1 Chapter No. 3-40 Rough Investigation III

You decide that Madam Isabell tried to get rid of the Archbishop after taking his money, probably using some thugs she knew and could intimidate with her supposed mysterious powers. So there should be some clues in her shop. At least it should be easy enough to brak into it.

This is not the first time that you have broken the law in the course of an investigation, so you know what to do: Collect the picklocks, the dark worn out clothing fitting both the night and the quarter you will be walking through.

The further you walk into the quarter where Madam Isabella’s is located, the fewer Bobbys can be seen on the poorly illuminated streets.  Occasionally, you have to avoid a drunkard or a prostitute, but you manage to get to the shop without problems.

The door is opened easily enough, for the lock is a bad one. You sneak through the herbs and other things hanging from the ceiling, aware that the shopowner is probably sleeping upstairs and may wake at any moment. You don’t expect to find any clues in the shop itself, so you start searching for a staircase upstairs or downstairs.

You gain access to the upper floor. You can hear a loud snoring noise, indicating that Madam Isabella is still safely asleep. Carefully, you sneak around the few rooms. They are cluttered with things you can only describe as rubbish, though they may be of some value to their owner. It will be difficult to find anything here.

Two hours later, you are pretty sure that you have searched as well as you can under the given circumstances, without finding anything. Just one place left to look: the basement.

Back on the ground floor, though, you find out that all this house has is a hole in the ground for a pantry, large enough to hide a man for sure, but mostly empty. So there’s definitely no Archbishop in this house and probably no clue pointing at the crime. Maybe Madam Isabella is innocent after all.

You leave the house, taking care to lock the door behind you so nobody will realize that you were there. The horizon already shows a rosy glow, meaning the sun will rise soon. On your way home, you pass a paperboy delivering a special edition of the London Times to some homes. The headline reads “Private detective rescues Archbishop, been promised a fortune”

“Oh well”, you think, “I’ll win the next time”. You take a sip from your hip flask of Black Death whiskey and go home for a good sleep.

