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Preface
The story that follows is totally fictitious. It is a story, nothing more and nothing less. All places and persons included in the story are totally imaginary, and any similarity to actual persons alive or dead, is totally co-incidental, and unintentional. 
* * *
I am grateful to Lauren Ridley, Cherryloco Jewellery for allowing me to base the Phoenix logo on her design.
Once again my sincere thanks go to Michael and Barbara Morton for their un-tiring work in checking the formatting of the manuscript.
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Chapter One
A Mugs Game
 
Let me start right off by saying that I’m not a gambling man. I never have been. As far as possible I don’t take chances. I mean life’s one big gamble ain’t it? And there’s nothing certain in this life except death and taxes. I think it was Franklin Delano Roosevelt who said that, or was it Benjamin Franklin, I’m not too sure; or it could have been Jerry in the bar the other evening. He occasionally comes out with something clever like that. Either way, whoever it was, when it comes right down to it, however you play the game you will still lose out in the end. Living will eventually kill you and no mistake. There’s nothing you can do about it, there’s no avoiding it. 
So that’s more than enough for me. I’ve no intentions of adding more problems to my life, by gambling on the roll of a dice, or the flip of a card, or the spin of a wheel. 
Why take the chance? I mean it just doesn’t matter what plans you make, or whatever you do, things can go wrong. Seriously wrong. Am I right, or am I right. As I said I’m no gambler. It’s a mugs game. No one wins on the gee-gees except the bookie. No one wins at roulette except the house. Oh sure some punters win, and some win pretty good. But the chips are stacked against you, and most people will lose, and lose badly. The odds aren’t in your favor, take my word for it. Whether it’s the lottery, the track, or poker, you just can’t win. Unless you have a sure fire system you have no chance. I know I’ve tried it, never again.
Talking of systems, I’m no expert but it seems to me that basically there are two types. There’s the legal type. You know the one where you weigh up the risks, and study the form. Is the going good, or bad; you check the horse’s pedigree; what weight is the horse carrying and things like that. Doesn’t mean a thing to me, but some guys swear by it. You check the odds and you assess your chances. You know what’s involved, and you plan for every eventuality. You know what you can afford to lose, and you cover your bets. Your chances of winning are probably fair to okay, but you’ll never make a fortune.
Some people will just bet on favorites. Sure, most of the time their horse comes home first, but at what odds? They won’t be high that’s for sure. You won’t get a favorite at twenty to one will you? The odds will be low I can tell you, two to one maybe. You know you bet ten bucks, to win five. Where’s the sense in that? What’s the point?
On the other hand there’s the second type of system, the illegal way. You know what you want, and no matter what happens you’ll get it, even if it means eliminating anyone, or anything, that stands in your way. You don’t care who gets hurt, or how. It’s no longer a gamble. In other words, you could say that it was a dead certainty. You’ll win no matter what.
* * *
By the way, the name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels. I’m a private detective. I was having a slow day. Well slow didn’t really do it justice. It wasn’t so much slow, as stopped. I had just finished tying up my last case. A surveillance job, okay so have it your way, it was snooping. Feel better now do you? Anyways I’d made copies of all the photographs, and the statements that I had. They were now all safely sealed in an envelope addressed to Mrs. Amanda Walker, and ready for me to deliver to her when I got details of the time and place. And she could then get on with seeking that divorce that she wanted so badly. Then after a few more days I should be getting a nice fat pay check.
So I was busy going through my paperwork, sorting through the bills that had to be paid. You know, have you ever noticed how things like that mount up. Electricity bills, this insurance and that insurance, repair bills, begging letters from the I.R.S. It seems that’s all that I get these days, that and the charities trying their luck. I never get that letter giving you something; it’s always somebody looking for something.
That’s life I guess.
Keeping me company was Elmore James. That is he wasn’t actually there in the room with me. I mean the poor guy died over forty years ago, No he’s on a Compact disc that I had playing. Just in case you don’t know who Elmore James is, or was I should say, let me fill you in. I’m a blues fan, you know. Elmore was a blues singer from Mississippi, a few years back. I’ve got a fair collection ranging from Robert Johnson, and Charley Patton, right through to Muddy Walters and John Lee Hooker. Okay, so you’ve never heard of them either. Is that my fault?
Now every Tuesday you’ll usually find me at the 51 Club a couple of blocks away. It’s a blues club on Ashby. It’s just a small place you understand, I mean thirty people and it’s packed. They usually have something good on though, a visiting blues band perhaps, or maybe a solo artist. Last week it was a guy going by the name of Tony McPhee, a blues guitarist from Chicago. Not great, but not bad either. He did a lot of the old Chicago blues by Muddy Waters, and Little Walter.
Okay, so I’m sitting here listening to Elmore’s ‘Dust My Broom’, trying to sort out my accounts. For those who don’t know, to dust your broom means to shake off an old girl friend, to make way for the new one. Get it.
 
“I'm a get up in the mornin'
I believe I'll dust my broom
I quit the best girl I'm lovin'
Now my friends can get in my room”
 
Okay lesson over for today. 
As I said I was doing pretty okay with the bills, if I do say so myself. Well I’d got the papers in a nice neat stack at least. Come on now, give me a break, it’s a start. Okay so I hadn’t actually done a lot, but at least everything was now in date order, the oldest bill at the top. All I had to do now was to go through them and see what I could afford to pay – if any.
There was a knock on the door. I looked up, and this old guy just helps himself. The door opens. He comes in without so much as a by your leave, and he looks at me. 
“Mr. Daniels?” he says, sits down and makes himself right at home. Any second now he’s going to produce a flask of coffee and some cookies. He’s going to take his shoes off and put his feet up. I hoped he hadn’t planned on staying the night, or maybe bring his family with him the next time.
“I’m Daniels,” I replied, as I reluctantly switched the CD player off. “And you are?”
“Jason Drake,” he replied all cool and collected, as though I was supposed to know who he was. “Maybe you have heard of me.”
I hadn’t, and I’m still waiting for the coffee and cakes. 
* * *
 



Chapter Two
Jason Drake
 
 “Should that mean something to me?” I asked.
He placed a briefcase on the desk and opened it. He took out a newspaper and spread it out in front of me. It was a copy of The Racing Post. The three inch headline announced the Death of Blue Boy, a three year old. Underneath was a photograph of a certain Jason Drake. I would never have recognized him.
I was still puzzled. I pushed the newspaper back towards him. “So?” I said quite simply.
“Mr. Daniels, I own several race horses, including Kansas Lad, he’s favorite for the Kingsland Stakes at Belmont in three weeks time.”
I was none the wiser. The only steaks I was interested in were the well done variety with mushrooms and onions, and French fries. “So,” I repeated, stifling a yawn. I really had to get on, the paperwork was crying out for attention or something like that. Besides I wanted to get back to the music.
Not to be put off in any way Mr. Drake continued with his fascinating narrative. “Mr. Daniels, if you look at that newspaper article once again, you will notice the date.”
I could hardly contain myself, with all the excitement. I was sure that there was a point to all of this, though I was beginning to think that perhaps Mr. Drake had forgotten what it was. “I’m looking, I’m looking,” I said. 
“It was three weeks ago,” Drake explained.
Did I say explained? A slight overstatement on my part, I have to say. It explained nothing except that he collected old newspapers. To me yesterday’s newspapers were simply that, yesterday’s newspapers, and of very little value.
“So it was three weeks ago,” I said. “Is that supposed to mean something?”
Drake heaved a sigh, and glanced around the office. What he was looking for I had no idea, but I guess he must have found it, because here he was once again with the explaining. “Mr. Daniels, Blue Boy died three weeks ago. The veterinary said that it was his heart. It just gave out.”
It could happen I supposed, but not being an expert in either horses or veterinarys, I said nothing.
“Mr. Daniels, Blue Boy’s health had been checked thoroughly only two days previously. He was declared as fit as a bell.”
The health of bells was another subject of which I was not an expert, so I continued to say nothing. I had decided that the guy did have a point, and would sooner or later get to where he was going. I only hoped that he would get to where he was going before he forgot where he was, and that it would be sooner rather than later, before he forgot what it was, or that I was too old to enjoy it. 
“Blue Boy was due to race at Hyland, he was the favorite for the Chantry Stakes, prize money of one hundred thousand dollars to the winner. Somebody didn’t want him to run, so he was deliberately killed,” Drake continued. “Poisoned I would guess.”
Okay so at last he had made his point. I wasn’t impressed. “What makes you say that Mr. Drake?” I asked, although why I have absolutely no idea. Now don’t get me wrong, I like animals as much as the next guy, but I mean the veterinary said that it was his heart, and you know what, he or she, should know what they were talking about shouldn’t they.
Drake started to frown. “Mr. Daniels do you know anything about horses?”
I guessed there was a reason for the question, although what that reason was remained a mystery.
“I’ve owned horses my whole life,” Drake continued. “My father owned horses, and his father before him, and his father before that.” He paused for a moment. “It’s in our blood you see.” He paused once again. “There was nothing wrong with his heart, nothing.”
“So you think ….”
“No, Mr. Daniels, I don’t think that he was killed,” Drake interrupted. “I know that he was.”
I smiled and shook my head. “Mr. Drake I’d be the first to admit it, I know nothing about the gee-gees.” I thought that it was about time I said something. “All I do know is never bet on them, it’s only the bookies that win.”
Mr. Drake opened his mouth to speak, but I was on a roll. Nothing was going to stop me, not now. “Gambling is a mugs game, and the odds are stacked way against you. You just can’t win.”
“I appreciate your opinion Mr. Daniels, but that does not take from the fact that Blue Boy was murdered.”
“Who would want to do a thing like that?” I asked. “For what reason, what would they have to gain? Every murder must have a motive.”
“Oh there’s a motive alright, it’s money,” Drake replied. “I’m sure that you will realize that the racing world is very competitive. And clearly you know there is a lot of money involved. Horses are expensive to buy, and to rear. Trainers cost money, good jockeys don’t come cheap. But of course there are compensations to be had. There is a lot of money to be made in winnings, an awful lot of money.”
Fascinated as I was, I hoped that he would get to the punch line soon. “I have many rivals,” Drake continued. “Some of whom are not as gentlemanly as we would like.” He paused once again, whether for effect, or just to check that I was still awake I’m not sure. “Since the death of Blue Boy there have been several other, shall we say, incidents.”
“Incidents,” I repeated. “Such as?”
“Oh just things like a small fire in one of the tack rooms,” Drake started to explain. “It was nothing too serious, and no one got hurt, fortunately.”
“Anything else?” I asked, unimpressed.
“Terry, one of the stable boys, fell from a ladder. The rung snapped, fortunately he wasn’t hurt, but it could have been very serious.”
“Another accident,” I suggested. “These things happen.”
“Certainly they do. Accidents happen all the time. Riders fall from the horse, they cut themselves. They sometimes break a bone or two.” Drake agreed. “But these particular incidents were no accidents. These were deliberate.”
“I could say that you would say that, if I were a cynic,” I replied.
“And Mr. Daniels, if I were a cynic I would say that you would say that,” he replied smiling. “But I’m not a cynic, I’m a realist.”
“Go on,” I coaxed. “I’m listening.” 
“A short time ago I mentioned Kansas Lad, remember?”
“The favorite for the Kingsland Stakes at Belmont, I think you said.”
“Right, Mr. Daniels, absolutely correct. You have an excellent memory,” said Drake. “Just lately however, there is a lot of money being put on Warrior, the second favorite.”
I tried hard to think of why that should be considered sinister. I couldn’t. “So someone thinks that maybe, just maybe, your horse is beatable, and Warrior is the one to do it,” I suggested.
“My thinking completely,” agreed Drake. “But why now, why suddenly like this? I wondered if it could possibly be connected with the fact that now Kansas Lad is very ill, and probably won’t be in the race anyway.”
Probably a coincidence, but maybe best to keep an open mind, I thought. “So why come to me?” I asked.
“Simple, I would like you to come down to the Drake Stables for a few days,” Drake said. “Take a look around. See if you can find out anything. We’ll make your stay comfortable.”
I would hardly go if I thought it was going to be uncomfortable, but I did not pursue the point. “Why me though now?” I asked. “Blue Boy died three weeks ago. Why now? And why not the police, it would be a lot cheaper for you.”
Drake nodded and smiled. “That is an excellent question, Mr. Daniels. Why indeed?” he replied. “Two main reasons I guess. Firstly, we did go to the police, exactly three weeks ago, but they weren’t interested. Whatever they might say, our police force isn’t really that interested in a death of a race horse, even though the horse was worth over $200000.”
“And whose death was confirmed to be a natural death by a well respected veterinary,” I added. “And I imagine you are covered by insurance anyway.”
“Precisely,” agreed Daniels. “We are covered by insurance, but that only covers up to a point. It takes no account of potential winnings in the future. It also takes no account of the fact that the horse was deliberately killed.” He paused for a moment. “The police are also not interested in the other odd little accidents.”
I smiled. “As you say, accidents happen. I guess if the police spent all their time investigating accidents, they’d have no time for catching speeding motorists.”
“Guess not,” Drake agreed.
“And the second reason,” I prompted.
“Having a number of uniformed police officers all over the stables is not good for the image,” Drake replied. “Mercenary of me I know, but a fact nonetheless.”
“You’re still not saying, why me?”
“No reason really, Mr. Daniels,” Drake replied. “I suppose I could have picked anyone, it just happened to be you.”
You could’ve lied couldn’t you? We heard you were the best; or you come highly recommended; or …. What the hell, with such a recommendation how could I possibly refuse. Besides I imagined I would get paid for my troubles.
“We haven’t discussed my fees yet,” I pointed out.
Drake smiled and shook his head. “I’m sure that won’t be a problem.” He stood up, and handed me a piece of paper. “Directions to get to the Stables,” he continued. He held out his hand. “I look forward to seeing you in a couple of days time.”
He walked to the door, and without any further word, left.
* * *
 
 



Chapter Three
The Drake Stables
 
A few days out in the countryside sounded pretty good to me, I had to admit, and to get paid for my troubles, sounded even better. It all sounded too good to be true, and you know what they say about things that sound too good to be true. Let me tell you that’s a lot of hooey, I accepted the offer. No it wasn’t too difficult. What did I have to lose anyway? A few days, that’s all. No great hardship was it? I could spare a few days couldn’t I? The City could get along without me for a while. It would survive. Mama Dell’s wouldn’t go broke. The 51 Club wouldn’t close down. Chang’s would continue selling his chicken chow mein.
Mind you I wasn’t convinced that there was actually anything in need of investigating. I mean a couple of minor accidents that could happen to anyone, anywhere, why get all stressed up about that. Okay so I guess the death of a horse might be a bit upsetting. I can accept that. I mean after all $200000 is not to be sniffed at. But it was just one of those things wasn’t it, animals do get sick and they do die, I mean that’s life ain’t it? There’s nothing you can do about it. The horse has a heart attack, and goes to the happy racetrack in the sky. So what, these things happen every day. They’re not very nice I grant you, but that how it goes. No one said it would be easy did they? You don’t have to like it, just accept it.
Okay so now there’s a second nag that is sick. Definitely unfortunate I have to say, no question about that. But just another of those things that happen, something it ate maybe, who knows. Or maybe it’s a virus going around. Hey what do I know anyway? Still don’t mean there’s something going on does it? Something sinister I mean; something underhand. I mean this guy Drake, well he’s suggesting all kinds of things. Jumping to conclusions like that. Adding two and two and getting someone’s out to get him. I mean can you believe that?
* * *
But as I said a few days in the country sounded good to me. So here I am packing a few things, and then I’ll be on my way. I’ve been given the directions how to get there. It shouldn’t be too difficult. Just head out north-west on the 684, into Connecticut, Drake had said. Then on past Danbury towards Woodbury. It was about seventy miles, so an hour and a half, two hours tops should do it. It’s now a quarter after ten. I’d be there for lunch.
I looked around the office once more. What I expected to see I’ll never know. I’ve told Detective Bates where he could reach me if he needed me. I’ve told the landlord, and Mama Dells. I told Chang at the Chinese, and Buddy at the 51 Club. 
I think Chang will miss me. When I told him I would be away for a few days he said “You no stay bye bye long.”
I promised that I wouldn’t and that I would be back ‘plenty soon.’ I think he was pleased. There had been no comment from Mama Dell or Buddy. I wouldn’t be sending them a post card anytime soon. Okay, so I was now ready. I picked up my bag, one last look around, and left.
* * *
The trip was pleasant enough, and uneventful. It certainly was a great day weather-wise. Clear blue sky, and hot sun. If this kept up I was in for a great few days.
It was just after twelve thirty when I turned into the driveway leading to the Drake Stables and Stud. I could see the main house maybe a half a mile away. Over to the left were the stable blocks and tack rooms. All along the driveway was paddock after paddock. I pulled over, and switched off the engine. I got out of my car and walked over to the fence. The silence was breath-taking. It was so peaceful. No traffic noise, no police sirens wailing, no people shouting, no doors slamming, just the sound of the birds. 
In the middle of the field was a dappled grey horse. It saw me and started to come towards me. 
“That’s Candy Cane,” said a voice. I turned. Walking towards me was a young guy no older than twenty, twenty-five, I guessed. “She’s a four year old,” the voice continued. 
I nodded, and looked at the horse. She was a big girl for a four year old. “She’s a beauty,” I said. Then I turned to look back at the young guy. 
“She is, but she’s a naughty girl, though” said the young man, smiling. “She almost got out of her paddock a few days ago. Just as well that Jenny came by and stopped her.”
“Jenny?” I asked.
“She’s one of the stable girls,” the voice explained.
“Oh I see,” I replied. “What about you? You work around here do you?”
“I’m one of the stable boys,” he replied. “Terry Wood is the name.”
“Good to meet you, Terry,” I said holding out my hand. “The name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels. I’m going to be around for a few days.”
“I know,” the boy replied, taking hold of my hand and shaking it. “You’re a private detective aren’t you? We were told you were coming today.” He turned to look at the horse.
“Well, I best get on,” he continued. “She has to be taken out and back to the stables. He walked over to the gate, and opened it. “Come on Candy Cane,” he called out. 
Candy Cane pricked up her ears, and looked around. She saw Terry and walked over to where he was waiting. He patted her on her muzzle. I got back into the car. I continued watching for a few moments, and then continued on up to the house.
* * *
“Ah, Mr. Daniels, it’s good to see you,” said Drake emerging from the house. “I trust you had a pleasant journey.”
“It was okay,” I replied, as I walked towards him. I glanced around and nodded. “Nice place you have.” It seemed the right thing to say somehow, although ‘nice’ hardly did it.
Drake smiled. “We like it,” he replied. He held out his hand. I took hold and shook it.
“Do come in,” he said, stepping aside to let me pass into the house. “I’m sure you would welcome some lunch. Then we’ll get you settled in, and then I’ll show you around.”
It sounded good to me. The lunch part at least, I’ll let you know about the other part later. 
* * *
We had lunch out on the terrace, overlooking more paddocks and a practice track. “That’s Grenadier going round now,” Drake explained.”We are hopeful he’ll do well in the Haydock Stakes in a few months time.”
I’m no judge but it seemed to me that Grenadier was doing just fine. Mind you the track was empty, apart from him, so there was no pressure. Things might be a bit different running with twenty or more others.
* * *
With lunch over I was taken to my room where I was to spend the next few days. I can tell you that I’ve got no complaints. I could happily spend the rest of my days in a place like this. I looked out of the window, and over to the stable block. A couple of the stable boys were grooming the horses. It sure beat the view of the traffic from my office window.
There was a knock on the door. “Yes,” I called out. 
The door opened. It was Drake. “All settled in then?” he asked. “Care to have a look around?”
I nodded. I needed to walk off the lunch. “Love to,” I said, and followed him out of the room.
* * *
A short while later we arrived at the main stable block. “We have one hundred and forty acres here,” Drake explained. “Mainly laid out as paddocks, but we also have two practice tracks. We have twenty four stables, one of which is currently vacant for reasons you already know about. We have fiftteen horses currently in training for racing, and eight available for stud.” He paused for a moment and smiled. “We charge anything up to a half a million dollars to have your mare serviced.”
“Serviced?” I repeated puzzled.
“Yes, Mr. Daniels, that what we call it around it,” he replied. “Serviced. It sounds a bit business like I grant you.”
“Half a million,” I repeated. “And you get people paying that?”
Drake started to laugh. “Yes we do,” he replied. “Several. People come here from all over the Country, and even Europe.” 
It was all very impressive I thought, but as nice as it was, I knew that I wasn’t here to admire the scenery. “Mr. Drake exactly why am I here?” I asked. “I mean what is it that you expect me to do? I know nothing about horses, or stables, or, what did you say, mares being serviced.”
Drake thought for a few moments. “Mr. Daniels ….” he started to say.
“Make it, Jack,” I said.
“Okay Jack,” replied Drake. “You know what I think about these so called accidents, and my horse dying like that.”
“I know what you think,” I said. “And you know what I think. Things happen. It’s unfortunate, but it’s a fact. You just have to get on with it.”
Drake nodded. “Yes I know what you think, and certainly accidents do happen. But I would like you to have an open mind. Have a look around, get to know the place, and the people. Talk to them, find out about them, and what they think. Take your time. You can stay as long as you like, as long as it takes. Come to your own conclusions as to why those events happened. And we’ll talk again.”
“And if I talk to people and I come to a conclusion, and say they were just things that happen, what then?” I asked. “Will you be satisfied?”
Drake heaved a sigh, and shrugged. “If that is your reasoned conclusion, well then so be it, that’s what they will be, things that just happen. End of story.” He smiled, but his eyes told a different story.
I heard the words, but I was far from convinced.
“So, Mr. Drake, where ….”
“The name’s Jason,” he replied.
“Okay Jason.” I said. “So where do we start?”
“That’s entirely up to you Jack,” Drake replied. “It’s your investigation, but anything you need just call. I suggest you meet the people that work here. I suggest you start with our trainer, Michael Purcell. Then it’s up to you. Go where you like, speak to who you like.”
Sounded fair enough to me, he wasn’t going to pressure, or cause me any difficulty. It was being left all up to me. Okay, so let’s keep an open mind, and see what happens. 
* * *
 
 
 
 



Chapter Four
Michael Purcell
 
The following morning I woke early. To be absolutely honest about it I hadn’t really slept that well anyway. Strange room maybe, I don’t know. I mean the room was comfortable enough, I’ve no complaints there, and it was certainly quiet and peaceful. All I heard was the swish of the leaves in the trees, and the birds singing. It made a welcome change to the constant hum of traffic, and the wail of police sirens, that I was used to back in the city. Strangely enough though, I never had a problem sleeping back there.
I can’t even blame the bed, because it was great, soft just the way I like it. But I just lay awake for hours, sleep would not come. Jason’s words kept coming back to me, over and over. He had been so convinced that the accidents had all been deliberately carried out. And yet he had given in to my way of thinking, just like that. Just a little bit too easily, I thought. Would I really be able to sway him like that, I wondered, to be able to convince him that they were just accidents, and nothing more. I had my doubts.
Then it occurred to me that the only reason for me being there was to actually confirm what he already believed, and to justify his suspicions, to provide the proof maybe. Then, and only then, would he be able to go to the police, and they would listen.
Then I wondered exactly how much could I find out anyway. All of the events, accidents, incidents, whatever you called them, had taken place some while ago. Blue Boy’s death was over three weeks ago. Was anything left that was worth investigating? I doubted it. Certainly I could talk to people, and certainly I could get their opinion, but that’s all it would be, their opinion. And you know what they say about people’s opinions. Ask twenty people what they think, and you will get twenty different answers, and there would still be no proof. To be sure of anything I really needed to experience something myself, to be around when it actually happened.
Meet up with the people, Drake had said. Get to know them he said. Get to know what they thought, he said. Okay, it was worth a try I guessed. I had nothing else to do anyway. Well apart from breakfast that is.
I got up, got dressed, and just followed the smell of bacon frying. I wondered what else it would lead to. Pancakes and maple syrup came to mind.
* * *
Breakfast over, I ventured out. It was yet another beautiful day. The sun was shining in a cloudless blue sky, and all seemed right with the world. I thought of the so-called accidents, the fire, and the death of Blue Boy. It was hard to imagine that such things could have been deliberate, and that they could happen in such a beautiful spot as this. But of course that’s the trouble with accidents, they can happen anywhere, and at any time. 
Michael Purcell, the trainer, was the first one that I met up with. Drake had suggested that I start with him. He was just coming out of one of the stables. Drake had told me a lot about him whilst having breakfast. In his late fifties, Purcell had been with the Drake set up for just a little over five years. Originally from Kildare in Ireland, his reputation as a trainer was world renowned, and his horses had won every major race both in Europe, and in the States.
He smiled as I came into the stables. “Ah, now it’s Mr. Daniels,” he said. He hadn’t lost his accent. “I was told that you’d be around.” He hung up the bridle that he was carrying, and came up to me. “’Tis a beautiful morning,” he said looking up at the sky.
I nodded in agreement. “Do you mind if we talk as we walk?” he asked. “They like to see me you understand.” He waved his arm towards the stables.
“They?” I repeated, puzzled.
“The horses,” he replied. “I say good morning to them all, and give them a nuzzle.”
“Oh I see,” I replied. Not entirely sure what a nuzzle entailed.
“Do you like the horses, then?” he asked.
I explained that I liked them right enough, but knew nothing about them. “You don’t see too many of them in the big city,” I said. “It’s much too dangerous with the traffic.” 
“Do you ride?” he asked.
I smiled, and nodded. “Sure I ride,” I replied. “It’s a six year old goes by the name of Saturn, out of General Motors.”
Purcell started to laugh. “Now that’s very funny Mr. Daniels. I like a man with a sense of humor,” he replied. “A man with a sense of humor is normally kind to animals.”
“Oh I like animals right enough.” I replied. “Back home we used to have a dog, Gyp was his name. A bitzer, you know a bit of that, and a bit of this.” I paused as I remember. He was great dog.
“What about now?” Purcell asked.
I shook my head. “Oh no, not now, I couldn’t have a dog where I live,” I started to explain. “I’ve got a small apartment in Brooklyn, and there’s no pets allowed.”
“That’s a shame,” said Purcell.
“There’s a stray cat at the office,” I continued. “Well in the yard at the rear. We all feed her, she’s seems to be doing alright.”
“But no horses,” said Purcell, smiling and shaking his head.
“No,” I replied. “No horses.”
So I’m guessing that you won’t be joining us on our early morning gallops then.”
“Mr. Purcell, I’ve never been on a horse, not even as a young kid,” I replied. “I just never felt the need. So I think I’ll give that a miss if you don’t mind.”
“It’s not a problem,” said Purcell. “How about horse racing though, does that interest you?”
“Afraid not,” I replied. “Horse racing doesn’t interest me at all. I’m not really into sport of any kind.”
“You’re not a gambling man then?” he asked.
I smiled and shook my head. “No I’m not a gambler,” I replied. “I don’t take chances. Life’s difficult enough, without adding to your problems.”
Purcell smiled. “Ah, you may well be right,” he replied. 
They may have been the actual words that he used, but I got the distinct impression that he was really saying that I was completely wrong.
“So Mr. Daniels, I understand that you are here to do a bit of investigating,” Purcell continued. “If I can help you in any way, just give a call.”
I thanked him, and confirmed that I wouldn’t hesitate. “That’s good of you,” I replied. “So what do you think about all of these so called accidents?” I asked. 
Purcell smiled and shook his head. “Well now, let me tell you. Mr. Drake now, well he thinks that they weren’t just accidents. He thinks that someone is deliberately doing these things to cause trouble.” 
I nodded. “That’s correct, that’s exactly what he told me,” I replied. “But I actually asked what you thought about them.”
“Well, does it really matter what I think,” Purcell replied. “The point is these accidents themselves, that’s the important thing. Whether they were caused deliberately or not, they still present a problem, d’yer see.”
I didn’t understand his point.
Purcell walked to the front of the stables, and looked out at the paddocks. He swept his arm in a wide arc. “Do you see all of this,” he said. “This isn’t just fields, and a few stable blocks, and a race track. This is a business, a multi-million dollar business, a business with a reputation for service, and tradition.” 
I imagined that there was a point to all this. I mean the guy was getting quite emotional. I guessed that he’d get there in the end. I could wait. I wasn’t going anywhere was I? 
“The point is if an establishment, like this one, started to get a reputation for being accident prone, it could have a major impact on business,” Purcell explained. “Our clients might start to lose confidence in us. They might perhaps seek services elsewhere.
“Drake Stables have been here for over one hundred and fifty years,” he continued. “We have built up an impressive client base in that time. Many of the world’s top trainers and owners come here. That reputation would disappear overnight if it were thought that this was not a safe and secure place.”
I had to admit that there was a lot of sense in what he had said. I know nothing of the horse racing world but what he had said about safe and secure struck home. The only thing though it didn’t help me. I had to decide whether the accidents were deliberate or not. If they were deliberate then someone was playing a dangerous game and had to be stopped.
“You still haven’t answered my question though,” I said. 
“What question was that?” he asked.
I heaved a sigh. Was he playing games, or had he really forgotten the question. “I was interested to know whether you thought the accidents were deliberate or not.”
He smiled. “Complete accident, no question,” he replied. “Just one of those things, accidents happen.”
Sure accidents happen, I thought, but sometimes things just need a little extra shove, know what I mean.
“Yes that’s right, they do, but what about the death of that horse?” I asked. 
“Blue Boy, you mean,” replied Purcell. “Heart gave out that’s all. Perhaps I should have seen it coming, eased up on the training maybe.” He heaved a sigh. “Not sure it would have made any real difference though.”
“I guess that’s something you’ll never know,” I said hoping I sounded helpful and positive, but guessing that it came across differently.
“Guess not,” said Purcell. “But maybe you might learn something if you speak to the veterinary, John Probert.”
“I just might do that,” I replied. “Thanks for your help.”
“Now I’m sorry but I better get on,” Purcell said. “I’ve a lot to do. Grey Lady needs a rub down, and well, you know where to find me if you need me. Oh and if you feel like joining us on the gallops, let me know, I’ll be more than happy to arrange it.”
* * *
 



Chapter Five
Derek Chambers
 
Okay so that was Michael Purcell’s opinion. Certainly, he had no doubts. Accidents, they were all accidents, nothing but. All easily explained and nothing sinister. So that was one down. “But don’t take my word for it,” he had said. Don’t you worry about that, I don’t take anyone’s word about anything. Even my silver haired mother has to supply proof.
Next on my list was the Head Stable Boy at the Drake Stables, a certain Derek Chambers. I found him out at one of the paddocks. He was sixty-five years old, if he was a day. Why he wasn’t known as Stable Old Man is beyond me. 
“That’s just the way of it,” he explained. “Age don’t matter you see. I’ve been a stable boy all my working life.” He paused and started to rub his chin. His eyes glazed over. “I were just fourteen when I started, that was with old man Robinson a ways from here, up north. Then I came here when he died and the stables were sold off. I was just twenty-five then, by a few days. Mrs. Robinson gave me a nice reference. Been here ever since, started with Mr. Drake senior. He were real good to me. Don’t reckon I’ll be leaving the old place anytime soon, not now. I’ll be sixty-seven in a few months time. Reckon this place’ll see me down and no mistake.”
I didn’t doubt it for a moment. Forty plus years in one place is something I find very hard to understand, but I have to admit that he looked well on it. I guess he had his room and board all found, and no worries, no stress, and all of that lovely open countryside to enjoy. And clearly he was doing a job he loved. So perhaps there was something going for it after all. 
“You must have seen a lot of changes I guess,” I replied, although what precise changes there would have been I had no idea. Horses would always be horses, and stables would always be …. Well you get what I mean.
He merely shrugged and smiled. “Things come and things go,” he said. “And some things just stay as they are.”
I guess that about summed things up pretty much, so I could only agree with him.
“What do you think of these accidents?” I asked.
“Accidents?” he replied. “You mean things like Candy Cane getting out of the paddock?” Chambers answered.
I nodded. “Yes, I heard about that,” I said. “Who was telling me, hang on for a minute. Just let me think.” I thought for a few moments, and then I remembered. “It was Terry, Terry Wood. He told me that she almost got out of her paddock. Just an accident wasn’t it?”
Chambers shook his head. “It were no accident, I can tell you. And it was Terry’s responsible to make sure that the gate was secure, and he didn’t do it” he replied. “He got a good talking to from Mike. He’s young, but he deserved it. Youngsters today, they don’t seem to care about responsibility and things like that. He’ll learn though, and know different the next time.”
Don’t ask me why but I suddenly felt very sorry for Terry. He never meant no harm. He just made a mistake, that’s all. Hands up if you never made a mistake, because I’ve certainly made a few in my time.
“So what happened?” I asked.
“It was one of them days when we allow visitors in,” Chambers started to explain. “We do it twice a week. There were a lot of visitors that day. More than normal, including a lot of school kids, you know, they come in from the local towns. Anything could have happened, you know. She wouldn’t mean you no harm, but old Candy could have done a lot of damage. She’s a big girl, muscular and strong. Got to be for the track you see. Anyways fortunately Jenny, one of the stable girls saw her and got her back into the field, without any trouble being caused.”
“Someone had left the gate open, is that what happened,” I suggested. “Just careless I guess.”
Chambers shook his head, and started to laugh. “Accident, no way,” he replied. “Those gates are provided with a special security catch. You just can’t open the gate accidentally. You have to lift the catch and then pull the bar back, and then you can open the gate.”
“So it couldn’t be an accident then,” I said.
“Not a chance,” said Chambers. “That gate was opened, and it were left open, deliberately.”
“For what reason?” I asked.
“Now what reason would you think,” Chambers replied. “To cause trouble. What else?”
Drake hadn’t mentioned anything about Candy Cane, and the open gate. I wondered why. Perhaps he didn’t know. But that didn’t make any sense at all. Of course he knew. He would make it his business to know. So why hadn’t he said anything? I made a mental note to speak to him about it later. I was beginning to wonder if there was something sinister going on after all.
“Derek, what do you think about the fire?” I asked. 
“In the Tack room, you mean?” Chambers replied. 
Yes the Tack Room, I thought, wondering if there had been any other fires I hadn’t been told about. I nodded.
“Well let’s take a look shall we? This way,” Chambers said, as he walked away. I followed. 
“Now it really wasn’t much of a fire,” he said, as we made our way to Tack Room number two. He opened the door, and waited for me to enter. “Here we are,” he said. 
“Where did the fire start?” I asked
“Those sockets over there that’s where the fire began,” explained Chambers. He pointed to a couple of the power sockets. “Faulty wiring or something, but there’s nothing left to see, not now.”
Chambers was right. You would never know that there had ever been a fire. New wiring and new sockets had been provided, and repairs to the walls had all been carried out. It was as though nothing had happened.
 “When did it happen?” I asked.
Chambers thought for a few moments. “About three weeks ago, I think,” he replied. “I lose track of time sometimes.”
“So what about the fire?” I asked. “Was anyone injured?” 
Chambers shook his head. “It wasn’t much of a fire,” he replied. “It wasn’t anything really, just a small fire. The socket had been overloaded, and there was a short and the fire started. Fortunately it was seen soon after it started. It was dealt with, and no one got hurt.” 
“Did you see it?” I asked.
“Yes I saw it,” he replied. “It was just after six in the morning,” he explained. “We had just returned from early morning gallops, and just going along to the stables, when I saw a glow coming from here, through that window.” He pointed. “I ran over, and grabbed the extinguisher, and put the fire out.”
 “And that was that, an accident,” I said helpfully. “Nothing more than that.”
“No one was hurt, and not much damage was done,” said Chambers. “But certainly it was not just an accident. That fire was started deliberately.”
“What makes you say that?” I asked.
Chambers gave a glance around the room, and nodded. “Three things really,” he replied. “Firstly the door over there, I saw Ben lock it just before we went out for the gallop, and when we got back it was unlocked.”
“Ben?”
“Ben White,” Chambers replied. “He’s another stable boy.”
“Right,” I replied. “What time was that, when you went out?”
“About four-thirty, something like that,” Chambers replied. “That’s when we usually start.”
“And when did you get back?”
“Just before six,” Chambers replied. “We normally get back then, earlier if the weathers bad.”
“And Ben was with you the whole time?” I asked.
“I think he was, I’m not absolutely sure,” Chambers replied. “Why do you ask?”
“Who else would have a key to the room?” I continued, deliberately ignoring the question.
“Well, Terry, he has a key,” Chambers explained. “Terry Wood, I think you met him?
I agreed that I had met him shortly after arriving the previous day.
“Well he has one, and so does Ben. They both use Tack Room two.” He paused for a moment. “Michael, the trainer, he has a key, and so do I.”
“What about Mr. Drake?” I asked.
Chambers shook his head. “No, he doesn’t have one. He says he doesn’t need one, and leaves the day to day running of things to us.”
“So just the four of you,” I replied. 
“That’s about right,” agreed Chambers. “Although most of us know where the keys are kept, it could have been almost anyone.”
“What do you mean?” I asked. “Don’t you keep the keys with you?”
Chambers shook his head. “Terry and Ben do, they need them on a daily basis,” he started to explain. “But me and Mike we don’t need them that often, so we leave our keys in the key cupboard in Mike’s office.”
Didn’t sound like the greatest of security to me, but I decided to skip it. “And the second thing,” I prompted.
“Judging by the spread of the fire I’m guessing that it had started just a few minutes before we returned,” Chambers replied. “I think it was deliberately set for effect only, and not actual damage.”
I was puzzled. “I’m sorry I don’t follow you.”
“I’m saying that I believe that it was timed to co-incide with us getting back,” Chambers explained. “Just a bit of a frightener you might say.”
“And the third reason?”
“Oh yes, the third reason,” said Chambers. “And this is the clincher as far as I’m concerned.”
“Go on,” I said.
“Two days before the fire the wiring was checked by Dorkin Brothers, they are electricians from Danbury,” Chambers continued. “There was no problem with the wiring.”
That seemed pretty conclusive I had to admit. It certainly looked like a deliberate action, but why. Chambers had said that it was ‘for effect only, and not to cause actual damage.’ What kind of effect, I wondered. And for whose benefit? More to the point, who did it? There were four possible suspects, the four with keys, but as Chambers had said, anyone could have got hold of a key. 
“I’m sure there’s a perfectly good answer, but why is it called Tack room number two?” I asked.
“That’s simple, Mr. Daniels,” replied Chambers. “We have three Tack Rooms, and twenty-four stables. So that’s one Tack room for eight horses.”
“So what exactly is a tack room?” I asked.
Chambers started to smile. “I guess you would call it a store room,” he started to explain. “There would be everything inside, from saddles, to horseshoes, bridles, to bits. There would be riding boots, coats, blankets, you name it. Each tack room would contain everything you could think of, but only for the eight horses allocated to that particular room.”
It sounded impressive. “Looks like you’ve got it well organized,” I said, as I glanced around the room once more.
“Oh we have,” said Chambers sounding pleased. “In addition we have six stable boys and girls. Each one has four horses to look after, so that’s two stable lads to each Tack room. In this case as I said it was Terry and Ben.”
One last thing,” I said. “What did you think about Blue Boy’s death?”
Chambers shook his head, but said nothing for a few moments. “I’m not really sure,” he said finally. “He had been sick, and was being treated by John Probert.” He paused for a moment. “John’s a good vet, but sadly he wasn’t able to save the horse.” He paused once again. “These things happen,” he continued. “You can’t always explain them. And yet something keeps going over and over in my mind.”
“Go on, Mr. Chambers,” I coaxed.
“Candy Cane getting out of her paddock was no accident. The fire was no accident.” He paused and shook his head. “I just wonder if Blue Boy’s death was planned as well.”
“He was killed deliberately, is that what you are suggesting,” I said.
“I don’t know if he was meant to die, or whether he was just to be put out of action for a while,” Chambers continued.
“Put out of action,” I repeated. “What do you mean by that?”
“To be stopped from racing for a while,” Chambers explained. “We stood to win a substantial sum of money on Blue Boy’s next race. But clearly somebody didn’t want Blue Boy to run, so they put a stop to it.”
“So you think it was deliberate then and not just one of those unfortunate things.”
Chambers shook his head. “Originally yes, I had thought it was just unfortunate, but quite natural. Horses get sick, and horses die.”
“So what changed your mind?” I asked.
“Candy Cane was one thing, and then that small fire,” Chambers continued. “They weren’t accidents they were deliberate, and so was the death of Blue Boy.”
“What tack room did Blue Boy use?” I asked.
“Number two.” Chambers replied simply.
* * *
Remember what I said about the twenty different people, and the twenty different opinions.  But in this case there were only two possible answers. Either the accidents were just that and nothing more, or they were deliberate acts. So far the odds were two to one that they were deliberate. 
Next I needed to speak to the stable boys, and girls, especially Jenny, Terry and young Ben.
* * *
 





Chapter Six
Graham Berry
 
So, just as I expected, I was already getting conflicting stories. What did I tell you? One guy had no hesitation and said that it was nothing but accidents. Everything was either a pure accident, or it was natural, and all easily explained. Then there was the other guy. He was equally convinced that it was all deliberate. The fire was deliberate, Candy Cane getting out of her paddock, deliberate, and the death of Blue Boy, was a deliberate act. That left the ladder incident. Nobody was hurt, fortunately, but a rung had snapped, and somebody had nearly fallen. It could have been real nasty. They could have broken their neck.
I was still in the dark. I wasn’t even sure that these guys really meant what they were saying. I’m not one for poker, but I wondered if they were just bluffing. 
I kept thinking of my conversation with Michael Purcell. He had accepted that they were all accidents, pure and simple. No question about it. He accepted the horse’s death as nothing more than unfortunate. Did he really believe that, or was there something else, something he wasn’t saying? Did he really believe the exact opposite, but was trying to deal me a fixed hand. Was he just saying that because in reality they weren’t accidents, but he wanted me to think that they were, and that he was actually the one responsible?
What about Chambers, he was convinced that they were all deliberate? Was he saying that to try to look good, an attempt to divert attention from himself?
You know the kind of thing. It wasn’t me you understand because if it was me I’d be saying that they were nothing but accidents to throw you off the scent. In other words, it was a double bluff. No wonder I never played poker. 
By the way I’ve just found out that the right term is ‘stacked deck’, and not ‘fixed hand’. Okay, but I’m still none the wiser.
* * *
“Is everything alright, Mr. Daniels?” a voice called over. “You look worried.”
I looked up. It was Graham Berry, one of the stable boys. “Oh I’m just thinking,” I replied. 
“Having problems with your investigation?” he asked.
“You could say that,” I replied. 
 “I’m just taking Grenadier back to his paddock,” Graham explained. “Care to come along?”
It sounded like a good idea to me, so I agreed. Couldn’t do any harm at least. It was a warm day, and the paddock looked so green. I smiled as I thought of my apartment block on Lincoln back in town, and the Chinese takeaway on the corner. It was so different. Here it was so fresh.
“Is Grenadier one of your horses then?” I asked sounding quite knowledgeable.
“He is, and so is Grey Lady,” Graham replied. “He’s a two year old. He’ll be running at Matlock in a couple of weeks. He should win.”
Somehow I wished he hadn’t said that. I suddenly had visions of Grenadier joining with Blue Boy, ad Kansas Lad. “You best look after him then,” I said. “Don’t want him getting sick do we?”
Graham nodded his agreement. “Oh I’ll look after alright, sir, you can be sure of that.”
“Have you been here long?” I asked. “Working for Mr. Drake?”
“Nearly two years,” Graham replied. “I really want to be a jockey.”
“So what’s the chances of that happening?” I asked.
“I’m really hoping,” Graham replied. “Mr. Drake is in favor, so it looks promising.” 
“I wish you well,” I said, and meant it. “So which is your tack room?”
He smiled. “Numero uno,” he replied. “Room number one, it’s at the north end of the stable block.” He pointed over to his right.
I nodded. “What do you think of all of these accidents?” I asked.
Graham started to laugh, I wondered why. “What’s so funny?” I asked.
He looked at me. “Nothing’s funny, not really,” he replied. “But anyone who tells you that they were accidents has got to be short of a few brain cells,” he replied.
Michael Purcell didn’t strike me as someone short of a few brain cells. “What makes you say that?” I asked.
“The fire was deliberate, there’s no two ways about it,” Graham continued. “And the ladder, well that was nearly me coming down with it.”
I was puzzled. “What do you mean nearly you?”
“Mr. Purcell had wanted something from tack room two,” Graham started to explain. “It was a particular bridle, and it was on the top shelf. I said that I had to go past the room so I offered to get it.” He paused for a moment. “I’m just about to go, when Terry, Terry Wood, do you know him?”
I nodded, I knew him.
“Well Terry pushes past and says to leave it to him, it was his tack room after all. So he goes off. The next thing we hear is that the ladder breaks, and Terry is almost thrown to the ground.”
“Almost,” I repeated. “What do you mean?”
“He managed to grab hold, and save himself,” Graham explained. “It could have been nasty though, but he managed to get down safely.”
“Did anyone see the accident?” I asked.
“Oh yes,” replied Graham. “Ben did I think. You should check with him.”
Thanks for that Graham. What a great idea, wish I had thought of that. Perhaps I should just pack up my things, go home, and leave the whole investigation to you. There again, perhaps not. Either way Ben would be receiving a visit from me the first opportunity I got. 
“Sounds like a straight forward accident to me,” I said. “Was it an old ladder?”
“Yes, it was.” Graham agreed. “But it was no accident.”
“Well I’m guessing that it must have been well used, and probably getting quite worn,” I suggested. “I guess the rung just snapped with age, that’s all.”
Graham shook his head. “The rung had been partly cut through, with a saw.”
No accident then, I thought. “Which tack room did you say it was?”
“Tack Room two,” he replied. 
* * *
 



Chapter Seven
The Odds Increase
 
Okay so now we had odds at three to one, and although everything was pointing to tack room number two, I still didn’t know who was carrying out these incidents. I didn’t even have any suspects. It was time to get all of the stable boys and girls together and see what they had to say. So I arranged with Derek Chambers to get them all together in his office.
“Ten o’clock tomorrow,” Chambers had suggested. It was fine by me.
Okay so the arrangements were made, and I was due to meet with the six stable guys. I have to tell you that I wasn’t really looking forward to it. Oh yes it had been my idea alright, so who’s saying different. But it was all Drake’s fault. Get to know the people, he had said; get to know what they think, he had said.
I just knew where that would lead me. I mean what was I going to get out of it anyway? There would be more opinions certainly, no end of them, but still without any proof whatsoever. So what value would they be? Did I really need a half a dozen more differing opinions? Would they be of any help? 
No need to comment on that last question, I could already guess what the answer would be.
* * *
The following morning, day three of my little holiday, was dull, overcast, and rain was forecast for the afternoon. It matched my mood. Ten o’clock on the dot I walked into Chambers’ office. The six stable guys stood up as I arrived. 
“Okay guys, sit down.” I looked at the six guys sitting there, and that whole thing about twenty people came back to me. You remember that one don’t you? I started to smile wondering what effect this little meeting was going to have anyway.
“The name’s Daniels,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Jack Daniels, and I’m a private detective.” I paused for a moment. “You all know why I’m here.” At least I imagined that they all knew. “I’m here to investigate certain things that have happened in the past few weeks,” I continued. “Some people say that they were accidents, others say they were deliberate. Me, well I’m supposed to investigate, and come to a decision.” I paused for a moment. “Who thinks that they were accidents?”
 “I’ve already told you what I think,” said a voice. “Graham Berry, remember, we spoke yesterday.”
I nodded in agreement. So someone was paying attention. That was a good sign. “Okay so what about the rest of you,” I said. “Which one of you is Jenny Taylor?”
A young lady held up her hand. “I’m Jenny.”
“I understand that you were the one that stopped Candy Cane when she got lose, a few days ago, and returned her to her paddock. Is that right?”
“She hadn’t got far before I stopped her,” Jenny replied. “It wasn’t anything really.”
“So you took her back to the paddock,” I continued. “Did you look at the gate?” 
She nodded. “It had been opened deliberately,” she said. “Someone wanted Candy to get out.” 
The odds were now four to one.
“Did anyone else see the gate?” I asked.
“I did,” a voice called out. It was Terry Wood. “It had definitely been opened deliberately, it was not an accident.”
The odds were going up.
“Okay, so how about the fire,” I continued. “Did anyone see that?”
“I saw it,” came a reply. “I’m Ron Chamberlain.”
“Go on, Ron,” I said. “What happened?” 
“Well we were just coming back, from the gallops,” Ron continued. “As we passed the tack room I could smell smoke, and then we saw the flames through the window. Mr. Chambers rushed inside, and put the flames out with an extinguisher.”
“Right, so what did you think?” I asked. “Did you think it was an accident?”
Chamberlain shook his head. “I don’t know,” he replied. “I never actually went inside the room. They said it was a faulty wire, or something. I don’t know.” He shrugged his shoulders. “It was probably an accident I guess.” 
He didn’t sound convinced, but I now put the odds at five to two.
“Alright, we’ll leave that for the time being,” I continued. “What about Blue Boy? Does anyone think that his death was natural?”
“He was deliberately killed,” called out Terry.
“That’s right,” agreed Ben. “There’s no doubt about that. He was poisoned.”
“What makes you say that,” I asked.
“Simple,” replied Terry. “He was one of our horses.”
“One of the horses that used tack room two you mean?” I said.
“That’s right,” replied Ben.
I wasn’t exactly sure how valuable this session had been, but Drake had said talk to the people and get to know their thoughts. Well that’s exactly what I was doing. “One last question then,” I said. “Put up your hand if you think the actions that have happened over the past few weeks, were accidents, or that they had been deliberately carried out.”
Four hands shot up. Ron Chamberlain’s hand, and that of Sue Turner, remained by their side. Either they actually thought they had been accidents, or they really didn’t know. Nonetheless, for what it was worth, it was becoming increasingly clear that most people did not accept the idea that they were accidents. 
Six people thought the actions were deliberate, and three either didn’t know, or believed that they were accidents. The odds were now two to one. Although how helpful that had all been was debatable, I was still no nearer to knowing who had carried out the actions. 
The only thing that seemed certain was that everything that had happened was somehow connected to tack room two. Co-incidence maybe, or something more? I needed to do some thinking. I decided to take a walk.
* * *
 
 



Chapter Eight
Someone Nearer To Home
 
It was getting late by the time I arrived back at the house. I was cold, and looking forward to dinner. Although the rain had held off, it was overcast and dull. Just about summed up how I felt. I had had a good walk, and seen a lot of Drake’s Stables. I wasn’t a lot wiser as far as my investigation was going, but at least I had worked up an appetite.
Mr. Drake greeted me at the hallway. “Ah, Mr. Daniels, you look tired. Had a hard day?”
Hard didn’t come close. I was beginning to wonder if I was just wasting my time. I mean just what was I doing anyway? Asking a lot of fool questions and getting a lot of differing answers, putting two and two together and getting I don’t know what. I was never good at adding up anyway. I had spoken to everyone except for Christine Bryant, the Secretary, and Pete Haart, the bookkeeper. Although employees, they were only part timers, and I guessed that they wouldn’t have had the opportunity to carry out any of the so called accidents.
Sure I’d got lots of comments, but did any of them mean anything, really? Did they offer any proof? Did they put up a sign saying ‘this guy did it’; or ‘look no further, he’s your man’? No they didn’t.
* * *
“Dinner won’t be long,” Drake said. “How about a drink before hand and you can tell me how you got on.”
A drink sounded good. As for the rest that was a bit more problematic. I mean how had I got on exactly? What did I actually have to tell him? I simply nodded, and followed him into the living room.
“Have a seat, and make yourself comfortable,” Drake said. “Scotch suit you?”
Once again I simply nodded, and hoped that he’d make it a double. I felt that I could use one.
Drake started to pour the drinks. “How’s the investigation going?” he asked.
“Mr. Drake, why …” I started to say.
“Jason, remember” Drake interrupted.
“Fine, Jason,” I replied. “Why didn’t you tell me about Candy Cane?” 
“Candy Cane?” Drake repeated puzzled, coming over with the drinks. “Getting out of her paddock, you mean.” He handed me my drink, and sat down. “Who told you?”
“Does it matter who told me,” I replied. “Why didn’t …. It was Derek Chambers, he told me. But why didn’t you tell me?”
“That’s simple,” Drake explained taking a drink. “To date you haven’t exactly embraced my opinions have you?” 
If he meant that I didn’t go along with him, then I guess he was right. I hadn’t been convinced about a single thing. But after speaking to Chambers, I was slowly beginning to come around to Drake’s way of thinking. I still had a long way to go, but at least I was heading in the same direction.
“In fact I would go so far as to say that you thought me paranoiac. You probably still do,” Drake continued. “Would you consider that fair?”
I shook my head. Certainly, originally I did have a lot of doubts, but no, that wasn’t entirely fair. “No, Jason, that isn’t fair. I don’t think that at all. I’ve never thought that. I just didn’t go along with your ideas. That was all.”
“That’s why I wanted you to hear about Candy Cane from someone else,” Drake continued. “I thought you might be more willing to believe them than me.”
I smiled and nodded. I took a drink. I needed it. “Well your Mr. Chambers was very persuasive,” I said. “He gave me the full details. I can imagine how you must have felt with all of the visitors that day, including the school kids, and the possibility of a major accident happening with a loose horse running around.”
“Jack, what effect do you think an accident like that would have on the visitors, the tourists?” he asked.
I had to admit that I didn’t precisely know what effect it would have, but I guessed that there would be no prizes going to Drake Stables, or them being voted number one tourist attraction anytime soon.
“Apart from the obvious injury to anyone, which would be catastrophic, such an event, even if no one were hurt, would be a disaster. The Racing Board would close us down so fast we wouldn’t have time to pack.” 
“So who do you think is behind all of this?” I asked.
Drake said nothing for a while. “As I told you at your office I have many competitors,” he began. “Many of them are simply business rivals who act in what might be called a normal, civilized way. Healthy competition you know, no problem, I can handle that. Welcome it in fact, keeps us on our toes.” He paused once again. “But like any barrel of apples there are always the rotten ones, the rivals who, perhaps, would stop at nothing to destroy us, to close our business down.”
“Do you have a name?” I asked.
Drake shook his head. “No, I don’t I’m afraid. Wish I did,” he replied. “There are a few that would fit the bill, but I’m not prepared to name one in particular, not yet. Nonetheless, I’m sure that it is one of them.”
I shook my head. “You might be right,” I said draining my glass. “But I actually think it’s someone nearer to home. Someone here, right now, possibly being paid by one of your rivals no doubt.
“You really think it’s someone here, at the stables?” Drake asked, clearly disbelieving. He shook his head. “I know every one of them. We are like a family here.”
What did they say about families? You can choose your friends, but not your family. Just because they were family, that did not guarantee they had your best interest at heart.
“Yes I do think that,” I replied. “But you’re right. At first I thought it was just a series of everyday accidents, you know things that could be explained away quite easily.”
“And what do you think now?” Drake asked.
I smiled and nodded my head. “I’m beginning to think that maybe, just maybe, the accidents weren’t accidents after all.” I replied. “I’ve spoken to everyone working here, except for your secretary, and the book-keeper.”
“And your conclusion is?” Drake asked.
“My conclusion is that I now think that they were deliberate acts.”
“So what made you change your mind?” Drake asked.
“I suppose it was Chambers really, when we were talking about the fire.”
“Go on,” said Drake. “What about the fire?”
I looked at my empty glass. Any chance of a refill I wondered. “He told me that Ben had locked the door to the tack room, about an hour and a half before the fire was discovered,” I started to explain. “Somebody must have had a key to get in, or knew where the key was kept.”
“Makes sense,” said Drake. “So who had a key?”
“Only four people actually had keys,” I replied. “Terry, and Ben, Mike Purcell and Chambers himself.”
“It would hardly be Derek,” Drake said. “He actually put the fire out didn’t he?”
I agreed. “Yes that’s right, but he could have deliberately started the fire just for effect you know, rather than to cause actual damage. And then put the fire out himself.”
Drake wasn’t convinced. Neither was I. I was still floundering, and still short of any real evidence, and with far too many possible suspects. The fact that everything happened some time ago didn’t help either, any evidence there might have been had long since gone. Even the stupid damaged ladder had been thrown away.
“Well whoever it was,” I continued. “That same somebody would also have known all about the security latch to the paddock gate.”
“Do you have anyone in mind?” asked Drake.
I shook my head. I had nobody in mind, not yet. It was too soon. I mean it was only a short while ago that I had begun to think that all of the accidents could have been actually deliberate. Of course another drink might have helped, but ….
“No, no one yet,” I replied. “Too early to say, but I believe that all of the things that happened, have been carried out by someone who works for you, right here and now.”
Drake suddenly noticed the empty glass. “Care for another?” he asked.
I thought he’d never ask. Now don’t get me wrong, I could live without a drink. I can take it or leave it. At that precise moment I just happened to prefer to take it. I thanked him and handed him the glass. 
“I’m also beginning to think that maybe Blue Boy’s death wasn’t a natural event after all,” I continued. “Did you get a second opinion, about Blue Boy I mean?”
Drake shook his head. He then poured the drinks and returned to his seat. “No I didn’t,” he replied as he handed me my drink. “I never thought that it was necessary.” 
“What do you know about Mr. Probert?” I asked. “I mean he is he your regular veterinary isn’t he?”
Drake nodded. “He is. I think we’ve known him for a little over three years. He took over from old man Wickes. He was the surviving partner of Hughes and Wickes. Hughes had died about fifteen years ago, and left the business to Wickes. Then he retired and John took over the practice. Since then he’s added a hospital facility, and taken on three new staff. He’s a good surgeon, and he looks after us. I’ve no complaints.”
I still needed to know more about the death of Blue Boy, a lot more. Maybe a talk with John Probert might prove useful. “I think I’d like to meet with Mr. Probert,” I said, draining my glass. “Could you arrange it?”
* * *
 



Chapter Nine
John Probert
 
The following day, having received the directions, and having made an appointment to see Mr. John Probert, I made my way to the premises of Hughes and Wicks. It was just a short drive into the village of Rivenhall. The surgery was located just outside the village, in Oak Road.
Inside there were several people waiting to be seen. Clearly Hughes and Wickes was a popular practice. I was a little early for my appointment, but I made myself known to the receptionist.
“Yes Mr. Daniels,” she said. “We were expecting you.” She paused and looked down at her computer screen. “Mr. Probert is with someone right now, but if you would care to take a seat over there he shouldn’t be too long.” She pointed to a waiting area.
I walked over to where she had indicated and sat down next to a Black Labrador that was wearing one of those lamp shades thingys. You know the type. The ones intended to stop him from biting his stitches. He didn’t look happy. Whether it was from wearing the lamp shade or the fact that he was due to see the veterinary, or it was me sitting next to him, I wasn’t sure.
* * *
I hadn’t been kept waiting too long when the receptionist called my name. “Mr. Probert will see you now,” she announced. “Consultation Room three. Just through there.” She pointed down the corridor.
I knocked on the door, opened it and went in.
“Ah, Mr. Daniels, do come in,” Probert said. “Take a seat.”
“It’s good of you to see me like this, Mr. Probert,” I said. “I see that you are a very busy man.” I pointed back towards the waiting area.
He smiled, and nodded his head. “Mr. Drake said that you had some questions to ask about Blue Boy.”
I nodded. “That’s right.”
“I’m happy to help if I can,” Probert replied. “So what exactly can I do for you?”
“I understand that you had been treating Blue Boy,” I said.
Probert nodded, and heaved a sigh. “Yes I had. He was suffering with colic.”
“Colic,” I repeated. “Isn’t that something that babies have?”
Probert smiled. “Colic is actually not one condition; it is a catchall name for several different serious digestive problems that commonly afflict horses,” he started to explain. “Make no mistake you must deal with suspected colic immediately, as all forms can be fatal. That’s why it is imperative to seek care at the first signs of colic.”
 “So why did Blue Boy die?” I asked. It was a simple question, perhaps too simple. I wondered if I would get a simple answer.
“To be absolutely honest with you, Mr. Daniels, I have no idea,” Probert replied. “I was utterly devastated. Heart failure, I just couldn’t believe it. I mean I’d checked his heart just a few days before. It was fine, a bit fast but nothing to be concerned about.”
“So what went wrong?” I pressed.
“As I said I don’t really know. The treatment for colic should be simple and straightforward,” he replied. “Blue Boy should have made a complete recovery after a few days. We changed the medication several times, but there was no improvement.” He paused for a moment, and heaved another sigh. “You know it’s almost as though the treatment that I recommended, just wasn’t being administered.” 
“Did you carry out an examination of Blue Boy, after he had died?” I asked.
“Yes we did,” he replied. “We carried out a thorough post mortem. Mr. Drake had requested it.”
“Do you know why?” I asked.
“Mr. Drake was convinced that Blue Boy had been deliberately killed,” replied Probert. “He actually suggested that the horse had been poisoned.”
“So what did you discover?” I asked.
“Nothing,” Probert replied. “That is to say we found no reason for the death, but also we found no evidence of the medication we had prescribed.”
“What about poison?”
Probert shook his head, and shrugged. “No, no sign of any poison.”
Although not entirely surprised by the answer, I was disappointed. I had hoped that maybe I would learn something definite, some evidence of wrong-doing. 
“I have, what might be considered to be, a silly question,” I said. “But I’m going to ask it anyway.”
Probert looked puzzled. “Go ahead, please.”
I took a deep breath. “Is it possible, and please do not take offence. Is it possible that the horse did not have colic at all, but just the general symptoms?”
Probert shook his head. “I’m not sure that I understand.”
I’m not sure I fully understood myself, but I had started on this road, so I decided to continue as far as I could. “All I’m asking is would it be possible for someone to give the horse something, I don’t know what, to bring on similar symptoms, to give the appearance of colic?”
Probert thought for a few moments. “Oh I see,” he replied. “I suppose that is possible, but why would anyone do that?”
“If someone wanted the horse dead it’s not very likely that they would stand around waiting for the horse to get sick,” I replied, thinking out my theory as I went along, hoping that it wasn’t complete nonsense. “So to make sure that the horse was unwell when it suited them, they gave the horse something.”
“Do you agree with Mr. Drake then?” Probert asked. “I mean do you believe that Blue Boy’s death was planned?” 
I shook my head. “I’m not sure that the horse was meant to die,” I replied. “But certainly the plan was to put the horse out of action for a while.”
“To keep him from Hyland Park, and the Chantry Stakes,” Probert suggested.
“Precisely,” I agreed. 
“Well as I said it’s possible,” Probert continued. “Anything is possible, but I wouldn’t like to say what they would use.”
It was a good point, but if my theory was correct I guessed that whoever carried out the act would have received detailed instructions.
“What about Kansas Lad?” I asked.
Mr Probert nodded. “That’s a good question,” he replied. “History repeating itself, I’m afraid.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Same thing as Blue Boy,” he started to explain. “The same symptoms and the same problem, I just don’t understand it. I’ve just checked on him. He should have been fully recovered long ago.” He paused for a moment. “For some reason he hasn’t been responding to the medication.”
“So who should have been giving him the medication?” I asked.
“The stable boys of course,” Probert replied off hand. “Terry, or maybe Ben.”
Suddenly there was loud barking from outside. “That sounds like your next patient,” I said. “Getting very impatient.”
“Oh that’s Charlie, he’s come to have his stitches removed.”
Sooner Charlie than me, I thought “I better go then,” I said. “Thanks for your help, I’m much obliged.” 
* * *
 



Chapter Ten
Jenny Taylor
 
It was late afternoon by the time I got back to the stables. As I drove up I saw Mr. Drake outside one of the stables. Michael Purcell was with him. I stopped, switched off the engine, and got out. I walked towards them, and called out.
“Jason, I’m ….”
Something suddenly caught my eye. I stopped calling. Lying on the ground was one of the stable girls, I couldn’t see which one. Jason and Purcell were bending down over the figure. As I drew nearer I could see that they were just outside Kansas Lad’s stable. The person lying on the ground was Jenny Taylor. She was beginning to stir as I arrived.
“What’s happened?” I asked.
“Ah, Jack,” said Drake, turning to face me. “We’ve just found her.”
“It looks like she tripped on something and fell,” added Purcell.
I looked down at the figure, her face was a deathly white color, and her breathing was shallow, labored. On the back of her neck was a small gash, and she was bleeding. I bent down to take a closer look.
“She didn’t trip and fall,” I said. “She was knocked down by something, or someone.” I stood up and glanced around. I couldn’t see anything obvious. “She’s been hit from behind. You can see the mark.” I pointed to the spot.
“You mean a deliberate attack?” said Drake.
I nodded. “That’s right,” I replied. “Someone struck her from behind, and knocked her down. Hopefully when she comes around she might be able to tell us something.”
“In the meantime I think we should get her up to the house,” suggested Purcell. “And we should call a doctor.”
Drake nodded. I stepped forward and put my hands under her shoulders, and Purcell lifted her feet, and we carried up to the house.
* * *
An hour later the doctor had been and gone. Her wound cleaned, and treated, Jenny was now sitting up, and looked much better. Her color had started to come back, and her breathing had returned to normal. I was anxious to get some information.
“How are you feeling now?” I asked, as I placed a hot drink beside her. “Drink that, don’t let it get cold.” 
She smiled. “Much better thank you,” she said. “I still have a headache though. What hit me?”
I shook my head. “I was hoping you could tell me,” I replied. “Can you tell me what happened?”
“It was all so quick,” she replied. “I’m not really sure.”
In my line of work I often get replies like that. It was all so quick; it was dark; it was too hot; it was raining; I didn’t see anything. I don’t know why but people immediately grab hold of the negatives in life, they always forget the positives. 
“I understand,” I said. “But let’s take it slow shall we. Let’s start at the beginning, and tell me everything, no matter how petty you think. Okay?”
She nodded.
“Right, so you’re at Kansas Lad’s stable,” I said. “But where were you before that?”
“I had been in tack room three,” she said. “That’s my tack room you see, and I had just taken a saddle back.”
I nodded. “Go on.”
“I was making my way back to Mr. Purcell’s office,” she continued. “As I got near to the Lad’s stable I thought I heard a noise.”
“A noise,” I repeated. “What kind of a noise?”
She thought for a few moments. “It was coming from inside the stable. It sounded like there was someone inside.”
Someone working inside a stable didn’t actually sound that strange to me, taking into account where we were. In fact it sounded quite normal, and something to be expected. 
“So was that anything unusual?” I asked.
She agreed that it wasn’t unusual. “Oh no, not at all, I just wondered who it was, that was all,” she explained. “So I stopped at the gate and peered inside. It was dark and I couldn’t see anything. Then I must have been hit. The next thing I remember was being here, and the doctor giving me some tablets.”
“Tylenol,” I replied helpfully. “They are painkillers, for the headache.” I pointed to her head, just in case she wasn’t sure what, or where, it was.
She smiled. “They haven’t worked yet.”
“They will,” I replied, as though I knew about such things. “So you’ve no idea who was in the stable?”
She shook her head.
“Or why they were there?”
Once again she shook her head.
“Have your coffee,” I said offering her the cup. “Do you know who found you?”
She took a drink, and then handed the cup back to me. “I don’t really want it,” she said. “I think it was Terry, but Mr. Drake would know better than me.”
I placed the cup back on to the side table. Terry I murmured. His name kept cropping up. Co-incidence, I wondered, or something more. Wasn’t Kansas Lad one of his horses? Or was I getting confused? It wouldn’t have been the first time. It had happened before, so why not now.
* * *
“So Jack, how did you get on with Probert?” Drake asked, as he poured me a drink. 
I had forgotten all about Mr. Probert. The attack on Jenny had completely driven it from my mind. I took a drink, and shrugged. “Okay I guess,” I replied. “A lot of medical jargon that I didn’t understand, but I guess that he’s as much surprised about Blue Boy’s death as you were.”
“So he’s not involved then?” Drake asked.
I shook my head. “No, I don’t think he’s involved,” I replied. “He prescribed drugs that should have helped. They didn’t.” I paused for a moment and took another drink. 
“There are a couple of possibilities he says. One, the drug just didn’t work. But then he prescribed other drugs, all to no effect. He couldn’t understand it.”
“And the second possibility?” Drake asked. 
I heaved a sigh. “The drug was never administered in the first place. The drug was deliberately withheld.”
Clearly Drake was not surprised at this last suggestion. “I suspected as much.”
“So who would have been responsible for giving Blue Boy the treatment?” I asked.
Drake sighed, shook his head and drained his glass. “Terry,” he replied quite simply.
That name again. 
 “Can you get me the files on every one who works for you, and details of their pay checks?” I asked. “If you could bring them to my room, that would be appreciated.”
“The personnel files,” Drake replied. “Why on earth do you want them?”
That was a good question. Why did I want them? I wasn’t altogether sure. Don’t ask me what I expected to find, because at that moment I had no idea. I was merely clutching at straws. Of course I could have been on the wrong track anyway, no pun intended, but I didn’t think so. I was convinced that it was someone here, at the stables, and I had a pretty good idea who it was, Terry. But it was still all guesswork, and I didn’t have a shred of evidence or proof. Hopefully the files might produce something. Anything. 
* * *
 



Chapter Eleven
Starting Prices
 
Ten buff colored files were waiting for me when I returned to my room later that day, each one with a neat blue label on the top right hand corner containing the name of a member of staff. Inside was all of their personal details. Their family background, education, their previous employment; and any criminal record. In other words, their pedigree, and their form. How this was going to help me though, I wasn’t sure. 
I glanced at each one. Michael Purcell, trainer; Derek Chambers, Head Stable Boy; Terry Woods, Stable Boy; Ron Chamberlain, Stable Boy; Jenny Taylor, Stable Girl; Ben White, Stable Boy; Sue Turner, Stable Girl; Graham Berry, Stable boy; Christine Bryant, Secretary; and last, but by no means least, Pete Haart, the bookkeeper.
Where to start I wondered. They were just names after all. What was I looking for anyway? A signed confession would have been good, but not very likely. Or maybe a note from someone, stating that they knew who the guilty person was. Also highly unlikely I thought. Nonetheless, I was convinced that one of those ten people was responsible. 
I was now convinced that they were deliberate acts, but apart from that revelation, and the obvious connection to Tack Room two, I was still very much in the dark. But at least the field had been cut down to ten possible runners. Did you notice what I did there …. Sorry. 
I looked out of the window. After yesterday overcast day, it was another beautiful sunny day. Did I really want to spend hours shut in here with only ten old files to keep me company? Short answer was no I didn’t, but we can’t always have what we want can we? But now that I was convinced that the so-called accidents were nothing of the kind, I needed to find out who was responsible. I needed to try to get some answers before any more accidents happened.
So, where to start? Whoever was doing these things was clearly doing it for an outside party, and clearly doing it for money. It seemed to me that would more than likely rule out both Purcell and Chambers. They were both long term employees of the Drake Stables, and likely to be loyal. It also occurred to me that they were both well paid, and not really in need of extra money. Besides if found out they would have a lot to lose. Alright, it was a gamble, but I decided to eliminate the two of them. 
Now this next part is tricky, so don’t get me wrong. I’m no sexist, and I have nothing against the ladies. But somehow I just couldn’t see these accidents being set up by any of the stable girls. The fire certainly sounded more likely done by a male. Okay so there it is, I’ve done it. I’ve eliminated Sue, Jenny, and Christine. 
Another gamble, I hear you say. For a non-betting guy I was certainly taking some chances. But that’s how I saw it. I figured that in view of the recent attack on her, Jenny was in the clear at the very least. Besides it wasn’t set in stone was it? I mean if anything happened to prove me wrong, to change my mind, well I could just add people back again couldn’t I? I could always un-eliminate them, and whose to stop me?
In the meantime I now had five runners. I wondered what their starting prices would be. What their form was, if they had any. According to their files two of the stable boys had criminal records of sorts. It was nothing too serious maybe, but it was a record nonetheless. 
Terry Wood had been involved in an attempted break in, about a year ago and had received a suspended sentence. Ben White had received a suspended two year sentence for stealing a car. That was eighteen months ago. Since that time both had, apparently gone straight, or at least they hadn’t been caught. 
Quite a co-incidence, I thought, that the two of them would end up here at the Drake Stables, and even more of a co-incidence that they ended up working together. Oh, by the way, they both worked in Tack Room two. Was that just another co-incidence maybe?
I started to consider the staring price angle once again. It seemed to me that one major factor to consider was the length of time each person had spent working for Drake. How much loyalty they would have to Jason Drake? Terry had been with the stables the least amount of time, just over six months. Ron came next with fourteen months, and then it was Ben with sixteen, and Graham with twenty months. On that basis Terry was odds on favorite; Ron was probably two to one; Ben came in at five to two; and Graham at three to one. Peter, the bookkeeper was only a part timer. I decided that he was probably a rank outsider. 
Okay, so I now had my runners, and their starting prices. All I needed now was some form, oh, and some evidence as proof. Although circumstantial, all the evidence seemed to point to one person. There was now no doubt in my mind. It was Terry Wood, he was the one responsible.
* * *
 



Chapter Twelve
A Dead Certainty
 
The early morning sun was slowly dispersing the morning mist, as I walked to the window of my room and peered out. It had been another restless night, and I had slept badly. Too much on my mind I guess. Sure I had my guilty party, but I still lacked proof, some way of nailing the guy. Maybe a search of the tack room might show something. A look at his bank statements might also be worthwhile. Or perhaps I could set some kind of a trap. I needed to give that some thought. Of course I could just confront the guy. That sometimes works.
Below me were Drake’s race horses returning to the stables from their exercise run. First in line was Candy Cane, a four year old out of Candy Floss. You see I’m learning the terms. Next there came Grenadier, a useful two year old being groomed for the Haydock Stakes. Last but by no means least came Grey Lady, the four year old favorite for the three thirty at the Lees track later in the week.
I turned away from the window. I looked at my watch it was just six o’clock. It was still the middle of the night as far as I was concerned, and yet it looked like Times Square out there. Alright a slight exaggeration I admit, but just what were all these people doing up at this hour. Perhaps they couldn’t sleep, just like me.
Suddenly I heard somebody yelling, and people were running. I looked back out of the window. Mr. Drake suddenly appeared, still in his dressing gown. Then somebody ran back towards the house.
“Call the police” somebody yelled.
Call the police? What was going on? I dressed quickly and ran down the stairs just as Drake came in the main door. His face was white, and he was shaking. “What’s the matter?” I asked.
He looked at me for a few moments. “It’s Terry,” he said eventually. “Terry Woods.”
“What about him?” I asked.
“He’s dead,” Drake replied. “In the tack room.”
Dead, he can’t be dead, I thought. He is, was, my prime suspect. How can he be dead, it didn’t make sense.
I ran to the tack room. Several people were milling about outside when I arrived. “You haven’t been inside have you?” I asked.
“I have,” said one person. “I found him.” It was Ron Chamberlain. Clearly he was in shock, and tears were running down his face.
I nodded and heaved a sigh. I looked at the others. “Don’t go in there. None of you,” I said. “The police will be here soon, and nothing must be touched.”
I couldn’t believe it. I had only met the guy a couple of days ago. More to the point I had only just decided that he was the one we were looking for. Who would want to kill him, I wondered. 
I walked into the room and stopped four or five feet from the body. Terry was lying face down, there was blood staining at the back of his neck. Clearly there had been a struggle. Bridles and riding boots had been knocked to the ground. It seemed to me that he had been struck from behind, with something sharp. Then I noticed that he had a piece of paper in his hand. I moved closer, and bent down. I could see a date, and part of a name. It didn’t mean anything to me.
I stood up. I could hear the police sirens getting closer. I walked back out of the room, and joined the others outside.
Two police patrol cars arrived as I came out of the building. At the same time Mr. Drake came over. Two uniformed officers emerged from one of the cars. Two more got out of the other car. Two detectives got out, one of them glanced around. 
“Seal this area off,” he instructed. “All you people get back.”
“I’m Jason Drake,” he said walking over to the officer. “I’m the stables owner.”
“Detective Johnson,” the man replied. “Adrian Johnson. So what happened here?”
Time for me to declare my interest I decided. They would almost certainly need my help. “The name’s Daniels,” I said. “Jack Daniels. I’m a private detective.” I showed him my badge.
Judging by the single “Umm,” from Detective Johnson, he was clearly impressed. “Is that supposed to convey something to me?” he asked.
“Just that I’m here should you need my help,” I explained.
Johnson smiled and shook his head. “I guess I should be eternally grateful for that,” he replied. “And you can start by giving me your story. So what is a private detective, from the big city, doing here anyway?”
I was not feeling disposed to tell him the whole story. I told him that I was a friend of the family, and that I was just having a few days break. I’m not sure that he believed me, but I didn’t care, and I wasn’t troubled any further.
* * *
Suddenly, with a dead guy on my hands, this whole affair had changed. Suddenly it was serious. Now I hear you, don’t take me up the wrong way. Sure the death – the deliberate killing – of a horse wasn’t something to be taken lightly. It was serious enough, and I’m not saying anything different. It was shocking I grant you, but the death of a human being, well that certainly put things into perspective. Gates being left open, and damaged ladders, certainly faded into insignificance. Even the tack room fire didn’t seem that important any more. But a murder, right here, right now, and right in front of me. That was something else. Even more importantly it was the murder of my prime suspect.
* * *
I kept out of Detective Johnson’s way. Eventually Johnson’s men finished their investigation. Forensics had covered every square foot, and had come up with nothing significant. The body was taken away.
It was concluded that Terry’s death was as a result of a robbery gone wrong. It was also concluded that he was killed between four and six. Mr. Drake was disappointed with the result, but had to accept it. Me, well I was just pleased to see the back of Johnson, so that I could get on with my own work.
* * *
 



Chapter Thirteen
Photo Finish
 
So my odds-on favorite was dead, murdered. Not a great start I thought. I was so sure. But I already told you that I’m not a gambling man. And on that basis it’s probably just as well. 
But now I was more in the dark than ever. Kansas Lad was Terry’s responsibility, and Blue Boy had been his responsibility, but Terry himself was lying dead. And yet everything had pointed to him. That theory had completely evaporated with his death. But why was he murdered? Had he seen something maybe or perhaps because he knew something? Did he know his killer? 
Clearly Terry’s death was nothing to do with robbery. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to come up with that. Alright so I did have the advantage of having the details of those other events that Johnson knew nothing about. 
“It wasn’t robbery,” Drake said. 
I shook my head. “Not at all,” I replied. “That detective Johnson hasn’t got a clue.”
Drake nodded. “I didn’t think so.” He replied. “So why was he killed?”
That wasn’t so easy to answer. “At present I’m only guessing, but either he knew something, or he saw something, and he had to be silenced.”
“So who do you think killed him?” Drake asked.
I wasn’t prepared to name names, not right then. I needed to be sure, or I should say surer than I was. I needed to be not 100 percent, but 110 percent correct. After all my idea about Terry had been wrong, perhaps I was wrong once again. “I would guess the same person who killed Blue Boy, and started the fire,” I said. 
“I would say that was a pretty good guess,” replied Drake.
“What can you tell me about Terry Wood, and Ben White?” I asked.
Drake looked puzzled. “Why them in particular?” he asked.
I shook my head, and started to laugh. “Why those two,” I repeated. “Because they both have police records, that’s why. I mean you did know about that didn’t you?”
Drake smiled and nodded. “I knew Mr. Daniels,” he replied.
 “But I’m sure that you will agree that in neither case was it that serious.”
“In both case they broke the law,” I said. “They committed crime. It doesn’t matter how petty it was, it was still against the law. It’s still serious.”
“Yes I appreciate that Mr. Daniels, and I’m not disagreeing with you.” He paused for a moment. “You know I wonder how many of us have gone astray sometime. You know, not declared something on our tax return, or maybe taken a souvenir from a hotel, an ashtray, or perhaps a towel. How many of us have, on occasion, not paid for a ticket on the bus ….”
“Sure I’ve done all of those things,” I agreed. “But I never went on to stealing cars, or attempted robbery.”
“Mr. Daniels, I’m sure that you not as hard as you appear.” 
Now I have to tell you, I’m as soft as they come. I give to charity, especially animals and kids, and I help little old ladies cross the street. But I’m no pushover. Well there was just that one time, I guess. Anyone can make a mistake. Okay so I made a lot of mistakes that time. Let’s not talk about that one shall we. 
“I’m not hard, Mr. Drake, I’m as soft as a kitten,” I said. “I just have a healthy dislike of criminals.”
“I never considered them as criminals,” Drake replied. “They were just a couple of youngsters who had taken a wrong turn in life. Anyone of us could easily have gone astray as they had.”
Spare me the ‘they were just deprived children’ routine, I thought. “There but for the grace of God go I, is that it,” I said cynically.
“Something like I guess,” replied Drake.
“They were just unlucky, and got in with the wrong crowd,” I suggested.
“Maybe,” Drake replied. “Sometimes people need a hand out.”
“So you just thought you’d give them a chance,” I said. “Just keep them away from the family silver though, right?”
“You may have a point Mr. Daniels, but up until now I have been very pleased with both young men. They have been no trouble, willing to learn, intelligent.”
“But why put them together?” I asked. “That doesn’t sound very sensible to me.”
“Maybe not, but you have to remember that Ben came here just over sixteen months ago,” Drake replied. “I put him in with Jimmy.”
“Jimmy?” I asked.
“Oh Jimmy Baker,” Drake explained. “He left here, oh about seven or eight months ago. He became a jockey, quite a good one by all accounts. Terry had come to us a few months before. Ben had been doing fine, and I thought that maybe it would be good if he took Terry under his wing. It certainly seemed to have worked just fine.”
Oh sure things had certainly worked out fine, I thought. My field of runners was getting shorter and shorter. In fact I was now down to one. So I had been wrong, it wasn’t Terry, so it had to be Ben, Ben White. There was no doubt now, none at all. Ben’s starting price had shortened, and he was now odds on favorite. It had come right down to the wire, a photo finish, with Ben coming home by a nose.
But I still had to prove it. 
“Doesn’t look so good now though, does it?” I said. “We have one of your trustees dead, murdered by all accounts, and probably killed by another of your trustees, who is now on the run.” 
* * *
 



Chapter Fourteen
Ben White
 
So that was that then. Ben, my new odds on favorite, was on the run and running hard, a fugitive. Proof, if indeed proof were needed, of his guilt. I felt bad though, because although the person responsible had been identified, I hadn’t really solved anything. I hadn’t stopped Terry from getting killed had I? Oh sure I had my suspicions, but I had no proof, no evidence. Okay so it wasn’t my fault, but that’s how it had panned out. It didn’t make it any better. Certainly, it might have been different if Drake had come to me sooner. When there was still some evidence to be investigated, something to see. And not just a lot of talk about what had been. Guess I’ll never know now will I.
“Ben, Ben,” I mumbled. “Where are you?” 
Of course I knew that he had no chance whatsoever. The odds were stacked against him. He couldn’t get away. Running like that only made things worse. After all the police only needed to be lucky once, he had to be lucky all the time. He would be picked up sooner or later. I just hoped that he would hand himself in, and soon. 
* * *
It was two days later that Ben returned to the stables. He looked tired, cold and hungry. Clearly he had been living rough. A hot bath and a meal would do wonders.
He walked over to me, his head hung down. As I approached him he looked up. It looked like he was crying. I wasn’t a bit surprised. I thought that I’d be crying to if I had just killed someone, and I knew that the police would be looking for me.
“Everyone’s looking for you, Ben,” I said. “Especially the police.”
Ben looked up at me. He was breathing hard, and tears were streaming down his face. “I never meant to kill him,” he said.
I smiled and shook my head. They all say that, I thought. I never meant to kill him. The gun went off accidentally. I wasn’t even there at the time. It was two other guys. I had heard it all before, I guess I was expecting him to say something similar. 
“Ben I get that all the time.” I said. “It’s amazing how many guilty people actually protest their innocence. It gets to the stage that if anyone actually held up their hands and said, yes I did it, I probably wouldn’t believe them.”
“I didn’t kill him,” Ben continued to protest.
“He’s dead,” I said quite slowly, and deliberately. “And you killed him. You might as well admit it. It’ll go better for you believe me.”
Ben heaved a sigh and shook his head. “I never killed him,” he repeated once again.
“You might as well come clean, everything points to you Ben,” I said. I raised a finger. “One, the fire in tack room two.” I raised a second finger. “The ladder accident, once again in tack room two.” Ben said nothing. I raised a third finger. “Candy Cane, a horse that is connected with Tack room two, getting out of her paddock.”
“I had nothing to do with any of that,” Ben protested. “It was Terry. Everything you say, it was Terry.”
“And then Blue Boy, deliberately killed,” I continued ignoring his protest. “And now Kansas Lad.”
“I’m telling you, it was Terry,” Ben yelled. “You must believe me.”
I shook my head. “It was you and Terry found out, and that’s why you had to kill him.”
Ben shook his head violently. “You’ve got it all wrong,” he stammered. “It was an accident. It was Terry not me.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Everything was Terry’s doing,” Ben started to explain. “He let Candy Cane out of her paddock. He pulled the latch up, and slid the bolt, so the gate slowly opened.”
“Why would he do that?” I asked.
 “He was hoping that there would be an accident with one of the visitors,” Ben replied. “That would mean an enquiry, and the authorities would be down. There would be a lot of bad publicity you can imagine.”
I had to agree that yes I could imagine. Safety aspects would be raised, security issues assessed. 
“The stables would be closed down,” Ben continued.
“Closed down,” I repeated. “You mean shut down completely, just like that.”
Ben shook his head. “No, not completely, but just long enough for the Chantry Stakes to be held at Hyland, and the Drake Stables disqualified. And that would result in a rival stable winning the prize money.” 
“Go on I’m listening,” I said, although I wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because I had thought that it was Terry all along.
“Blue Boy’s death was Terry’s fault,” Ben continued. “He gave the horse something to make it sick in the first place.” He paused and shook his head, “I don’t know what.”
“So what happened?” I coaxed.
“He never gave the medication that Mr. Probert had provided, and the horse died,” Ben replied. “I don’t think he meant that to happen though, things just went wrong.”
Things went wrong alright, I thought. “What about the fire in the tack room?”
“Terry started that to destroy evidence,” Ben explained.
“Evidence? What evidence.”
“Well there were boxes of unused tablets,” Ben explained. 
“I’m still listening,” I said.
“Mr. Drake had said that I could go out on the gallops,” Ben continued. “No one else knew, not even Terry.” He paused for a moment. “I guess Mr. Purcell knew, and Mr. Chambers, but that was all. So I went to the tack room early, it must have been about four thirty, to get ready. I was surprised to see Terry there. I asked him what he was doing, but he never said anything. Then I noticed that he was doing something with Kansas Lad’s medication.”
“Doing something?” I repeated. “Like what?”
“I’m not entirely sure, but he had the box in his hand,” Ben continued. “I asked him what he was doing once again. He told me to mind my own business and he pushed me aside. There was a struggle, and I grabbed for the box. I think the label was torn off. He seemed to trip and fell hitting his head. I bent down to take a look. He was unconscious. Then I realized that he wasn’t breathing.”
I suddenly thought of the piece of paper that I saw that Terry was holding. I now knew that it had come from a label on the medication.
“He was dead, right,” I said. “So why did you run away. Why didn’t you say anything?”
Ben shook his head. “Mr. Daniels I’ve got a record.”
“I know about that,” I said. “So what?”
“I panicked I guess. Then I heard somebody say that it was probably a robbery that had gone wrong. I had to get away.”
“So why did you come back?”
Ben shook his head. Then he looked up at me. “Mr. Drake has been very kind to me, Mr. Daniels,” he said, as he raised a hand brushing away a tear. “I would never want to hurt him.” He paused for a moment. “I never killed Terry. It was an accident, a terrible accident.”
“Were there any witnesses to this, er struggle?” I asked, knowing full well that there weren’t.
Ben just shook his head.
“So no one else saw what happened,” I said. “So you’ve no proof have you, it’s just your word.”
He looked up and took a deep breath. He reached inside his jacket and took out a small notebook. “That belonged to Terry,” he said as he handed it to me. “I found it a couple of days ago.”
I took hold of the book, and opened it. It was clear from the first page that it was indeed Terry’s notepad. His name and signature was everywhere. There followed a list of dates and amounts of payments received. Clearly Terry had been receiving regular payments from a rival stable.
I closed the notepad and placed it inside my pocket.
“Come on Ben,” I said, helping him stand up. “We need to speak with Detective Johnson. I expect he will want a full statement from you.”
* * *
 





Chapter Fifteen
The Winning Post
 
“So Mr. Drake that’s that and here we are at the Winning Post at last,” I said. “My odds on favorite finally came through, after a lot of false starts and detours.”
“Terry you mean?”
“Yes Terry.” I said. I handed him the notepad. “It’s all in there. All the proof you’ll need. There’s dates, times, and amounts that he was paid.” 
Drake shook his head. “I can’t understand it though,” he said. “A nice guy like that. Why?”
“Money,” I replied. “It’s amazing what some people will do for money. Terry was getting paid regular amounts to cause you as much trouble as he could.”
“But to deliberately kill an animal like that,” said Drake. “I can’t understand that. He loved horses.”
“Blue Boy, you mean,” I said. “You know I doubt that Terry ever thought that the horse would die. He probably expected that it would be ill for a while, and then recover. He just carried out instructions.”
“You may be right,” said Drake. “But we’ll never know will we, not now.”
I nodded in agreement. “How’s Kansas Lad by the way?”
Drake started to smile. “Fully recovered I’m glad to say,” he said. “He will be at Belmont and we expect great things from him.”
“Well that’s good news anyway.”
“Thank you for everything Mr. Daniels, I really do appreciate everything you’ve done.”
“I’m pleased I was able to help,” I said.
“I still have a few questions though,” Drake said.
“Go on, I’ll see if I can answer them.” 
Drake nodded. “Firstly, about the fire in the tack room, why did Terry start it?”
“That’s an easy one,” I replied. “It wasn’t meant to be a major event. It was only intended to destroy evidence, but the fire was seen and put out very quickly.”
“I see,” said Drake. He thought for a few moments. “One thing I don’t understand is the accident that Terry himself was involved.”
“The ladder you mean?” I said.
“Correct,” agreed Drake.
“You know that accident with the ladder always seemed odd to me,” I said. “A little bit out of place.”
“What do you mean?” asked Drake.
I knew what I meant but I wasn’t sure how to put it. “It just seemed so petty to me, so trivial.” I paused for a moment. Drake still looked puzzled. “First we have a race horse escape, could have done a lot of damage.”
Drake nodded.
“Then the death of Blue Blue, a major event.”
Once again Drake nodded.
“Then Kansas Lad falls sick, and may not be able to race, and then the fire,” I continued. “It just seems to me that the ladder accident wasn’t that significant.”
Drake shook his head. “I don’t agree,” he replied. “He could have been killed.”
I shook my head. “Not a chance,” I replied. “Terry rigged the whole thing. He knew exactly how the ladder would break and when. Don’t forget it was Graham who offered to go up the ladder originally, but Terry insisted that he would do it. Why would he do that?”
Drake looked puzzled. “I don’t know,” he said.
“Because he had to have the accident. It was as simple as that.” I replied. “It was essential, to take any attention away from himself.”
Drake was still puzzled. “I’m not sure that I understand.”
“If he was the victim of an accident that was shown to be a deliberate act, then that would put him in the clear,” I explained. “At least that’s what he thought.”
Drake heaved a sigh. “Well I’m glad that it’s all over.”
“Not quite,” I said. “Jason, there’s two things that you should do. Firstly you should note the name of the person making those payments and secondly you better tell Detective Johnson everything and give him that notepad.”
Drake nodded his agreement. “I will certainly do that,” he replied. “Johnson will probably want to see you as well though.”
He was right. Johnson would certainly want my side of the story. “Maybe,” I replied. “But he didn’t seem to need my help when I offered it before.”
Drake smiled. “No he didn’t, but people change.”
I agreed, but it was also circumstances that changed people. I’d get in touch with Johnson when I felt like it. In the meantime he knew where I would be.
* * *
So my little holiday upstate is over and I’m back here in the office. There’s still those bills to pay, but I’ve a nice fat check from Jason Drake, so that should take care of a lot of them. On the wall are two new photographs, one of the Drake Stables, and one of Kansas Lad. He will definitely be running in the Kingsland Stakes at Belmont. The current odds were eight to one. Drake said that I should put a couple of hundred on now, because those odds would certainly go way down. He was sure to win.
Maybe I will, but on the other hand. As I said I’m not a gambling man. I only like dead certainties. Ah, maybe I’ll risk ten bucks. I mean what’s ten bucks?
It’s getting late, and I’ll probably go down to Mama Dells, or I might have a Chinese. Chang at least will be glad to see me. In the meantime I ‘m just sitting here, with a large scotch in my hand, and I’ve got a Lightnin’ Hopkins CD playing. Who is Lightnin’ Hopkins did I hear. Only one of the greatest blues singers of all time, that’s all.
The current track, “Once Was A Gambler”, seems kind of appropriate somehow.
 
“Yeah, you know I once was a gambler
But I lost my money roll
Yeah, you know I once was a gambler
Boy, but I lost my money roll
That's the reason I don't have no sweet woman
Now I done lost my happy home”
 
As I said, it’s a mugs game. Take my word for it ….
* * *
 



“THE CANDY MAN”
Jack Daniels P.I. Novella #1
The name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels – just like the whiskey you know. I’m a Private Detective. And I can’t help butting my nose into other people’s business. It’s what I do. You get used to it. It becomes a way of life almost. After a while it comes natural to you, automatic, like breathing, or eating, although not quite as enjoyable. It’s a habit that I just can’t break. I just can’t help it. 
 
But sometimes it can lead you into trouble .....
 


 
 



 
 
COMING SOON
Jack Daniels P.I. Novella #
“TROUBLE IN MIND”
 
       
 



“The Marinski Affair”
Extract from Chapter One
 
Rutland Hall, home to the Bradley family since the early 1920’s, was a large rambling, red bricked Victorian mansion, situated a few miles out of town. Constructed in the middle of the 1880’s, by Henry Lawrence Rutland, a wealthy philanthropist who had made his vast fortune with the coming of the railroad, it had an air of stability, permanence, wealth, and great power. Originally the Hall had been used as an orphanage, designed specifically for the children of railroad workers who had either died, or been killed during the course of their work.
Sadly the building’s stability and authority were short lived, and its power and wealth proved to be somewhat limited. It had finally been forced to close its doors sometime towards the end of 1912, due to a lack of funds and support.
The property had then remained vacant for a number of years, gradually deteriorating, and, generally, falling into disrepair. The passing years had taken their toll. Rain and wind lashed the building. Roof tiles were dislodged. Windows were smashed. Rainwater entered the building, causing extensive damage. Further damage was later caused as the result of a small fire in the east wing. At the time it was thought that the fire had been started deliberately, in order to claim on the insurance. Despite a thorough investigation no substantive evidence was ever found, and the claim was paid out in full. At one time it had been planned to actually demolish the building, and redevelop the site, but once again finance had been a major problem, and the works never went ahead. This idea was followed by a string of other plans all designed to bring the building back into use. A school was suggested, or perhaps a hospital, or maybe even a hotel. However, funds were not forthcoming for any of the ideas, and the plans all came to nothing. As a consequence, the building remained derelict, and continued to deteriorate.
* * *
James Meredith Bradley eventually purchased the property shortly after his return from Russia, sometime towards the end of 1917. He then spent almost four years, and a considerable sum of money, renovating the property, trying to bring it back to its former glory, such as it had been. The building was far from beautiful, although it was not exactly ugly either. Love it or hate it, there seemed to be no in-between. Although it did have a certain character, it was hardly a stylish building. It lacked charm. It lacked warmth. It was, however, decorative. No, not exactly decorative. Ornate was probably a better description for it. Excessively ornate some would say. Way over the top, said others, with its unnecessary towers and flying buttresses that had been added at the turn of the century. There was, however, no disputing the fact that in its day the building had been functional, utilitarian, practical with its large rooms, and high ceilings. At least it had probably worked reasonably well as an institution. The rooms made excellent communal dining rooms, or dormitories. However, as a private home, well, that was a totally different matter. 
The property was generally two storeys in height, although there were a number of rooms located within the roof space to the main part of the building. These rooms had originally been provided for certain key members of the orphanage staff. They were now used as servant’s quarters. At the main entrance to the house there was a curved portico, lined with thick limestone columns. This had been added sometime in the late 1930’s in a vain attempt to improve the appearance of the building. Whether or not it had worked in that regard was a matter of opinion, although the majority view seemed to be that it had failed, and failed quite miserably. Above the portico was a balcony area, leading out from the main bedroom. To the east side of the building a single storey addition had been constructed sometime in the mid 1980’s, to provide self-contained living accommodation for the chauffeur and his family. At the rear was a timber framed conservatory, and a further single storey addition, comprising the library, and a music room, which overlooked the south lawn and the lake. To the right hand side of the main house was a garage block, with spaces for five cars. To one side was a cast iron staircase leading to the rooms above. Originally these rooms had formed the living quarters for the chauffeur and his family. However, over the years the rooms had proved to be unsatisfactory for the purpose of habitation, and they did not meet the stringent modern habitation standards. They were inadequately heated, draughty and damp. Gradually the rooms fell into disuse, and were eventually closed down. The area was now used for storage purposes only.
* * *
In front of the house was a sweeping lawn that extended down to a woodland area a hundred yards or so to the north. Along the east side of the lawn was a line of conifer trees that stretched down towards the river. Close to the river, a white marquee stood empty and silent, its great canvas gently flapping in the breeze. It was waiting to be cleared of the tables and chairs that lay inside; waiting for the discarded crockery and glasses to be taken away. The marquee would then be dismantled, rolled up and removed. It was all that remained to show that there had been any kind of recent celebration.
A short time ago the marquee had been a hive of activity vibrating to the sound of dance music, and people laughing and singing. Friends and neighbors had come from miles around to help Robert James Bradley, and his wife Irene, celebrate their thirtieth wedding anniversary. They had eaten the very finest food, drunk the very finest liquor, and, as everyone had subsequently agreed, generally had a good time.
Now all was quiet. Now the area was completely deserted. The last bottle of wine had long since been consumed. The last morsel of food had been eaten. The last waltz played. The last dance was over. The dance band had put away their musical instruments, and departed. The table decorations now lay forlorn and wilting. The once neatly pressed white linen tablecloths disheveled and stained with spilt wine, and morsels of food. Empty bottles lay scattered everywhere, as did the crockery, and the cut crystal glasses that had, until recently, overflowed with the very best champagne. Some glasses had fallen over, the remains of their contents slowly running across the surface, and dripping over the edge. Unfinished food lay where it had been discarded. Streamers and colored bunting hung loosely down from the ceiling. Paper napkins lay crumpled on the ground, next to the crushed cigarette butts, and empty packs. The last of the guests had finally gone home.
Tomorrow would come the task of clearing up. Tomorrow an army of workers would descend upon the property to take down the temporary lighting, and to remove the sound system. Others would take away the trestle tables and chairs. Others would remove the crockery, and glasses. Others still would take down the great canvas tent. Teams would sweep, and scrub, and clean. By late tomorrow afternoon all traces of the celebration would be gone. There would be no evidence remaining to indicate that there had ever been a party. But for now all of that would have to wait. For now the house and grounds lay silent. For now the house was in complete darkness, the occupants, thoroughly exhausted, were all now fast asleep.
* * *
The sky was dull, overcast, and thick dark rain clouds were beginning to form, obscuring the moonlight. There was a strong breeze blowing in from the east, and it was beginning to get quite cold. The wind rustled through the trees. Down by the river a frog croaked, and splashed into the water. Overhead an owl hooted, and then settled down for the night. A rabbit ran across the lawn, and stopped momentarily. It rose up on to its hind legs and sniffed the air, then quickly scurried back into the woods.
A shadowy figure peered out from the trees, silently watching. He was a little over five feet seven tall, and weighed one hundred and sixty pounds. A dark cap, pulled down over his forehead, covered his thick dark brown hair. The man silently watched the house. It was in complete darkness apart from the security floodlights located at each end of the building. He looked at his watch. It was just after two o’clock. He had already been there for a little over an hour.
How long had he been waiting for this night to actually come? It seemed like a lifetime. Was it only four months? Four months since he had first met her? Four months, one week and three days to be precise. It seemed just like yesterday.
* * *
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Kendall could just see the television screen. There was a photograph of Governor Frank Reynolds. Across the bottom of the screen the ticker tape announced in large black letters 'Governor Reynolds Murdered'. The voice over was filling in whatever detail was available. Apparently his body had been discovered earlier that morning. He had been found lying in his garage. He had been shot twice. One shot to the upper chest, the other hitting his shoulder. 'Police believe that the weapon used was a 38 mm caliber revolver,' the reporter said. Kendall froze. Anthony Shaw had also been killed by a 38 mm bullet. Kendall was not quite sure of what it all meant. What connection was there between Anthony Shaw, and the State Governor, and the business mogul, Ian Duncan? And what about Senator Mackenzie? Where did he fit in? And who or what was Latimer? Only a short while ago Kendall was a small time private detective, a Private Eye, investigating an insignificant little murder with no clues, no witnesses, and no motive. In fact, no nothing. Now he had so many pieces of a puzzle he didn't know how they fitted together. He didn't even know if they all came from the same puzzle.
http://www.amazon.com/The-Mackenzie-Dossier-ebook/dp/B008U6STIQ
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Mackenzie-Dossier-ebook/dp/B008U6STIQ
 



 



 
The Marinski Affair began as a dull mundane case involving a missing husband. Okay, so he was a rich missing husband, but he was nonetheless, still only a missing husband. The case soon developed into one involving robbery, kidnapping, blackmail and murder. But was there really a kidnapping? And exactly who is blackmailing who? Who actually carried out the robbery? Who committed the murders? Who can you trust? Who can you believe? Is anyone actually telling the truth? What have they got to hide? And what connection was there with a jewel theft that occurred four years previously? All is not as it seems. Tom Kendall, private detective, had the task of solving the mystery. He was usually pretty good at solving puzzles, but this one was different, somehow. It wasn’t that he didn’t have any of the pieces. Oh no, he wasn’t short of clues. It was just that none of the pieces seemed to fit together.
http://www.amazon.com/The-Marinski-Affair-ebook/dp/B00AFW98D8
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Marinski-Affair-ebook/dp/B00AFW98D8
 








 
Tom Kendall, a down to earth private detective, is asked to investigate the death of a young newspaper reporter. The evidence shows quite clearly that it was an accident: a simple, dreadful accident. That is the finding of the coroner and the local police. Furthermore, there were two witnesses. They saw the whole thing. But was it an accident, or was it something more sinister? Against a backdrop of a viral epidemic slowly spreading from Central America, a simple case soon places Kendall up against one of the largest drug companies in the country.
http://www.amazon.com/Epidemic-ebook/dp/B00BS9AIH2/ref=sr_1_4?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1363206048&sr=1-4&keywords=epidemic
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Epidemic-ebook/dp/B00BS9AIH2/ref=sr_1_4?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1363207975&sr=1-4
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
‘To make a killing in the City’ is a phrase often used within the financial world, to indicate making a large profit on investments, or through dealings on the stock market - the bigger the profit, the bigger the killing. However, Tom Kendall, a private detective, on holiday in London, has a different kind of killing in mind when he hears about the death of one of his fellow passengers who travelled with him on the plane from Miami. It was suicide apparently, a simple overdose of prescribed tablets. Kendall immediately offers his help to Scotland Yard. He is shocked when he is told his services will not be required. They can manage perfectly well without him, thank you.
http://www.amazon.com/Killing-In-The-City-ebook/dp/B0093N363S/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1346663548&sr=1-1&keywords=a+killing+in+the+city
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Killing-In-The-City-ebook/dp/B0093N363S/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1346663588&sr=1-1
 






  
 
The lake was flat and calm, with barely a ripple. Its dark waters glistening reflecting the moonlight as though it were a mirror. Fritz Marschall knew that neither he, nor his friend, should really have been there. They, like many others before them, had been attracted to the lake by the many rumors that had been circulating. He thought of the endless stories there had been, of treasures sunken in, or buried around the lake. He recalled the stories of the lake being used to develop torpedoes and rockets during the war. Looking out across the dark water, he wondered what secrets were hidden beneath the surface.
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Kammersee-Affair-ebook/dp/B009LHE1E4/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1349541802&sr=1-1
http://www.amazon.com/The-Kammersee-Affair-ebook/dp/B009LHE1E4/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1349541867&sr=1-1&keywords=the+kammersee+affair
 
 
 


 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tom Kendall had been with the 32nd Precinct, New York Police Department for just under ten years. But now he wanted a change. Now he wanted to start his own Private Detective Agency. He had grand ideas. He wasn’t interested in just any old case. Oh no, he would handle only the big time cases, the expensive ones. 
He would be able to take his pick, the ones that he wanted, where the stakes were high and so were the rewards. He knew exactly the kind of case that he wanted. Anything else would not do, and it would just be turned down flat.
 
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Kendall-John-Holt-ebook/dp/B00LGZYZHW/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1404380659&sr=1-1&keywords=kendall
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On the night of April 14th 1865 President Abraham Lincoln was attending a performance at The Ford Theatre, in Washington. A single shot fired by John Wilkes Booth hit the President in the back of the head. He slumped to the floor, and died a few hours later without recovering consciousness. Was Booth a lone assassin? Or was he part of a wider conspiracy? What if Booth had merely been a willing party to a plot to replace Lincoln with General Ulysees S. Grant. Let us suppose that Booth had been set up by a group of men, a group of Lincoln’s own Army Generals; Generals who had wanted Ulysees S Grant for their President, and not Lincoln. And let us also suppose that the funding for the assassination had come from gold stolen by the Confederate Army. 
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