1 Chapter No. 3-24 Madam Isabella

You walk through London’s streets towards the little shop. As you get yloser to it, the streets are kept less well, there is a lot of rubbish lying around the and the cobblestones are in bad repair.

Suddenly you realize that the kidnapping toiok place not far away. Was the Bishop visiting Madam Isabella when he was abducted?

The little store is currently open. Not only that, but also is there a painter repainting the sign above the door. Soon, it will stand out among the many dirty and faded ones on the street.

The inside of the shop is full of tables and shelves. On the shelves, lots and lots of little bottles are placed, with little bits of papers bearing the names of potions attached to them. On the tables, huge collections of occult junk are lying around. Behind a counter, you see a woman looking at you suspiciously.

“Good day to you. Are you Madam Isabella”

“Who wants to know?”

“Oh, please excuse me. I am Theodore Harrow, a private detective currently investigating the abduction of the Archbishop of Canterbury, wo used to call on you quite regularly, I understand.”

“Even if he did that, it can hardly be considered a crime.”

“No, but if you have any information, I would be most thankful. Of course, if you do not cooperate, this will only be suspicious.”

“Don’t you try to threaten me, my dear. I have seen far worse people than you and lived yet. Give me your hand.”

She takes your reluctantly held out hand. She takes a good long look at it, tracing the lines with her finger.

“You are confused, my dear.Do not worry. Everything may work out fine, if you make the right decisions. I see a man in a robe in your future. Or maybe a man with a tophat?”

She lets go of your hand.

“Anyway, I have seen that you are no danger to me. Yes, the Archbishop used to visit me and ask me about a few things. I have seen lots, and I have heard even more, and he cherished my advise, as you should do. There was nothing else between us, but of course, nobody else aws allowed to find out. The clergy would not have liked it and the newspapers would have eaten him alive. You see, he is not the sharpest knife in the drawer, somebody had to help him out. And he paid me handsomely” She starts cackling.

Slightly disgusted and sure that the London Times would be most interested in this part of the story, yopu leave the store and head back to your office.

If you came here in the afternoon, go to Chapter No. 3-34 Your Office IV

If you came here in the morning of the second day, go to Chapter No. 3-30 Your Office III

If you came here in the morning of the third day, go to Chapter No. 3-37 Your Office V

