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HOW TO PLAY

Hello, Detective. Welcome back to Midsomer.

The aim of the adventure you’re about to undertake is simple: survive. Can you make it through the festive season in Midsomer, all while trying to get to the bottom of a murder case?

Depending on which path you take through the story, you’ll uncover different clues and meet with different endings. You might solve parts of the case – possibly all of it. There are all sorts of secrets waiting for you, and lots of different outcomes.

All you need to remember is this: at the end of each passage of text, you’ll be directed to the numbered section you need to read next. Most passages end in a choice: just follow the instructions and flick to the relevant section number (use the numbers at the top of the page to guide you) to continue your investigation. That’s the easy bit. The trickier bit might be staying alive.

Once you reach the end of your adventure, go to your performance review on pp.313–22 to see how well you did and get hints on what you missed, ready for your next crack at the case.

Stay safe out there – and we hope you make it through the villages of Midsomer in one piece …

[image: In illustration of a cottage at night. Several carved pumpkins with scary faces are displayed in front of the house and on the front wall. A figure is seen running away, their face and head obscured.]
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As someone who hadn’t lived in the beautiful village of Causton for long, Sara McLower was determined to play her part in making it one of the most talked-about places in the area.

Unlike many around her, who seemed to have been born, lived and died in the place, she’d chosen to come to Causton. She wanted to come back here. It seemed a lot safer than her previous home in the city, and she admitted that was a tiny part of her thinking too. But Causton was not, she knew, an accidental choice. She was here for a reason. Sara was in her late fifties, and was thoroughly fed up of moving around. She’d worked non-stop for decades, and bided her time before choosing the perfect house with her significant savings.

Oh, and the fact that her sister, Betty Grainger, ran the local pub? Sara loved that she was back, closer to family. Family hadn’t always been easy.

Sara had quickly worked out that owning this particular property in Causton still brought with it some added expectations, especially around Halloween and Christmas. It was the first building many people saw as they drove through the area, and it set the tone for the rest of the village. After last year’s power-cut incident with her festive lights, she wasn’t going to let the side down today.

That’s why she’d doubled her efforts this year. It didn’t matter that she didn’t really talk to too many people. She just needed to reconnect properly with Betty, and to be a part of the village.

The outside of the house was pretty much perfect. It’d taken a whole day at the start of the week to carve out the pumpkins and to arrange the decorations. It should have taken her less time, but she’d finally had to admit that her health was declining. Her energy levels had taken a hit, particularly this year, and she was having to carefully plan what she wanted to do and when. She’d be posting her Christmas gifts this year, rather than driving around and delivering them. Not that most of the people around here seemed to appreciate them.

Today’s final job was preparing snacks. She was particularly proud of her cupcakes, which she’d been finessing that morning. It meant she’d have enviable treats for those who came knocking at the door. A Halloween to remember, she smiled, as she rearranged one of the many air fresheners and bowls of pot pourri about her home. Sara didn’t just like things looking prim and proper – they had to smell that way too.

She was flagging now, though, and glad that she’d posted her letter this morning, rather than having to go out now. She looked at her watch. Just gone 5pm, and her energy levels were sapped. But, just like her sister, she knew that she needed to put on a show.

Thing is, she hated Halloween evening, in truth, but she knew she had to get through it. She took a gulp from the mug of cold-remedy drink, rinsed the cup and checked the oven was off.

Thinking she might just get an hour of rest before the procession of visitors started knocking, she cursed under her breath as the shrill sound of the electric doorbell broke the silence. One of those new-fangled things with a camera in that her nephew, Finn – Betty’s son – had fitted over the summer.

She was supposed to check on the video feed on her phone really, but she struggled with technology. She and her sister were alike in that way. What’s more, she was close to the door anyway. I may as well get my cupcakes and open it, she figured. I don’t need to check who it is. The rain was still hammering down hard as she opened the chunky door.

It’s odd what goes through your head when there’s a pumpkin being flung at speed towards your face. At least, Sara thought, she could take solace in the fact that she’d hollowed it out. It was going to be soft when it hit, wasn’t it?

However, if only Sara had taken a moment to count her pumpkins this morning on her way to the post box, she’d have noticed that instead of the seven she’d put out at the front of the house, there had been eight.

It was the contents of the eighth that interfaced with her skull.

Her death wouldn’t be immediate, though. She’d cling on for two weeks before her body gave up. But who would want her dead? And why?


This, Detective, is where you come in! As a member of Causton’s CID team, you’re asked to represent the department at Sara McLower’s wake a few weeks later. Soon, you’re going to be choosing a path to follow through the story, via the choices at the end of each passage. For now, jump to 48, and head over to Sara’s wake, one month later. There’s a crime to solve …
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You work through things as logically as you can: if you were Finn Grainger, where would you go? If he wanted quiet time, he could have gone just about anywhere. Your only tangible hope is that he might have gone home: well, to the Windy Dog anyway. It’s there you head, parking your car at the back of the building, so as not to get in the way of some of the ongoing forensics work still taking place.

There’s police tape here, of course, and you make your colleagues aware that you’re about. There’s no obvious sign of Finn’s car, but you nonetheless decide it might be worth making your way inside the pub.

It’s a shadow of the place it was the day before, as if time has stood still since last night’s incident. You make your way behind the bar and into the back room. A few unopened Christmas cards are on the table, but otherwise it’s quite tidy. You spot Archie’s coat – or at least one of them – hung up. You can’t help but feel sombre. You didn’t even know him that well, and he certainly wasn’t a fan of yours. Even so, he didn’t deserve this.

You’re lost in thought as a figure appears in the doorway. Finn Grainger. You offer an awkward hello, and he offers one in return. Whatever rage he was in, he’s calmed down for now. But he’s not happy.

‘I want whoever did this,’ he says. ‘I’ll help in any way I can.’

You work through what you know together, occasionally stopping as he composes himself again. The murder of Sara McLower, and her slow poisoning. The toxic reviews posted about the pub, that led to trade falling dramatically. And then, of course, the lights explosion.

‘Do you think they’re linked?’ he asks you.

‘I can’t rule that out,’ you admit. But in lieu of fresh information about the poisoning, and the lights, you turn to what’s probably the smallest crime on that list: the reviews.

Finn pulls the reviews up on his phone, and you do the same. There’s a familiar pattern to the way they appear to be written, but also, to your eyes, there are two slightly different styles here.

‘Is there any way you can trace who wrote them?’ he asks. ‘Can’t they tell you roughly where they came from, geographically?’

‘You’re more the tech expert than me,’ you suggest. On a hunch, however, you head to the extensive terms and conditions of one of the websites. You’re glad you had so much coffee today, else you’d nod off trying to read them. But you skim through until you find what you’re looking for: that anyone leaving a review has to have verified they’ve visited the place in question, or prove they live in its geographic area.

‘They’re being posted from Causton?’ he says.

‘We can’t be certain,’ you admit. ‘But it’s possible. We could just use a computer expert around here.’

‘The only one I know is Teddy Jones. He’s never off the thing,’ says Finn.

Alison and Bob’s grandson. Of course. He does their shop deliveries for them, to make money for the latest gizmo he needs.

Thinking about it, that still doesn’t make him an expert on review websites, but he’s worth thinking about. You check that Finn’s going to be okay – he’s going back to his mother soon – and head to your car.


Time for another drive, Detective. Get moving over at 191.
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You’ve been seen, and whoever is in the house knows that they’ve been seen too. You go back to the window where you made your way in, and try to intercept them. You head around the house to relocate your route back in, navigate the bush, and you’re just climbing through when you realize you’ve been outfoxed. Whoever it was has taken the slightly easier approach, and has gone for the front door. You might want to see them, but they’re a lot less keen to see you.

The front door’s easier to get out of, and they’ve taken advantage of that. As you make your way around to the front of the house again, you get a glimpse of the figure running away from you. They’re heading across the field opposite: you can’t chase them on car, and they’re too far away for you on foot.

Resigned to the ear-bashing you’re about to get from the Chief Inspector, you call the station and put out an alert. Not that there’s going to be much they can do: whoever it was will have a solid start.

Still, you did get something out of this. You’re almost certain the figure was male. Dressed all in black, and their face was covered. Wearing trainers, and standing around six foot tall. Relatively slim build. It’s something.

It’s a couple of hours before you’re able to leave the property. The Chief Inspector was, as you predicted, not on the happy side, and your ears have been decorated with a couple of new words. A sweep of the house hasn’t revealed anything of note. Just that whoever was in it appeared to be in one of the rooms at the top of the house. Were they taking stuff out, or bringing stuff in? The former, is the general consensus.


There’s nothing more you can do here for the minute, Detective. You’d best get back to the station before you get into even more trouble with the boss. Go to 128.






[image: ] 4 [image: ]

You make your way over the room to greet Betty Grainger and, with a pained expression, she attempts – and fails – to put a convincing smile on her face.

The weight of the world looks to be on her shoulders, though, and you’re not surprised. Today, after all, she’s had to bury her only sister. As Sara’s closest surviving relative, it’s Betty who’s had to oversee a lot of the arrangements, all while dealing with the shock not just of Sara’s death, but the manner of it as well. Nobody ever thinks they’re going to die by having a brick-filled pumpkin shoved in their face, after all.

But this is a taxing day for Betty Grainger for a second reason: it’s arguably the biggest day of the year for the pub and one of the most hotly anticipated days of the year for the locals: the evening the lights go on, and the festive season officially begins around these parts.

‘I’m going to miss her,’ she says of Sara, trying and failing to hold back a tear. ‘I can’t believe she’s gone.’

You offer condolences.

Sara and Betty never struck you as especially close sisters, or at least they weren’t for some time. Sara’s return to Causton a few years ago was, Betty explains, something that closed the distance that had opened up between them. She was grateful Sara came back, especially after they lost their mother. Sara and Betty had needed each other.

You make further sympathetic overtures to Betty, but she spends more time looking into her cup of steaming herbal tea than at you. Usually, there’s a bulletproof exterior to her, and she knows that she’s going to find that strength again later. For the minute, she’s doing her best to deal with her loss.

‘I can’t stop long,’ she mumbles. ‘Still so much to do for tonight.’

You’ve only been in Causton a few years yourself, but you know how big a night this evening is for the area.

‘Is someone helping you set things up?’ you enquire.

‘Well, most of the lights were all finished last week. And I’ve had my boys with me today.’

Ah, her sons. Archie Grainger, who you – and everyone – knows, has recently been released from prison. Then Finbar Grainger, known to everyone as Finn, who’s just returned home from university for Christmas.

She keeps her attention on the pub and its lights. ‘Wish we’d had more time to test everything,’ she remarks. ‘No matter how early we start planning, there’s always a job left that needs doing. Harder this week, of course, what with Sara dying …’

Tears flow. You dig out a clean tissue and hand it to Betty, and she gratefully takes it, mopping her eyes.

Even the sternest of Causton residents would have understood if she’d cancelled the lights switch-on party. But that’s not Betty’s way. Even when her mother owned the Windy Dog, the mantra was always the show must go on, no matter what.

Betty’s attention seems to drift away as you keep talking, and you figure it’s time to make tracks. ‘Do come along later,’ she weakly smiles, as you make your farewell.

Like you have a choice. The Chief Inspector has volunteered you and DS Lambie to attend. DS Lambie’s already told you he’s got a cast-iron excuse, and managed to get out of it. You know it’ll just be you going along again.


Talking of the Chief Inspector, you’d best not keep her waiting any longer. You need to know what information she’s got hold of. Go to 128.
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You need a good reason to leave Causton in the middle of an active murder investigation, but you figure that this is it: a tangible lead on the poisoned food. You grab some of the rudimentary testing equipment from the station, and drive up to Moore Farm. You know it’s going to be a six-hour round trip, but you also know you have to surprise them: if they know you’re coming, you can hardly do a random test on their produce.

Traffic is not on your side, though: it takes you four hours to get there, having stood still at roadworks an hour out of Causton.

A bearded man called John hears your car approach and steps out to greet you. It’s a small business without a shop to it, so he’s not used to visitors. You hear his dogs barking in the background.

You introduce yourself, and he looks surprised, but not unwelcoming. He takes you into the main warehouse area, and shows you his fresh fruit and vegetables. That, and a collection of other natural products.

‘Test anything you like,’ he says. He’s not affronted by your surprise arrival. If anything, he looks pleased of the opportunity to completely clear himself.

Which is what happens. He gives you a bag of his best plums to keep you company as you get to work. Your testing kit is basic, you’re well aware of that, but after two hours in John Moore’s company – and he insists on keeping old records playing on his turntable in the background – you’re pretty certain he’s got nothing to answer.

You, however? Well, that’s different. As you step back into your car for the long drive home, it’s an irate Chief Inspector who calls, and – roughly translated – wants to know ‘where the hell you are,’ or words to that effect.

She not very patiently explains that she has an active investigation and her lead officer has left the county on a wild goose chase.

It’s an even longer journey home, too, compounded by the fact that the roadworks take twice as long to get through. When you finally arrive back in Causton, late into the evening, you glance at your phone to see a note from the boss.

This, she tells you, is no longer your case. She needs someone she can count on. And that, bluntly, isn’t you.

Still, the plums were nice.

THE END

Go to p.313 to read your performance review.
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Like many others in the Windy Dog, you fumble through the dark for a phone, and as fast as you can activate its torch. Within seconds, several other lights are offering at least some illumination. You pick up the faint sound of something outside, presumably people fussing over the lights. Inside, it’s a case of what isn’t happening. This hasn’t happened before. This wasn’t in the plan. It’s a party night! The lights should be smiling over the Windy Dog now, and the queue for the bar should stretch to the front door.

Instead, there’s a strange stillness, save for local resident Jack Linus yelling across the pub to Betty that she should have put a few more coins in the meter. About in line with the standard of most of Jack’s jokes, that.

You flash your light towards the bar where Betty Grainger, usually the life and soul of the place, looks crestfallen. She’s just standing there for a minute, not doing anything. Frozen.

One or two patrons take the opportunity to knock back their drinks, but if they were thinking of ordering another, one look at Betty is enough to dissuade them.

‘Where’s the fuse box?’ you ask, your voice rising above the muted mumblings. Betty doesn’t move at first. ‘It doesn’t matter,’ she mutters. ‘None of it matters anymore.’

‘It’s back here,’ says a voice from the back. Finn Grainger. ‘Can you give me a hand with it?’


Does he really need a hand with a fuse box? Finn is quite capable of sorting that himself. Maybe you’re best staying put at 53. No: you need to get the lights back on, and fast. Give Finn a hand at 27.
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Sara McLower’s car had been missing for a little while now, and it was surprising it hadn’t been discovered before. Mind you, it wasn’t the most reliable of vehicles, even when it was out and about. It seemed to spend half its time in for repair.

Her murder, anyway, looked uncomplicated. Checks were made as to the location of her vehicle, but no joy … at least, until now.

It’s 40 minutes along narrow country lanes to even get close to where it’s ended up, a good way out of Causton. After you’ve driven to the outskirts of Northfield Wood, you park up next to DS Lambie’s vehicle. He got here first. Still, it’s a 15-minute walk to get to the car itself, and it’s DS Lambie who has to point it out to you. Someone made quite the effort to hide it, driving over the tree-lined hills. Surely someone saw or heard something?

Or maybe not. It’s daytime now, early afternoon on a Friday, and the place feels secluded and empty. The morning dog walkers are long gone. In fact, it’s thanks to a dog walker the car was found at all. They let their hound off its lead this morning, and it ran off. It took them a good hour or two to find the dog, and in turn they discovered the car. Obscured by a thick bush, you have to look twice yourself to spot it. It could have remained undiscovered for weeks further.

‘He’s a good dog,’ explains Derek James, still looking a little exhausted from his long search for his pet. He knows you’re not really supposed to let dogs off leads, given some of the things that go on here, and he looks slightly contrite. You decide to turn a blind eye.

‘Charlie … that’s the name of the dog … it took me ages to find him, then he just started going mad and barking loudly at the bush when he saw me. He’s not done that before, but I guess we’ve not really walked up here the last few weeks, what with all the rain.’

You note that Charlie looks a little groggy.

‘Is he okay?’ you politely enquire.

‘He was okay before,’ Derek notes. ‘He must have eaten something.’

‘You keep talking to him and his dog, I’ll check the car out,’ DS Lambie says to you, as he heads towards the bush and pulls back the foliage.

‘Tell me what happened,’ you ask Derek, turning your attention back to him.

‘Well, just what I said. Charlie started barking, and so I took a look. I recognized it fairly quickly as Sara’s car, and then called you.’

‘How did you know it was hers?’

‘I just remember her from the Windy Dog. She drove down there sometimes. We’re the only two teetotallers there, I think, and you know how everyone tries to park at the front down there. We’ve parked near each other a few times.’

The dog suddenly starts whining.

‘Does he do that a lot?’

‘No,’ says a worried Derek James. He turns his attention to his pet, as you suddenly hear a thump from the car. But what do you do here?


The car! The thump! That’s DS Lambie – surely he needs your help! Head to 184.

What on earth is wrong with the dog all of a sudden? Is there something off ? 178 is where you need to go to prioritize that.
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You arrive a minute after Finn Grainger has entered the shop, and he’s at the counter, demanding to see Teddy. ‘Is something going on?’ you ask.

Finn looks surprised to see you. Somehow – somehow! – he hadn’t noticed you’d been following him. There’s a career in hot pursuit for you yet, Detective.

‘I just want to see Teddy.’

Behind the counter, Alison Jones looks puzzled and a little flustered. She looks unwell, too.

‘His brother’s died,’ you tell her, appreciating it doesn’t really explain why he wants to see Teddy in the first place.

Alison looks shocked and saddened. She calls in Bob, who’s working away in the storage garage next door. She breaks the news to him, as Teddy Jones finally appears from the upstairs of the shop, where you suspect he’s been playing video games, or whatever it is teenagers do in their bedrooms.

‘Your father,’ snarls Finn. ‘Where’s your father?’

His father?


What on earth is going on here? Your inclination is to let this play out: go to 106.
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Hamilton Grainger turns back the way he came. You figure his vehicle is close, but not too close. You didn’t see it pull up, but you did hear the noise of it arriving.

You step into Hamilton Grainger’s path.

‘Don’t do this, Detective. I don’t want to hurt you.’

‘I can’t let you go.’

‘Detective, don’t do this.’

‘You know I have to stop you. You know you’re a wanted man.’

‘Detective.’

‘I need you to stop now, or I have to call this in.’

‘We had a deal. If you reach for a phone, it’s the last thing you’ll ever do.’

‘Mr Grainger, stop.’

He looks at you.

You reach for your phone.

It’s the last thing you ever do …

THE END

Go to p.313 to read your performance review.
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You ask to look at the security tapes, and are guided to a tiny room at the back of the storage garage. A bit blink and you’ll miss it, in fact. You wouldn’t like to be rude and suggest they were pushed for space here, but you find yourself leaning on the toilet as you look at the antiquated-looking system. ‘If you know how to work it! Don’t ask me for help there!’ chuckles Bob, as he points the equipment out.

There’s a small screen attached to the system, and you press the power button. It flickers into life, and to your surprise, there’s actually a live feed from the camera just inside the door to the garage. You admit to yourself you’re surprised that it’s still operational. You note that the extension lead to the electrical socket seems to be groaning with plugs. How has the place not overloaded?

In terms of the recordings, though, you’re not hopeful. You cautiously put one of the stack of VHS tapes in the machine and, on the bright side, it works. When you press play, you do get footage from the security camera with a time stamp in the corner of the screen. Less impressively, the tape has clearly been used lots and lots of times, and there’s significant wear in the picture quality. You can make things out, but not very clearly.

You look at your watch: you reckon you can give this half an hour or so, and so you press the fast-forward button to speed things up. After five minutes, you swap tapes. ‘How far back do these go?’ you ask Bob. ‘Well, there’s a few tapes, but only when I remember to change them.’

There’s no eureka moment with these tapes, though, and there are better ways you can spend your time. If nothing else, it’s confirmed that security is not top priority at Jones’s Store.

But why would it be? Who would steal off these two? You ponder that as Bob puts in a fresh tape, and makes a show of putting it on to record. He’d hate you to think he’s not security conscious.


You decide to investigate the produce Sara bought instead. Go to 95.
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