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The Body on Scafell Pike is the first DI Jess Chambers and Margot Voyce murder mystery, a series set in the spectacular Lake District national park in northwest England. S J Brooke lives in Kent and used to be a newspaper crime reporter.




About the Book

THE BODY ON SCAFELL PIKE

Out on the hills, a killer is waiting. . .

The gripping, darkly atmospheric new crime series based in the iconic Cumbrian Lake District.

A renowned mountaineer and self-described ‘fell runner’ is found dead in a deep gully on one side of Scafell Pike within hours of announcing his intention of breaking the world record for the quickest continuous summit of every peak in the Lake District.

Only a month into the job, DI Jess Chambers had been hoping that Cumbria would offer a slower pace of policing than her native Belfast, but this first case already sees her out of her depth. A local mountain guide, Margot Voyce, proves to be her biggest asset as she begins her investigation into the mysterious death of this world-famous athlete in unfamiliar terrain.

But as legions of his online following descend on the Lakes to pay their respects, it becomes clear that this was no accident. Jess and Margot must solve the case before more blood is spilled - but in a community such as this, sometimes the truth is more dangerous than a killer.




Something was wrong. Very, very wrong.

James couldn’t understand it. He’d completed the run many times before, studied the map before setting off, in fact done all the things he should have.

But now he was heading down the steep rock-strewn scree, his knees bent and his steps short, Scafell Pike seemed to be playing with him. And it wasn’t a fair game.

The reasonable weather he’d set out in had been, James discovered as he reached the top, too brief an interval between the storms of recent days. The patchy fog and wind had abruptly shifted on him, the rain slashing sideways. The summit was said to be routinely ten degrees colder than at the base, and James shivered through his clammy waterproofs, convinced the temperature was actually dropping as he continued down.

He’d had to go slowly so far on his descent – well, slow for him, at little faster than a jog – as after his hugely successful Instagram posting of the night before, and the follow-up social media he’d done at first light, the last thing he needed right now was an injury.

He came back to a walk, realising after a while that he was quite alone – a rarity on Scafell Pike these days as usually it was besieged with walkers on all the routes. But gone were the usual hordes of those desperate for photos at the top of England’s highest peak, driven away by the foul weather.

He stared up at the sky. It was only early afternoon, but it could have been much later. The day was slipping away from him.

He must have strayed from the path or missed its swing to the left, James realised a little later. Shit.

He halted and turned slowly in the murk, meaning to retrace his steps to the right route. But all this did was disorientate him further, as suddenly he couldn’t tell from the scrubby grass and rocks all around – hazy in the mist – which way was up or down, nor the direction he had come from. In normal conditions there’d be no problem, but James was astounded at how confusing it all seemed in the blink of an eye.

A noise behind – or perhaps above – but it was just a scatter of small stones he must have dislodged a moment earlier, a few skittering past his feet.

James reached for his phone, but he only had one bar of signal and that faded out immediately.

He tried his compass app, Google Maps and What Three Words but there just wasn’t enough reception. He’d been foolish to do this without an actual map, he realised. He patted his pockets for the old-fashioned compass he carried and then remembered it was in his other running jacket, the one currently nestled in the boot of his car.

James felt a shift in the air and shuffled a few steps forward. His foot slipped, and then a lurch.

He was suddenly teetering very close to the precipice, almost at its edge, and the deep gunmetal of the vertical rock face descending into the mist was dizzying. As a swirl of cloud cleared he could see a corresponding sheer wall on the other side of the deep gully, the trickle of a river far below between the rock faces.

He’d come so close to falling, he thought, shivering and stepping backwards sharply.

But then – without warning – he felt something slam into him, and he was falling.

Patience really was a virtue, thought the stranger, glimpsing the surprise on James’s face.

The plan couldn’t have gone better.

James was too easy to read, too wrapped up in his social media boasts, too obliging in setting out the precise route for his run before setting off. And the poor weather was the cherry on the cake.

No one else around.

James disorientated in the mist, thinking of other things, his guard down.

Conveniently standing right beside the drop.

Honestly, it was almost too easy.

He couldn’t save himself.

As he whipped his head around, over his shoulder James caught the merest glimpse of a stranger dressed in waterproofs of green and dull khaki, and the last thing he saw as his body hurtled past the lip of the rock face and bounced downwards was a pair of well-worn mountain boots.

The sound that left James as he hurtled downwards was deeply primal. It reverberated against the sheer walls of the gully, stretching out for almost too long.

There was the oddly soft sound of a bump from far below, and the other crouched down to peer gingerly over the lip of the drop.

The stranger felt a surging heartbeat, goosebumps rising from the thrill.

A peek over the edge showed the body of the famous fell runner lying twisted and still, one leg at a sharp angle.

The peek lasted more than a minute, each second settling the adrenaline in the stranger’s veins. Then finally, the body still motionless, peace.

The chances of James coming to – if indeed he was still alive – and getting out of this predicament were absolutely minuscule.

It was a shame. They’d had some good times, but it had been unavoidable.

Life was like that, sometimes, wasn’t it?

James couldn’t tell what time it was when he came to.

It was properly dark now, the rain falling heavily still, with a dank haze closing in from every direction.

Groggy, he was in agony, lying partly submerged in the freezing stream at the base of the gully, but as he looked at the steep vertical pitch of the rock face in front of him, he forced himself to try to sit up.

He couldn’t do it.

James knew he was in trouble, but he got his bearings, nonetheless. He had to be lying at the bottom of Piers Gill, the deep-cut canyon descent notorious for serious accidents. Do not follow the bed of the stream in Piers Gill. That was the advice given to all climbers and runners on Scafell Pike, no matter their level of experience.

And yet this was precisely where he was.

Many have died in this gill, James knew. If he wasn’t to be another statistic, he needed to get out, and fast.

He took an inventory of his injuries. Right off he could tell he’d torn the rotator cuff on his right shoulder, as he’d done this before and recognised the same wincing pain. He felt a numb tingling of his right hand – even through his black gloves he could see he’d dislocated his fingers, and very probably he’d also sustained a greenstick fracture to the radius bone in his left arm. As if that wasn’t enough, he felt unnaturally woozy, and so he was concussed.

These injuries were certainly painful and distressing, but they were unlikely to be life-threatening, thankfully. But then he found the real problem.

His thigh. Indeed his leg was at such a strange angle that James knew the femur had snapped. More dangerous than this, though, was the blood saturating his running tights.

James knew he had to raise the alarm, otherwise he would almost certainly die of exposure if he remained on the mountain overnight. More importantly, though, he needed to staunch the flow of blood if he was to make it that long.

Gingerly he touched his thigh, and although there was a lot of blood, presumably from a nick in the femoral artery, there might be something in the way he was lying that was slowing down the flow. If it had been severed completely, he would’ve been long dead by now.

Death didn’t feel imminent, James decided after his initial examination, and so the priority needed to be to get to his phone first, in case he passed out while dealing with the leg injury.

His jacket was rucked around, making it almost impossible to unzip his left-side pocket, especially with his useless fingers, but when he finally managed to pull it out, the phone was entirely shattered and bent out of shape. He shook it and jabbed at the screen, but there wasn’t even the sniff of an erratic signal. He shouldn’t have been surprised. Piers Gill had atrocious signal reception, especially in bad weather.

What do I have to do to get a break? James thought, but he was determined. He hadn’t got this far in life by giving up, even when the odds were stacked against him.

New priorities. He had to deal with his leg, which could kill him in minutes, and then the very real threat of hypothermia, which could kill him in hours. But he had food with him and a spare coat in his rucksack, and he was out of the wind, and if he could just hang on overnight, there would be walkers near Piers Gill he could shout to.

Suddenly shock coursed violently through his body. He struggled against it, and when he eventually got his system back under control, he managed to pull off his GoPro harness to use as a makeshift tourniquet on his leg. The camera itself was long gone. But though he managed to wrap the harness around his thigh and was about to pull firmly enough to quell the blood flow leaching from him, James experienced a wave of weakness and then a rushing in his ears. Even though he was lying flat, he felt dizzy and as if he were falling once more.

Determined not to lose consciousness until he’d stemmed the bleeding, James closed his eyes and forced himself to curl forward as much as he could to muster one last burst of effort.

But at that moment he realised that there was another reason for the rushing sound.

In terror he watched as a wall of brown water cascaded towards him, pushing a mass of rocks and plant debris with it.

The flash flood hoisted James up, the abrupt immersion in the fresh iciness sharpening all of his senses as he found himself swallowing mouthful after mouthful of muddy water. His body was helplessly batted from one side of the gully to the other as it swept him along. One moment his knees were above his head, before being upended once more.

Then, just as James lost consciousness, the neck of his nylon jacket snagged on an outcrop on the vertical rock face, brutally plunging his head downwards. In the maelstrom one of his running shoes was ripped off, slamming against his open mouth as the current dragged him face under and pinned him there.

James’s very last thought was Fuck, so that’s who did this to me.

But with that his head was dunked under the water once more, and this time it stayed there.

And when the water level dropped as abruptly as it had risen, James was very dead indeed.




DAY ONE


ops/images/author.jpg
Ioysmy JIeN O

E e -






ops/images/title.jpg
Body

"Scafell
Pike

S J BROOKE

IIIIIIII





ops/images/9781035400195_FC.jpg
Out on the hills, a killer is waiting

ody

on

S') BROOKE





