An Account

of the most mysterious 
and 
tragick Ongoings
witnessed on the 31st of December 1900

and reported 
by the Honourable
M_______ S_______,
her Majesty’s

 humblest and most obedient subject.
When Arthur Cochon, the celebrated Swiss detective, arrived at the gates of Warburton House on New Year’s Eve of 1900, Queen Victoria was in her 64th year of reign. Cochon, a stout little man, stood freezing in the little alcove of the main portal and brushed the snow off the sleeves of his coat. He worried that the humid weather might damage the structure of his fancily twisted moustache. From inside the gloomy mansion he perceived an approaching clatter of footsteps on a marble floor. While he waited for the massive oak doors to be opened, Cochon, a trained observer, was distracted by a minute fissure – barely perceptible – that ran across the sandstone blocks of the portico. Three hours earlier our friend had been sitting over supper in a cosy coastal inn in Essex and enjoying his winter vacation when a young man had shattered the peaceful scene and asked Cochon if he was the selfsame. As it turned out, the lad’s mistress, aware of the famed criminologist’s presence in the region, had sent for Cochon after her New Year’s party had been interrupted in the most unpleasant fashion. Now, Cochon’s assistance was requested in solving the mystery of two murders committed in Warburton House some 6 hours ago. It was 11 o’clock. Where was I?
A sudden sound tore Cochon from his reveries: The sound of a massive bolt being slid backwards in the large cast-iron lock of the door. When it had opened completely, Cochon was faced with a tall and elderly figure, neatly dressed in a pair of black trousers, a crisp white shirt, a striped butler’s uniform and a matching bow tie. 

“Monsieur Cochon, I presume,” the statue-like human being came to life.


“Jeeves, I presume?” Cochon replied.

“Not quite sir. I am afraid I am a Jennings,” the butler said motionless, “Lady Windermere has been expecting you.”

His body seemingly attached to an invisible stick in the ground, Jennings span his whole body to the left in a puppet-like gesture while pointing a stiffened arm to the interior of the dark house, thus inviting Cochon to step in. 
