid my hand on granddad’s brow and then felt his pulse. His heart beat was strong and regular. He stirred and looked up at me.


“Sorry,” I said, “I didn’t mean to wake you.”


He reached out and took my hand and I told him of the phone call.


“You go my dear,” he said, “just remember everything you mother and father taught you and you can never go wrong.” He added, “And do not forget your stunner this time, it is a wicked world out there.” He paused for breath and lowered his voice, “When you return, you must help me climb the stairs to the attic. There is something I must show you.”


I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll be as quick as possible,” I whispered, “you go back to sleep and don’t worry about me, I am quite capable of following in Mummy’s footsteps.”


He closed his eyes, and soon he was snoring lightly. I walked over to the chaise lounges, pulled my boots back on and laced them up. I slipped my arms inside my leather flying jacket and walked through into the lounge fastening as I went. There I took down my belt from its hook, buckled it so that it rested on my hips, my holster with its taser snug against my thigh.


After picking up my goggles and helmet from the tallboy I headed for the Dragonfly, wondering what I would find at Morley gardens.




Chapter Three.


My second case.


 The building in question was set well back from the main road. It had a huge garden at the front, and as it was a good half-hours walk from the municipal parking area I decided to land on its well-cut lawn, being careful with the anchor spike as I secured my craft.


A heavily-built woman opened the door to me. I was taken aback. Her gaze was saddened, but I wasn’t convinced of its truthfulness. I introduced myself, “Good evening, Madame, I am Doctor Jones, detective consultant. I am here on behalf of the Bradfield Constabulary.”


Her eyes narrowed momentarily then she sniffed dryly and dabbed at her eyes unnecessarily and said as she peered down her nose at me, “I am the lady of the house, Mrs Fairweather. Please excuse my appearance as there has been a death in the family. Won’t you come in?”


She stepped to one side and I climbed the steps. I found it was my turn to look down at a large-boned, sturdy-looking woman. She stared at me and I stared back. I could tell she saw me as an intruder, as her eyes gave everything away. There was an aura of guilt around her too, and I would have lingered in conversation were it not for the sudden intrusion.


“Doctor Jones,” a voice called out.


The voice had a hint of doubt to it so I answered, “Yes, in person,” and stepped in its direction.


A man in his mid twenties, wearing a dark, three-piece-suit, approached from the end of the hallway, his sun-tanned features surrounded by a mass of unruly, blond, curly hair. We met half-way and he held out his hand as we neared one another. I took it and returned his grasp briefly. I sensed his doubt, but his forceful manner assured me that he was someone who would not settle for half-truths and understood why he had requested a special investigator.


“Inspector David Lewis at your service, Doctor Jones, I must apologise for calling you so late.” He smiled and lowered his gaze; he seemed somewhat embarrassed by my presence.


I thought him rather young for a police inspector and smiled as I addressed him. “Thank you, Inspector Lewis, but there is no need to, it is after all what we are paid for.” I released his hand and asked him as we walked the carpeted floor, “You required assistance. A death was mentioned. Is there a possible case to answer do you think?”


He glanced past me at Mrs Fairweather, who I imagined from the look in his eyes was watching us from the front door. He answered quietly, “There has been an accident, but my intuition tells me something is not quite right here.” He added, “You will see if you care to investigate, that there is no sign of a breakin.”


“I will take your word for it Inspector,” I said as I pulled on my latex gloves. I let his statement run through my mind, thinking this was no run-of-the-mill detective, he was thorough and he was using his initiative. We stopped at a doorway and I looked back the way we came and found we were alone.


He took out a key and unlocked the door. We entered and the smell of floor wax invaded my senses together with a hint of fresh blood. He indicated to our right and the front of a large wooden desk mounted on eight ornately-carved legs set in the centre of the room came into view and behind it, on the floor, the deceased.


I saw beneath the desk the familiar figure of death, illuminated by the light from a small window behind it. A man lay face down, his head turned to its extremes, the eyes stared blankly and the mouth was wide-open as if he was about to utter something.


While circling the desk giving it a wide berth I asked, “Who discovered the body?”


We came to a stop as we arrived at the rear of the accident scene. He said, “The maid, she had just returned from visiting her sick mother.” He added, “An astute woman, she saw the dead man lying on the floor, and she approached and being an ex-nurse saw she could do nothing for him and called the police.”


“Was anybody in the house when this happened?”


“No, Mrs Fairweather was out at the time, taking the evening air.”


On the desk an open fountain pen lay next to a writing pad, and a telephone stood next to an electric lamp. “Who has been here since?”


He said, “A photographer, a constable and the police surgeon.”


“What about Mrs Fairweather,” I asked.


“She arrived after the constable who had also seen that it was too late for medical assistance and he bade her not to enter the room, in fact he’d obtained a key from the maid and locked the door.”


“Do you know if anything has been moved since? What did the doctor do, did he move the corpse?”


“All he did was measure the poor fellow’s pulse by kneeling on the floor in front of the desk. He is an experienced police doctor, he is aware of the correct procedure, thanks to your parent’s lectures on crime scene investigation.”


I wanted his version before I started my examination. “What do you think happened?”


“It appears his chair slipped from under him as he turned and he fell and cracked his head in the edge of the table. The police doctor reckons his spine is broken just below the skull.”


“And you are not happy with this explanation?”


“Not really, something is wrong here and I can’t put my finger on it, accidents like this don’t happen every day.”


I surveyed the scene, a large mahogany desk, a well-waxed shiny wooden floor, a plain wooden stool, without armrests, made of pine and with a highly-polished seated surface from much use. The stool was supported by a sturdy, wooden pivot, fixed to six short, ornately-carved legs ending in well-oiled castors that swung freely as soon as I touched the chair and stood in place before the desk. The cadaver belonged to a slender, forty-year-old man, and lay between the stool and the desk. The head rested at an awkward angle. I straightened it and turned it to one side, feeling the broken vertebrae grinding together as I did so. I ran my fingers over the right side of the skull and detected bone splinters beneath the skin, and there was also heavy bruising. The jaw was broken in three pieces with fragments on the right side, just below the ear, out of which blood had leaked. Several of the molars on the upper and lower right side were loose. I gingerly felt the base of the skull. The spine was severed in several places, hence the grinding. His head had struck the edge of the desk with considerably force.


I tried to visualise the scene in my head, but I saw what didn’t fit the pattern and I told Lewis. “It was premeditated murder, Inspector. You were right to call me as this was no accident.”


His doubt surprised me. “Murder! Not an accident?”


 “Exactly.”


His eyes widened and I detected a hint of suspicion in them. He asked, “Are you certain?” His right eyebrow arched and he smiled.


His question also surprised me, he was in doubt at the start and now he doubted me. I answered with one of my own questions in order to get the facts straight, “Are you certain nobody moved this stool back in position?”


His brow knitted as he gazed at me. He stared at the stool, his smile gone. His answer sounded more like a protest, “The doctor, the constable and the police photographer are, I assure you, experienced with police procedure, they know better than to touch anything without gloves and they would have marked the area with adhesive tape if it was imperative to move something.” He indicated the room the area below and around the desk. “The floor is unmarked as you can see, so please explain.”


His words more than confirmed my conclusion and I asked him, “So, the scene was photographed exactly how it is now?”


Lewis nodded, self-assured as he answered, “Yes, as soon as the doctor had finished; you can view the prints later.” His ire subsided and he asked, “So, how was this murder committed?”


I found it easier to demonstrate, so I moved towards the desk and seated myself in the chair, being careful not to disturb the body. The seat surface was slippery. I rotated the stool ninety degrees so I was sitting side-on to the direction the deceased had fallen. I stood up quickly, moving slightly to my right as I did so and the stool rolled away from me, passing Lewis and coming slowly to a rest a number of yards from the desk.


He regarded me as if I were playing some childish game; apparently he had expected something else, as his right eyebrow formed an arch as I spoke, “If the deceased had fallen sideways from his stool then it would have finished approximately where it is now and not in front of the desk next to the body. Don’t you agree?”


His consternation changed to enlightenment and I continued. “And another thing, look at Mr Fairweather. I believe I weigh more than he does; also he is below medium height. His injury doesn’t fit his size. If his head had struck the desk from the height of twelve to eighteen inches, at the most, as it would in this case, he would have suffered a mild concussion and have been left with a slight headache.” I raised my eyebrows and smiled. “Are you now convinced or do you want to hear more?”
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