1 1-2 At Isabella Woodroffe’s house
As soon as you approach Ms Woodcroffe’s house you get a strange feeling. Many stories about her are told but nobody really knows whether it is just rumors or the truth – actually each and every rumor has at least one tiny bit of truth in it. You have no idea what to expect and despite your experinces as a detective you are a little scared.
You knock on the door and wait... You knock again, this time a bit louder and hear her voice from the inside: “Who is it?... What do you want?” You tell her your name and the reason why you are here for. After seconds, which rather seems like minutes, the door is opened slowly and a grey-haired woman looks right into your face. She glares at you suspiciously with her cold light blue eyes but finally she lets you in. She follow her into the living-room if you can even call this place a “living-room”: It is very dark inside, the small windows are so dirty that you can hardly look outside. There are just a few candles in the corners of the room what causes a spooky atmosphere. A fat cat is lying on the table in the middle of the room. However, it smells as if at least ten cats are living here together with this mysterious woman. You feel quite uncomfortable and don’t feel like sitting down but rather want to leave this place as quickly as possible. But you know you have to fulfill your duties. Slowly you sit down on the old wooden chair that Madame Woodroffe has refered to with a short nod of her head. She takes the chair on the opposite side of the table and for a second you are relieved that there is enough distance between you and her. Then however, as you feel the cold eyes staring at you, the scary feeling comes back. 

“So... Ms Woodroffe”, you start the conversation, “Are these your cards?”, and you take the prophecy cards out of your coat pocket and are about to put them on the table. “This cat is in the way”, you think nervously and disgusted. Not having finished your thoughts, you see the cat arising and jumping off the table as if it had noticed that it wasn’t so welcome. You put the cards on the remaining grey cat hairs on the table. You are expecting a quick answer and get even more nervous when Ms Woodroffe doesn’t move her eyes to the cards but continues staring at him. Then out of sudden she says with a friendly calming voice, “May I offer you a cup of tea, Sir?” You are stunned, not able to answer right away, as it seemed as if there was a totally different woman, a lady, sitting opposite to you. “Uh... yes, please... uh... thank you, Ma’m” was what came out of your mouth although you still wished nothing more than just leave this weird place. Madame Isabella disappeared in another room, supposingly the kitchen, as you hear her clappering with some dishes. You sigh, relieved that you don’t have to face these icy eyes anymore. At the same moment the cat jumps on the chair where Isabella just sat just as if it felt as it had to take over her place. “These eyes are not better”, you think, “only darker but the same cold expression... Don’t be stupid. It is just a cat!!” However, your attempt to look at things more realistically doesn’t make you feel much better. You let your eyes pass along the walls almost totally covered by wooden shelves packed with dozens of books. You try to read the titles but some are just too dusty and you can hardy recognize a single letter. However, there are a few books - close to the spot where the cat is sitting – which seem to have been used recently. You can see fingerprints on the book cover. As you raise from you chair to get closer, the kitchen door opens and Madame Isabelle is coming back with a silvern tray with one cup. Embarrassed by having been caught snooping around, you sit down again. This investigation has to be finished as soon as possible! 
The prophecy cards are still lying on the table as you ask your question again: “Are these your cards, Ma’m?” Waiting for an answer you take a little sip from the tea. What an incredibly good taste! You have never drunk something like that before. You take another sip and try to identify the ingredients. Many kinds of herbes have to be in there, maybe rosemary and... there is this slightly spicy taste of ginger. But there is something else you cannot identify at all. You look up to the smiling wrinkled face of Ms Woodgroffe.
But then, all of the sudden, the smile slowly disappears and changes into a bitter facial expression. The last thing you see is the evil glint of the eyes... then darkness surrounds you and takes your very last breath.
If you want have another go go to Chapter No.1
